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MEMORIAL-INTRODUCTION. 



I.— BIOGRAPHICAL. 



OUR present Worthy is careful to de- 
scribe himself in various of his title- 
pages and epistles-dedicatoiy, and other- 
wise, as 

Nicholas Breton, Gentleman 
(abbreviated 'Gent* in a number).^ There 
is touch of pathos in the continuance of 
the claim to the end and through long years 
of sorest straits and consequent humilia- 
tions. It seems to have been the mode of 
the Elizabethan period (e,g. Churchyard, 
Howell) ; but in his case it was warranted. 
For however he sunk to the level of the 
lowliest commonalty, he was of 'gentle 
blood.' 

Bretons are found in Leicestershire and 
Warwickshire, Wilts and elsewhere, in Eng- 
land; but their chief seat was in Essex.' 
Turning accordingly to Morant's * History and 
Antiquities of the County of Essex,' we find 
— ^besides incidental occurrences of the 
name — ^a somewhat full account of both 
themselves and their possessions. It is un- 
accountable that Biographers and Biblio- 
graphers alike, seem never to have consulted 
Morant; and so have needlessly perplexed 

1 In *WtU of Wk' dde-pttge, and episde-dedtcatonr and 
general epiitle, and in the after-epistle and at the close, and in 
the ' LoaginK of a Blessed Heart' and ' Wit's Trenchmonr,' it is 
'Gentleman' in loll : in 'Floonsh of Fancy,' 'Courtier and 
CountrTinan,' 'a Dialogue,' etc etc., it is 'Gent' 

< In Appendix A will be found genealogical facts from the 
'Visiution of Leicestershire,' 16x9, which Colonel Chester 
was good enough to forward me. 

63 



themselves and confounded our Nicholas 
Breton with another contemporary Captain 
Nicholas Breton. Even Mr. J. Payne Collier 
and the late Rev. Thomas Corser, M.A., of 
Stand, mbsed the right biographic lines — as 
will appear in the sequel. 

It will prepare the way for more direct 
details to give at this point the notices from 
Morant, as follows : — 

"Layer-Breton is east of Layer-Mamey. 
In records it is written Layer Braeton, or 
Britton, and also Layer Barley alias Breton ; 
which names it received from its ancient 
possessors. The owner of the lands in this 
parish, in Edward the Confessor's reign, was 
Ailmar; Ralph Piperell, and his under- 
tenant Turold, held them at the time of the 
Survey.^ Here is only one Maner, and 
the mansion-house stands at a little distance 
west from the Church. 

" The name of Breton occurs in the List 
of those that came over with William the 
Conqueror:* and the adventurer so called 
might be one of those who attended Alan 
Fargent, Earl of Bretagne, at the Battle of 
Hastings, where he then commanded the 
rear of William's army. 

"However, the surname of Breton, le 
Breton, and Brito, is of great antiquity in 
this County. 

^ Those demesnes were about sao acres. 
* Lib. Domesd. foL 75. b. Tit. 34. 
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" Lewis Brito granted to the Church and 
Monks of St. John's in Colchester, his 
messuage, with appertances, in Herchestede. 
His son, Ralph Brito, confirmed the 
same; and moreover, granted to them two 
parts of the tithes of all his demesnes in 
Leyre-Breton,^ to hold by the service of 8d. 
a year. His widow Adeliza granted them 
I OS. 8d. a year in Legra, in perpetual alms, for 
the good of her husband's soul. Their son, 
Robert le Bretun, gave to the same 
Monks II acres in Legra, for the souls of his 
fether and mother, who were buried in that 
Abbey.* 

" In the reign of K. Richard i. Robert 
de Bretton held lands in and about Ardley, 
and was a benefactor to St. Botolph's Prioiy 
in Colchester.* In the reign of K. John 
and K. Henry iii., William le Bretun 
held two knights fees in Lehere in Essex ; 
and Sir John le Bretoune was a Knight 
banneret in this County in the time of K. 
Edward i.* 

" In 1325, a Fine passed between Wiluam 
Bretounn, plaintiff, and John Breton, 

Parson of and Robert, son of Hamon 

de Bryche, deforc* of the maner of Layer- 
Breton and the Church, by which they were 
settled on William for life, and after his 
death on Nicolas his son, and Isabell his 
wife, and the heirs of the said Nicolas.* 
William le Bretton presented to the 
Living in 1329.* Nicolas Britton suc- 
ceeded his father, and presented to the 



1 There having been great disputes about these Tithes, be- 
tween the Abbey and the Rector of Layer-Breton, Simon 
Bishop of London, 13 November 1364, decreed, that the rector 
and his successors should receive these tithes, paying the Abbot 
and Convent the yearly sum of two marks, at two terms, vis., 
November i, and February 2. Minus Reg. Abb. D. Johis. fol. 
147. 17a 

s Registr. Abbatie D. Johln. Colc. fol. 93, 94. penes Com. de 
Hardwick. 

3 Monast. Angl., vol. il p. 45. 

4 Nomina Nobil. sub Edw. i. militantium. 

5 Fine 19 Edw. 11. 

Thomas Sampson presented to the Living from 1365 to 1373 
by the title of Domicellus, i^. inferior lord of the maner, 
Newcourt, vol ii. pp. 374. 375- 



Church in 1395, and 1397. Alice his wife, 
dyed 6 May 1392, and was buried in this 
Church, with an epitaph. Richard de 
Bretton held half a knight's fee in Leyr 
Breton, near Colchester, and was taxed los. 
for his reasonable relief for the marrying of 
Blanch, the eldest daughter of K. Henry 
IV. with Lewis, afterwards Duke of Bavaria, 
in 1402.'' The further account we have of 
this family, is : That William Bretton mar- 
ried daughter of Havnes, Gent 

And had by her William, and Grace, wife 

of Ratcliff. William married Anne, 

daughter of Denham, by whom he had 

Henry, Francis, William, John, and Thomas ; 
which two last dyed without issue. We 
hear no more of this family here : They 
removed to Monckton-Farley in Wiltshire, 
and seem to have had no concern here after 
the year 1420.^ 

Further: — "In 1242, a fine passed between 
William le Bretton, plaintiff and Mat- 
thew DE Levham, and Nesta his wife, 
tenants, for the maner of Bellamont, in 
Essex, which Rohesia de Cockfield, mother 
of Nesta, held for her life, remainder to the 
said William after her decease.*'* 

There was also a Maner of Bretton or 
Barton Hall in Essex, which took its name 
from <^ Hugh Brito, that held a fourth part 
of a knight's fee of the House of Henry de 
Essex of his Honor of Raley."* 

Again in Lexden Hundred the estate of 
Rivers Hall (also in Essex) was held by 
successive Bretons. Morant thus gives an 
account of them : — * Robert de Hastinges was 
owner of it in the reign of K. Henry iii. 
(Carta 49 Hen. iii.). Under him it was 
holden by a family sumamed le Breton, 
or DE Bretton. William de Bretton, 
who dyed in the 45° of K. Henry iii. held 



1 The History and Antiquities of the County of Essex . . . 
By Philip Morant, M.A., 1768, a vols, folio : vol. i. pp. 409-10. 
> Ibid, p. 485 : Fine 27, Hea III. 
S Ibid, p. 319 : Liber ruber. 
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of Robert de Hastinges a capital messuage, 
I carucate of land, and 40s. yearly rent in 
Boxted for a pair of gilt spurs every year, 
and by the 5th part of a knight's fee ; and 
of Walter de Horkeley, a water mill, and 2 
parts of one carucate, and 20s. per annum 
by the 4th part of a fee : and of Hugh de 
Nevyll, 7 acres of land, for the yearly rent 
of i8d. John de Breton was his son 
(Inquis. 45 Hen. in.). John, son of this 
latter, dyed 4 £dw. 11. 13 10 or 13 11, and 
held them of the heirs of Roger de Tany a 
capital messuage, with a close and a fishery, 
and 49 acres of arable, a pasture, and 10 
acres of wood : and of William de Horkesley, 
by the same service as above, a water mill, 
90 acres of arable, 42 acres of mowable 
meadow, 2 acres of pasture, 13 acres of 
wood, 16 acres of alder, and 52s. rent of 
assize : and of Hugh de Nevill, 3 acres of 
arable (Inquis. 4£d. 11.). Maud, his daughter, 
then aged 21 years and a half, was the wife 
of Sir Richard de la Rivere (Inquis. 4 £dw. 
II.) a family of note in this county, that were 
lords of Stamford-Rivers, and other con- 
siderable estates. He had by her 

Thomas, who dyed without issue; and 
Margaret, married to Sir Roger Bellers; 
who had by her Margaret, that became the 
wife of Robert Swillington. He dyed 
nth July 1391, holding in right of the said 
Margaret then surviving him, the maner of 
Boxted, called Ryvershall, of the King as of 
the Hundred of Lexden. Roger, his son, was 
aged upwards of 22 years (Inquis. 15 Ric. 
II.). John Swillington, Esq., succeeded. 
Then it came by purchase to Thomas 
Morsted, Esq."» 

lliere are names and things in these ac- 
counts that will fall to be noticed hereafter — 
recurring as they do in our Breton's books ; 
but a glance reveals that the family was an 
ancient one, and entitled to rank among the 

1 Ibid. voL iL pp. 340-1. 



' blue blood ' of England. Researches among 
the Visitations and Wills of the 14th, 15 th, and 
1 6th centuries confirm the data of the His- 
torian, albeit it needeth not that our Memoir 
should be encumbered with such merely 
antiquarian lore. Two John Bretons' Wills 
prior to 1499 and several recorded in the 
Calendars of the Archdeaconry Courts of Col- 
chester and of Essex and Herts, are unhappily 
not to be found. The volumes containing 
them have long since disappeared. They 
should probably have helped us to link on the 
several names to each other. The * Visitation 
of Wilts, 1565 ' (College of Arms, G. 8. fo. 50), 
enables us to connect our Breton with the 
Layer Breton family of Morant, as thus : — 

Arms : Quarterly or and gules, a bordure 
azure. 

William Breton of Layer Breton in the 
countie of Essex Esquire maried the doughter 
of [blank] in the countie of Essex gent, and 
by her had yssue Willim Breton his eldeste 
Sonne [and] Grace, maried to [blank] Rat- 
clyffe of [blank] in Coun. Essex gent. 

William Breton of Layer Breton in the 
saide countie Esquire eldeste sonne and 
heire to William Breton aforesaide maryed 
Anne doughter of Denham of the Northe and 
by her had yssue Henrye Breton, his eldeste 
Sonne and heire : John seconde sonne dyed 
sanz yssue: Fraunces, thirde sonne : Thomas, 
fourthe sonne, dyed sanz yssue and Willim 
Breton Hfte sonne. 

Henrye Breton of Moncton farley in coun. 
Wiltes Esquire, eldeste sonne and heire to 
Willim Breton aforesaide maried Anne 
doughter to George Cowlte of Candish in 
coun. Suff. Esquire, and by her had yssue 
George Breton his eldeste sonne and heire 
aparant : William Breton, seconde sonne : 
Margarett, maried to [blank] Hamonde of 
Naylond in Com. Suff. gent. Elizabeth 
vnmaried.i I note that in the copies of this 



i From Colonel Chester, as before ; and so throughout, except 
when otherwise notified. 
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Visitation by Philpot and Vincent in the 
College of Arms, the blank for the name of 
the first William Breton's wife is filled in 
with the name of Haynes, and as will im- 
mediately emerge, her Christian name was 
Isabell or Isabella. 

The Will of the above first William 
Breton, introduces a number of the family 
names. I therefore give an abstract of it 
He is designated William Breton of Col- 
chester CO. Essex, Gentleman (14th August 
1499). He was to be buried in the monastery 
of St. John beside Colchester 'near the 
pillar where the body of my father lieth 
buried.' Besides the usual religious bequests 
he leaves the following : — * to high altar of 
parish church of St Giles where I was late 
parishioner 3/4': to the Master of Higham 
Ferrers co. Northampton * to pray for me, 5 
marks': to churches of Great Birch and 
Lower de la Haye 6/8 : * my wife Isabell to 
have for life my tenement called Fyncher in 
Layer de la Hay, and after her death, same 
to William my son and heirs of his body, 
with remainder to Grace my daughter : my 
lands in Wyvenhoe called Marthill *to be 
feoffed and the profits thereof to go to the 
church of St Giles aforesaid for a yearly 
anniversary for my grandfather Nicholas 
Breton, my father John Breton, Joane my 
mother, my aunt Alice Bedford [and] David 
Mortymer, and for me and my wife the day 
of my decease ' : to my daughter Grace when 
21 or married *my lands etc. in Fyngringhoe 
CO. Essex, and if she die, same to William 
my son, when 21, and if both die before 21, 
then same to my brother John Breton': 
all residue to Isabell my wife, ' and appoint 
her executrix': proved at Lambeth 27** 
November 1499 by the relict Isabell exec. 
(39 Home). 

This William Breton was father of William 
Breton, father of our Nicholas Breton. It is 
therefore with no common satisfaction that I 
am enabled to print for the first time, the long 



and extremely noticeable Will of our Worth/s 
father, which opens up various points of 
interest. His provision of * prayers ' for him- 
self and others (notwithstanding his Protes- 
tant reliance on the Lord Jesus alone) reveals 
a leaven of the old religion. It runs thus, 
verbatim et literaiin^ : — 

In the most holy and blyssed name of the Eteniall 
eQlyving and lasting god the £either the sonne and 
the holly goost thre psonnes and one god the xij^ 
day of ffebniary in the yerc of our Salvacion by the 
deathe and passion of our most blissed Saviour and 
Redemer Jhii Christ a thousaund fyve hnndeithe Ivij^, 
and in the foorthe and fyveth yeres of the reignes of 
our soQaign Lord and Lady Philip and Mary by the 
grace of god King and Quene of England Spayne 
ffraunce bothe Cicilles JrlA and Ireland defendors of the 
faithe Archdukes of Austrige {sic) Dukes of Burgundy 
Myllayn and Brabant Counties of Haspuigefflannders 
and Tiroll I Willm Breton of London of the parryshe 
of saynt Gyles w^>ut creplegate of London gentilman 
being of hole mynd and j^fitt remembraunce, and 
thankes be vnto god, of good and j^fitt healthe of 
body remembring and thinking I shall dye as from 
this world and therw^ Trusting and beleving 
assuredly to ryse agayne in this fflesshe vnto Etemall 
and j^petuall lif, and herew^ also calling and most 
hartely desyring and praying thaide helpe grace and 
Assistence of Almightle god do ordeyn and make 
this my last will and Testament in mafi and fourme 
following, ffirst I comytt and bequeth and yeld my 
soule to the inestimable and Incomprehensible heape 
and Abundance of Christes infinite ficy most hartely 

1 Joseph Hunter, in his Choros Vatum mss. in the British 
Musenm, mentions 9, pott-morttm inquisition in 1568-9. It was 
on aTth October 1567. William Breton, of London, Esq., had 
died so far back as 13th January 1558^ and the Inquisition 
ought to have been taken immediately after, but was not, and so 
a mandamus was directed to Sir Christopher Draper, then 
Escheator for London, and he took it on the day mentioned. 
It is in the usual form, and is of no consequence, seeing that, 
mpra^ I am able to give the Will itself, which the Inqmsitioo 
merely recites. Parts of it are quite gone, and others illegible. 
Mr. Hunter's mistake led both Colonel Chester and myself into 
much fruitless searching. My experience of the Chorus Vatum. 
is, that whilst these mss. contain a vast amount of rou^ materials 
for the biography of our English Poets, everything needs to be 
verified. Colond Chester has also followed up his statements, 
and he writes me :— ' Never trust Joseph Hunter for either dates 
or facts. Although a capable general antiquar]^^ matters j^y 
purely genealogicay his statements are not to be accepted with- ^ f 
out verification.' From one so judicial in his verdicts, this wDl ' 

carry warning to every conscientious consulter of the Hiuiter 
MSS. Nevertheless it were ingrate not to acknowledge his 
untiring research and seal 
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beseehing hym to sett his deatbe and passion betwene 
my synnes and his inst iudgement. And as oon- 
cernyng my body my soules contjmuall Enemye I 
comytt the same to the Earthe from whence yt came 
to be boiyed in sache place as shall Seme most mete 
and convenyent to myn ezecaton. Item I give and 
bequethe vnto Klizabethe my wif my chieff capitall 
mansion house in Redcrostrete in the foresaid 
parrysshe of saynt Gyles w^t Creplegate of London 
Wherein I nowe mhabitt and dwell together w* the 
gurdeyn Teiites and all other thappnrte&nces to the 
aaied capitall 'mansion belonging or other w^ vsed or 
ooonpied. And also all my Tefites and heriditamentes 
wyth Thapportefinces in Barbycan and Redcrosse 
strete in the saied parryshe of saynt Giles w«b I had 
and purchased to me and myn hdres of Willni Dixe 
gent. Item I further give and bequeth vnto the 
same Elizabeth my wif all that my key and wharffe 
called dyse key w^ all the Tefites and other thappnr- 
te&nces thervppon buylded or dierennto belonging 
situat nere billinges gate and in the panyshe of saynt 
Dnnstayne in the est wHn the Citie of London w^ I 
lately purchased of Thomas Bacon and nowe by me 
lettyfi vnto the same Thofis and to James Bacon his 
brother, To hane and to hold all and singuler the 
Pmisses to the saied Klizabethe my wif during her 
natnrall Uf, The remaynder therof after her deceasse 
to Richard Breton myn eldest sonne and heire and to 
the heires of his body laufully begottyn, And for 
lacke of suche yssne to Nicholas Breton my secunde 
Sonne and to the heires of his body laufully b^;ottyn. 
And for lacke of suche yssue to my doughters Thamar 
Anne and Maiy and to the hebes of their bodies 
laufully begottyn. And for lacke of suche yssue to my 
right heires for efi. Item I give and bequethe vnto 
the saied Elizabeth my wif one hunderth poundes in 
money and thone half of all my plajrt howshold stuf 
and ymplementes hereafter nott beqnethed and all 
her apparrell and all such Jewelles as she hath in 
her custody or vsed to ware and Tenne Kyen now^ 
remayning and being at Walcomstowe in the countie 
of Essex. Item I give and bequeth vnto the saied 
Richard Breton tDjn eldest sonne and to his heires 
for efi all my other Tentes in London or in the 
snburbes of the same w^ all and singuler their appur- 
td&nces aboue not beqnethed to my saied wif amount- 
ing togither to the yerely valne of xxxixU or their 
abontes that is to saye one Te&te in Eastcheape called 
the bell in the Tenure of Nicholas Wyatt Bochi^ of 
the yerely value of biU jx^. Two Tenements in Towre- 
strete in the parryshe of sajmt Dunstayne in the east 
in the holding of the wif of Willffi Austed wax 
chaundler deoeassed, one Shopp in newe ffisshestrete 
in the holding of Willfli Davys ffisshmonger, one 



Tefite in the parryshe of saynt John Walbroke in the 
holding of Thomas Hewes Skjmner, one tenement in 
flynckes lane nere the pultrey in tholdlng of Thomas 
Sares, one Tenement in the parryshe of saynt Androwe 
next Baynardes Castell in the houlding of Sir fifraunces 
Jobson Knight, one Tenement in the parrishe of 
saynt James at Garlike hithe in the holding of the 
wif of Xpofer Macham Tayllo' deceassed, one vaulte 
or Seller in the same parryshe of Saynt James at Gar- 
lickhith in tholding of the wydow Gardyfi and the 
Tefite brewe howse and Irnie called the George in 
Aldersgate strete in the parrishe of saynt butulphe 
w^ut Aldersgate and all the Tentes thereunto belong- 
ing in tholding of Cuthebert Hope, And one Tene- 
ment in the parryshe of saynt Butulphe in the holding 
of Chrofer Teringtfi carpenter, To haue and to hold 
vnto my saied sonne Richard and to his heires for eQ. 
Item I give and bequeth vnto my sonne Richard 
threscore poundes in money and thother half of my 
plate and houshold stuf hereafter not beqnethed to 
be delyfied vnto hym at his age of xxij^^ yeres. The 
Rentes and Revenewes of w^^^ saied Tenementes and 
the saied threscore poundes plate and houshold stuf 
so beqnethed to my saied sonne Richard I will my 
saied wif shall haue the recept order Rule and custody 
of vntill my saied soime shall Accomplyshe his saied 
age of xxij yeres yf my saied wif do lyve so longe, for 
and towardes the mayntenaunce fiynding and bringing 
vpp of my childem and for the reapacions of the 
same Tentes, So that and vppon condicion that my 
saied wif kepe her self sole and do not marye after 
my deceasse, And if she shall happyn to marry or dye 
before the saied age of my saied sonne. Then I will 
and ordeyn that my father in Lawe John Bacon and 
lawrence Eresbye gentilman or the longer lyver of 
theym shall then 3nnedeatly haue the recept and order 
of the rentes of the saied Tefites aboue bequethed to 
my saied sonne vntill my saied sonne shall accom- 
plishe the saied age of xxij yeres, To be Imployed 
and bestowed vppon the bringing vp of my saied 
sonne and the rest of my childem, And the remaynder 
thereof to be bestowed yerely vppon the rea^cions 
of suche of the same Tenementes as I am charged to 
beare. And vppon the Rea^^ions of the saied Tene- 
ment called tbe George in Aldersgate strete, And yf 
yt shall happjrn the saied John Bacon and Lawrence 
Eresbie and either of theym to dye before the saied 
age of my saied sonne, and after the death or mariage 
of my saied wif, then I will and ordeyn that the 
chamber of London shalhaue the recept order Rule 
of all suche Rentes and revenewes of the saied Tentes 
in the saied Citie as bene aboue bequethed or 
appoynted in possession or refision to my saied 
sonne, vntill the same my sonne shall Accomplishe 
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the saied age of zxij^ yeres, of the profittes and 
rentes whereof I will the saied chamber of London 
shalhaue fyve poondes yerely vntill the saied age 
of my said sonne, And the rest of the same Rentes 
and profittes to be ymployed and bestowed to thuse 
fynding and bringing vpp of my saied sonne and of 
the rest of my childem. And to be kept to their vses, 
yf any shall remayn to be equally distributed cmonges 
theym at their foresaied ages, And also I will and 
ordeya that my saied wif jrmedeatly vppon her 
manage and her executors ymedeatly after her death 
yf she do not marye shaU delyQ into thandes and 
custody of my saied finther in lawe John Bacon and 
lawrence Eresbie or to the longer lyver of theym the 
saied threscore poundes plate and houshold stuf 
aboue bequethed to my saied sonne to be kept and 
Saifly delyQed to my saied sonne at his saied age of 
xxij yeres. Item I give and bequeth vnto Nicholas 
Breton my sonne all that my mafi of Buigh in the 
Marshe w^ thappurtennces in the Countie of Lyncoln, 
And all the landes Te&tes ReOsions s'uyces and 
hereditamentes to the same belonging or in any wise 
apperteyning. And all those my landes and TeStes 
in Wykes in the Countie of Essex called nelmes yi<^ I 
purchased of Henry Breton my brother. Item I give 
and bequeth to my saied sonne Nicholas Breton fortye 
pounds in money one salte all gilte w^ a cover and 
fikedw^ W £ and vj sUuer Spones and the gilte 
bedsted and bedd that I lye in at London w^ the 
Tester and curteyns of blewe and yellowe sarcenett 
and all other thapparrell of the same bedd to be 
delyied vnto hym when he shall AccompUshe thage 
of xxiiij yeres, Thissuys and profittes of w^ saied 
mafi Landes and Tentes so bequethed to my saied 
sonne Nicholas I will my saied wif shalhaue for the 
maytenannce and fynding of my saied sonne Nicholas 
vntill he shall Accomplishe his saied age of xxiiij^ 
yeres, yf she so long shall lyve, And also that my 
saied wif shalhaue the custody of the saied fortie 
poundes salte and spones bedding and other thinges 
aboue bequethed to my saied sonne Nicholas vntill 
the same Nicholas shall accomplishe his saied age of 
xxiiij^* yeres yf she so long do lyve, prouyded alwayes 
and vppon condicion that my saied wif do not mary 
after my deceasse, and yf she shall happyn to maiy 
or dy before the saied age of my saied sonne Nicholas, 
Than I will and ordeyn that the saied John Bacon 
and Lawrence Eresbie or the longer lyver of the3rm, 
shall then 3nnedeatly vppon her saied manage or 
death haue the recept and order of thissues Rentes 
and pfittes of the saied mafi of Buighes to be ymploed 
and bestowed vppon the fynding and bringing vp of 
the saied Nicholas and to his vse, And also I will 
that my saied wif ymedeatly vppon suche her saied 



manage or her execnton vppon her death shall delyfl 
into thandes and custody of the saied John Bacon 
and lawrence Erisbie or the longer lyver of theym, 
the saied fortie poundes in money and the saied Salt 
Spones bedding and other thinges aboue gyen and 
bequethed vnto my saied ton Nicholas to be by theym 
or the longer lyver of theym kept and saffely panned 
to tbuae of the same Nicholas vntill he shall accom- 
plishe his saied age of xxiiij yeres and to be then 
saifly delyQed vnto hym. Item I give and bequeth 
vnto Thamar Breton my doughter the Sume of two 
hunderth fikes in money to be deljruered vnto her at 
the day of her fiiage yf she shal happyn to marye 
before she shall accomplishe the age of xzij yeres. 
And if she the same Thamar be not maried before 
that age. Than I will that the said C C fikes shal- 
be paied and delyOed vnto the saied Thamar at suche 
tyme as she shall accomplishe the saied age of xxij 
yeres. Item I give and bequethe vnto my saied 
doughter Thamar my gilt salt w^ut a cover w«^ was 
Mr. Doctor Capons and vj siluer Spones. Item I 
giye and bequethe vnto the same Thamar a bedsted 
w^ a Tester of waynescott a fotherbed a boulster two 
piUowes two blankettes a paler of shetes a cofilett 
curteyns and all other thinges apparteyning to a bedd. 
Item I give and bequeth vnto Anne Breton my dough- 
ter two hundeithe markes in money to be delyfied 
and paied vnto her at the day of her nuuiage, yf she 
the same Anne shall happyn to be maryed before 
she shall Accomplishe the age of xxij yeres, And yf 
she be not maiyed before that age than I will that 
the same two hunderthe markes in money shalbe 
paied and deljrfied vnto the same Anne at suche tyme 
as she shall accomplishe her saied age of xxij yeres, 
Item I give and bequethe vnto the saied Anne my 
doughter one Round salt all gilt w^ a cover w«^ my 
Suster Gray did give at the Christnyng of Mary my 
fyrst daughter. Item I give and bequethe vnto tlMs 
same Anne my daughter syx silfi spones a bedsted 
w^ a Testo^ of waynscote a fetherbed a boulster two 
pylloughes two blankettes a payer of Shetes a cofilett 
curteyns and all thinges belonging to the bedd. Item 
I give and bequethe vnto Mary my daughter two 
hundred markes in money to be deliuered and payed 
vnto her at the daye of her maiiage if she the same 
Mary shall happen to mary before she shall aocom- 
plyshe the age of xxij^ yeres and if she be not maryed 
before that age then I will the same two hundred 
markes shalbe payed and ddified vnto her the same 
Mary at suche tyme as she shall accomplyshe the 
saied age of xxij yeres. Item I give and bequethe 
vnto the saied Mary my daughter my silQ salte 
pounced that is dayly occupied and yj silQ spones a 
bedsted w* a Testor of waynscote a fetherbed a boul- 
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iter two pjrllotighes two blankettte a payer of Shetes 
a «o81ett cfitens of Saye and all thioges perteymng 
to a bedd. All w«i^ saied money plate bedsteds bed- 
ding and all other tbinges aboue bequetbed to my 
saied daughters Thamar Anne and Mary or to any 
of them I will my saied wif shall haae the custodye 
order and rule of vntill the foresaied manages or ages 
of my saied daughters if my saied wif shall so long 
live So that and vppon condicon that my saied wife 
do kepe herself sole and do not mary after my decease 
or dye before the saied manages or ages of my saied 
daughters. And if my saied wif shall happen to 
maiye or dye before the saied ages or manages of my 
saied daughters, Then I will and orde3me that the 
saied John Bacon and Lawrence Eresbie or the longer 
liver of them shall then Immediatly vppon her saied 
manage or deathe haue the Custody order and Rule of 
the saied money plate bedding and other thinges 
aboue given and bequetbed vnto my saied daughters 
and efiy of them vntill the foresaied manages or ages 
And also I will that my saied wif Immediatly vppon 
suche her saied mariage and her executors imme- 
diatly after her deathe shall delifi into thands and 
Custodie of my saied ffather in lawe John Bacon and 
Laurence Eresbie or the lenger liver of them the 
saied syx hundred markes of money plate bedding 
and all other thinges aboue given and bequetbed vnto 
my saied daughters or any of them to be by the same 
John and Lawrence or the lenger liver of them kepte 
and saffly ^fermed to the vse of my saied daughters 
vntill their foresaied manages or ages and to be then 
saffly deUQed vnto them and the profyttes thereof in 
the meane tyme to be Imployed towardes ther fynding 
if any profytt shalbe made therof, Morouer I will 
and ordeyne that if my saied children or any of them 
shall happen to dye before foresaied manages or ages 
by reason wherof they or any of them shall not haue 
nor inyoy his her or their foresaied legacies aboue 
bequetbed, Than I will and ordeine that the money 
plate and stuff aboue bequetbed to byme or her that 
shall so happen to dye shall remayne and be equally 
dystributed amongest the Rest of my sated Children 
w^ shall then survive and be livinge, And so lyck- 
wise to remajme wholly to the Survivo' of them 
although it shall happen but one of them to survive. 
Also I further will and ordeine by this my Last will 
and Testament that the saied Elizabethe my wife 
wHn the space of thre monethes next after my deathe 
shall stand and be bounde to the rest of myfi Exe- 
cutors in the some of two Thousand fikes for the 
trewe payment and delivery of the foresaied scverall 
somes of money plate and stuff aboue bequetbed to 
my saied Children and appoynted to remayn in her 
order and Custodie in forme aforesaied, And also for 



the trewe performaunce of this my ^sent Last will and 
Testament and if my said wif shall refuce to be so 
bounde or be not so bounde then I will and ordeine 
that my saied father in Lawe John bacon and Lau- 
rence Eresbie or the longer liver of them shall haue 
and take into their handes custody and order all the 
saied money plate Stuff and other thinges aboue 
bequetbed to my saied Children or to any of them and 
shall haue the order and rule therof vntill the saied 
ages or manages of my saied children, provided 
alwayes and I will and ordeyne that then my saied 
father in Lawe John bacon and the saied Laurence 
Eresbie or the longer liver of them shall then stand 
and be bounde to my saied wife in the some of two 
Thousand markes of LaufuU money for the trewe 
payment and performaunce of the foresaied Legacies 
made and bequetbed to my foresaied Children or any 
of them provided lykwise and I further will and 
ordeine that my saied daughters or eOy of them shal^ 
be ordred and Ruled in their manages by my saied 
wif ther mother during the lyf of my saied wife And 
after her deathe by my saied Executo" and the longer 
liver of them, And If it shall happen any of my saied 
daughters to mary w\>ut the consent and agrement 
of my saied wif ther mother during her lyf and before 
suche my daughter shall accomplishe thage of xxx^* 
yeres Then I will and ordeyne that suche of my saied 
daughters as shall so fortune to marye w^out thassent 
of my saied wif shall forfeit and lose the some 
of money and Legacies a boue by this my psent 
Testament to her given and bequetbed. And that 
than my foresaied l^;acies and bequestes aboue 
made to suche of my saied doughters as shall so 
marry w^>ut tassent of my saied wife shalbe vtterlye 
voyde and of none effecte, And that the same 
L^ade shalbe then given and equally parted and 
distributed amongest the rest of my saied daughters 
then lyvinge or the reste of my Children if all my 
saied daughters be then deade. Item I give and 
bequethe to Henry Berton {sic) my Brother fortie 
poundes in money and to efiy of his daughters figret 
& Elizabethe twentie poundes a pece towardes 
their manages. Item I give and bequethe vnto 
Willm breton my saied brothers sonne twenti poundes 
in money to helpe to fynd byme to Skoole all w^ 
saied somes of money so given and bequetbed to my 
saied brother Henry Breton and his saied children I 
will shalbe payed and delivered into thandes of my 
saied brother to his and their vses withe in the space 
of syx monethes next after my decease. Item I give 
and bequethe vnto firaunces Breton my brother all 
that my parte and moitie of the lease for terme of 
yeres that I haue or ought to haue in the psonage of 
Hotoste in the Countie of Lyncoln being vj^ yerly 
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Clere a boue the rent or there a boute And all that 
my enterest parte and moytie of the Lease w^^ I 
haue or ought to haue in the fiyshe ground in the 
saied countie of Lyncoln being xz* yerly a bone the 
rent or ther a boutes. Item I give and bequethe 
vnto the said ffrannces my brother syx pounds in 
money oQ and besydes the iiij^ w«^ I owe vnto hym 
for the Legacie of the foresaied WiUm Capon. 
Item I give and bequethe vnto John Rejrnold my 
s^'unt thre pounds vi" viij^ To thorns beamont my 
s'unt iij^ vj» viij<* to Richard Dobby fortie shilUnges 
to Maigret my s^unt twenti Shillinges to meigery 
my s''unt twentie shillinges, to Lame Jone fortie 
shillinges, to King the gardner and his wif x", to 
wilson the hosyer and his wif Tenne Shillinges To 
the widowe Bruett tenn shillinges and to the Widowe 
Sparrowe and other thre of the poorest creatures in 
beche laynes x'. Item I give and bequethe to one 
hundrethe of the most Impotent and porest persones 
in the foresaied paryshe of saint gyles w^>ut Cripell- 
gate of London fyve poundes in money that is to 
saye to eQy of them xij<* a pece Item I will and 
oideyn that my Executo™ shall bye and provyde in 
the somer yerly during iiij yeres next after my deathe 
fyve lods of Cooles and also shall provyd an house to 
laye them in in the Somer to begiven and dystributed 
in the wynter amongest the poorest inhabitauntes of 
the saied paryshe of Saint Gyles Item I give and 
bequethe to and amongest twentie of the moste 
poorest and impotent prsones in Walthamstowe xx" 
that is to saye xij** a pece to eQy of them. Item I 
give and bequethe vnto Audre my dayrye woman xx« 
Item I give and bequethe to Alice diaundler that 
was my s'unt fortie shillinges Item I give and 
bequethe vnto Thospitall of saint Bathilmewes in 
smithefield in London twentie poundes in money 
vppon condicon that aswell the poo^" in the same 
hospitall as the Children in bothe the Skooles there 
do praye eQy morning and eQy evening vnto allmightie 
god for M' Willm Capon and me as benefactors of 
the saied hospitall that his mightifiill and incom- 
t^hensible mercy maye stand betwne {sk) his iust 
Judgement and o' synnes And that we w* them and 
they w^ us maye aryse at the Later daye vnto Etemall 
lyfe. Item I \(dll and ordeyn that therbe given and 
dystributed to and amongest the poorest people in 
the towne of Salcote in the Countie of Essex wher 
the foresaied Willm Capon was borne fyve poundes 
to praye for the saied Willm Capon. Item I will 
and ordeine that ther be bestowed vppon the re- 
payringe the hyghe wayes brydges and other most 
nedfuU and necessary thinges in and about the said 
towne of Salcote and Lyer Breton in Essex for the 
saied Willm Capon and in the Remembraunce of me 



twentie poundes And also I will and onie y ne that 
ther be dystribnted and given for the saied Willm 
Capon to and amongest die poo' of his Late paryshe 
and benefyce in Sonthafi in the conntie of Soathe> 
hampton fyve pounds and to and amongest the poo^ 
of the paryshe of saint maryes in Sonthampton fyve 
pounds and to and emongest the poo^ of his LiUe 
benefyce and paryshe of Symond bronghton in the 
conntie of Dorsett fyve pounds and to and emongest 
the poor of his Late benefyce and paryse {sic) of 
Barkeley herons in the Countie of GlottS fyve poonds 
and to and emongest the poo^ of his Late benefyce 
and paryshe of Duxfoid in the Countie of Cambiydge 
fyve pounds And to and emonges the poo^ oi his 
Late p>bend of Lanvere in wales fyve pounds And 
to and emogest the poo^ of His Late ^bend of 
Torleton in the Conntie of Gloucester belonging to 
the Chorche of Sanun fyve ponnds And to and 
emongest the poo^ of the Towne of Barkewaye in the 
Countie of Cambrydge fyve poondes And to and 
emonges the poo^ of the Citie of Sanun teime ponnds 
And to and emonges the poo^ Lame and impotent 
people of the Towne of Cambrydge fyve ponnds 
And to and emongest the poorest SkooUers of the 
vniOsitie of Cambrydge term ponnds And to and 
emongest the poorest of the paryshe of Saint Gyles 
in Colchester Fortie Shillinges And to mystres 
CaQley dwelling w^ Mystres Toye in powles chnrche 
yard xx* And to and emongest the pore of thospitall 
in Southwerk Fortie Shillinges to thintent that all 
thafforsaied poo^ people shall praye for the sayed M** 
doctor Capon All w«^ somes of money so beqnethed 
and appoynted to be dystributed for the saied Master 
doct' Capon I will shalbe performed and donne 
withe all possible sped Immediatly after my deathe. 
Item I will and ordeyn that fore aiKl in full per- 
formaunce and dysdiaixlge of all and singler Legacies 
made by the saied Willm Capon to Henry Knighte 
that The same Henry shall bane tenne pounds yerly 
to Studye the Lawe for the Space and tenne of vij 
yeres so that he continew study at the Lawe or vse 
any other honest exercyse of Lyvinge; Item I give 
and bequethe vnto Thomas Sackford of Grayes Inne 
my beste Gowne of Clothe furred w^ Skywrrell and 
faced w^ martens Item I give and bequethe vnto 
the same Tho&s Sackford my dnblet of Crynsen (iiV) 
Satten. Item I give and bequethe vnto Laurence 
Eresbye of Louthe to take paynes in thexecucon of 
this my ^sent Testament tenn pounds in money 
Item I give and bequethe vnto my Father in Lawe 
John Bacon my Spanyshe Cappe of Qothe and so 
muche Fyne clothe as shall make hyme a Cote to the 
same Item I give and bequethe vnto my brother 
Henry Berton (xrV) my damaske gowne welted w^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



MEMORIAL-INTRODUCTION. 



xvii 



vdvet and fiiMed w* bodge (s lamb's fur) . Item I give 
and bequethe vnto Mr. Edward Waldegrave my 
Shorte gowne of Sattyn. Item I give and bequethe 
Tnto firatmces Berton (jk-.) my brother my gowne 
of clothe Furred w* Budge and my night Gowne 
of Sackdodie my beste blacke cote of clothe and 
my crynsyn (nr) Tafiata dublett and my Russett 
dttblet and my satten Jackett. Item I give and 
bequethe vnto Richard my Sonne my best damaske 
gowne w* the Imbroderd garde and my two velvet 
Jackettes Imbrodered and a dublett of Crynsen satten 
that is vnmade and my dublet of purple satten my 
two best Shurtes and my best velvet hose my ringe 
of gold that I vse to weare w**» Thonyde [qu. — 
Th* onyx?] and my scale of sylO Item I give and 
bequethe vnto my sonne Nicholas my dublett of 
black Satten styched and my dublett of black satten 
w^ whypped Lace my whit Hanger and my Sword 
and my buckler And to my sonne Richard my 
gylte Skayne my Corselett and my preuy cote 
All w^ apparell and other thinges a boue be* 
quethed to my saied Sonnes or either of them I 
will my saied wif shall haue the custody and order 
of vntill they shall accomplyshe the foresaied ages 
of zxilij^ \sk\ And then to be ddyvered vnto them 
and if either of them do dye before their saied ages 
then I will that the suj^uivo'' of them shall haue and 
enioye the parte of the other that shall so happen to 
dye before his saied age Provided allwaye that if my 
aaied wif shall happen to marry or dye before the 
saied ages of my saied sonnes That then my saied 
£either in Lawe and Laurence Eresbye or the longer 
lyver of them shall immediatly after her deathe or 
manage haue the custodye of all the ^misses bequethed 
to my saied sonnes or eyther of them vntill their fore- 
saied ages The Residue of all my goodes not be* 
quethed my funeralles and debtes bdng dyschardged 
and payed I give and bequethe vnto the saied 
Elizabethe my wif Item I orde3m constitute and make 
£xecnto>" of this my ^ent will and Testament my 
saied father in Law John Bacon the saied Elizabethe 
my wyfe And the sayed Laurence Eresbye And also 
I ordeyn and make Supervisors of the same my will 
and testament the saied Edward Waldq;ram [sic) 
and the saied Thoffis Sacfoid All w«^ my saied Exe- 
cutor and superuisors I most intirely and most hartdy 
desyre and beseche in the Bowdles and bytter deathe 
and passion of Christe Jesus our only savio* and 
redemer not to neglecte this my present will and 
Testament as co&only Executors done But ffrendly 
and faythefully to regarde the same and so se yt per- 
formed fiillfylled and accomplyshed in every bdialf 
as my assured and fetythlull truste is left in them 
desiring them also to Rememb[e]r and regarde the 
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Rdeffe of the poo^ the bringing vpp of my Children 
in Leming and vertue and the ayde and helpe of my 
poo' brother ITraunces Breton for the mayntennce and 
continuance of his lyvinge. Thus frome and w^ my 
whole herte desiring and beseching mercy and for- 
givenese of allmightie god and of my bretheren in 
xpisteVhom I haue offended, And derely forgiving 
all persones frome the botom of my harte and be- 
s[ee]ching them all to praye for me I bydd all fare- 
well in our Lord Jesus Christe And so my soule to 
heaven and my body to the yerthe vt^ I trust and 
bdeave shall lyse agayne at the later daye and lyve 
w^ my soule ppetually w^ I comitt and coSiend into 
thandes of [my] allmightie creator Redemer and only 
sauioT therof to whome w^ the holly goste be all 
honor glory and prayse efilastingly world wH>ut end 
Amen. 

Quod Redemptor mens viuit et quod in nonissimo 
die de terra surrecsnrus sum et in ea Came mea videbo 
deum saluatorem meum In manus tuas Domine 
comendo spiritum mefi ac animam meam viventem 
in sempitema secula DBe Jesu Christe acdpe spum 
meft Laus deo pax viuis et reqnies etema defunctis, 
per me Wiltm Bretonn manu et voce proprijs. Pub- 
lished and declared in the presens of me Raufe 
Waddington and John Reynolds being wittnesses of 
all thinges menooned and spoken of in this will and 
Testament 

Probatum fmt taoSSk TestamentU coram Magfo 
Waltero Haddon L^gum doctore Curie Prerogative 
venenbiim virorQ Decani et Capitt Ecctie xpi Can! 
Sede Archiepali Can! cam vacan co&issario xiij<> die 
mena^ mardj anno dfii nultmo qulgen^ lviij<» Jura- 
mento Thome Vpton procuratoris Elizabethe Breton 
et Johis Bacon Execntortl in l&mdi Testamento 
noiatora Ac probata &c. Et commissa fuit adminis- 
traco pfat^ executoribj &c« de bene ad sancta dd 
Ettfigtia in psona tfd procuratoris inrat^ Res^^ta 
ptate Laurentio Eresby Executori etiam in hmoi 
Testo noiato dl venerit :^Prerog. Court of Cantr 
Somerset House (51 Welles.) 

Before passing on, there are certain things 
in this Will, that call for brief notice in 
their order : — 

(a) Unfortunately the Parish Registers of 
St Giles, Cripplegate, do not commence until 
s6th March 1561, or more than two years 
too late for William Breton's burial; and 
Stowe gives no monument for him. But 
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there can be little doubt that he was buried 
there, as it was his parish church. 

{p) * Redcross Street/ wherein his ' capitall 
mansion house ' was situated, was the direct 
road from the North to St Giles's church, 
and thus was an important one. Until 
recent years the famous Dr. Williams* Library 
was located in this street ; which is another 
indication that even far onward it retained 
its respectable character. 

(f) *Dyse* quay — ^another property — ^is 
not named in Aggas's map of London, nor 
in any topographical account of the neigh- 
bourhood that I have consulted. It was 
probably one of the smaller quays near 
Billingsgate. 

{d) *Walcomstowe' — the seat of other 
tenements and property, was = Waltham- 
stowe. 

{€) The ' Bell ' in Eastcheap, I do not find 
in any work on the subject It may have 
been a small tradesman's sign. 

(/) With reference to the * George,* on 
May isth, 1634, Richard Lawley, innkeeper, 
at the George without Aldersgate, was buried 
(Richard Smith's Obituary : Camden Societ}% 
p. 9). John Mynn, citizen and grocer of 
London, appears to have occupied it later. 
He issued a token circa 1660-70 bearing St. 
George and the Dragon. This inn was in 
Aldersgate Street, without the Gate. 

(^) ' Burgh-on-the-Marsh,' is a small but 
very old market-town in Lincolnshire, near 
Wainfleet The following extract from Old- 
field's History of Wainfleet connects a Breton 
(spelled Britta)me) very early with Burgh-on- 
the-Marsh :— * His [Sir William Braytoffs] 
son and heir Henry married Nichola, daugh- 
ter of Sir Ralph Rochford, Knight, by whom 
he had issue William, who at his death in 
1306 possessed an estate in this parish 
[Bratoft] held of the manor of Steeping. 
His wife was Grissell or Cecily, daughter to 
Wiliam Arden of Theddlethorpc, by whom 
he had a son William, who succeeded him. 



and a daughter mazried to William Brit- 

TAYNE.'* 

(h) ' Nelmes ' was certainly not one of the 
four manors in the parish of Wickes. It is 
not mentioned in any history of the parish. 
It was doubtless a local name for some small 
lands, with house property. 

(/) *Hotoste' or Hotoft is the modem 
Huttoft, a parish \\ miles east of Alford in 
Lincolnshire. Breton may have bought half 
the advowson, or with some one else lent 
money on it He nowhere appears as the 
patron. 

(/) 'Salcott' is a well-known parish in 
Essex. 

From these unchallengeable authorities, it 
is found that William Breton, &ther of our 
Nicholas, was the fifth son of another William 
(by Anne Denham), who was son of another 
William, whose wife was Isabell or Isabella 
Haynes. This William must have been 
living in the latter part of the fifteenth 
century ; which seems a respectable antiquity 
for Nicholas to boast of. Nor was it antiquity 
alone. For with the official testimony that 
his grandfiither and great-grand&ther were 
certainly of Layer Breton (expressly named 
in his father's will as well), he is seen to 
descend directly from the Bretons of that 
place recounted by Morant; and ao he 
partakes of their lustre. There are com- 
paratively few English families who can so 
certainly trace their descent from the year 
1450, and beyond. 

It is evident that William Breton, fistther 
of Nicholas, being the youngest son, did as 
most younger sons of die gentry did — came 
up to London and engaged in trade, becom- 
ing very much the architect of his o?m 
fortune. 

I suppose we cannot greatly err if we 
assume that for birthplace, our Nicholas 

1 Commnnicatcd by my bookish and excellent fciend Mr. 
Robert Boberts of Botton. Ehtn 1 that his printiiic-pfesB is 



Digitized by 



Google 



MEMORIAL-INTRODUCTION, 



SIX 



had the 'capitall mansion' in Red-cross 
Street with its * garden' — so extensive that a 
^gardener' was kept He was the second 
son — ^Richard having been the eldest — and 
probably the addition of two years to his age 
over his elder brother (xxiv. for xxii.) ere 
he was to inherit, denotes the mterval between 
their itespective births. Richard must have 
been a nnmber of years short of twenty-two 
at the date of his father's will and death in 
1558-9; for his 'mayntenaunce fynding and 
bringmg vpp' are appointed as for a boy. 
So too with the 'preuy cote' left him. He 
was sdll too young to wear either it or 
the *gylte skayne' or 'corselett' We can 
scarcely suppose him older than fifteen. 
Nicholas accordingly in 1558-9 would be 
thirteen. This carries us back approximately 
to 1542-3 as his birth-date. 

The numerous properties and moneys be- 
queathed — even each of the three daughters 
receiving 3oomarks=;^r33, 6s. 8d.=to-day 
£,iy> at least — ^and tiie retinue of house- 
hold servants^ remembered, with the mention 
of fonily-plate, and jewels, and velvet and 
satten dresses, and gilt bed-steads, warrant us 
in thinking that the widow and her two sons 
and duree daughters (Thamar, Anne, and 
Mary) were well provided for.^ It is also 
pleasant to find that it was a special charge 
^t all the children were to be carefully 
educated in ' learning and virtue.' It speaks 
loudly in favour of the widow, that if any 



1 A BMnk VM 3s r3t. 4d., two-Utirdi of a pound, as a noUe 
WM oae-tUrd ar 6s. Sd. Two hondted marks Iherefoce was 
iCi33, 6s. 8d. as nr/rw. But money was seven or eight times as 
■mdi irahie tlken as it is now. 

< Wkh Ricbaid Brefceo, the eldest son, we hav« no great 
con pcr n ; but it may be stated that he was living on aTth 
October 15G7, the date of Us father's Inquirition, p.m. On the 
4th lUy iST* he bad a license as a 'gentfeaian' from the 
Bishop of London, to many Katharine Geste, spinster, of 
Waltb amrto w , Essvc, where they were to marry. His death- 
date does not appear; but on 6th May 1585 his relict Catharine 
(then wife of Richard Wright of Sutton, near Broughton Astley 
in Leieester, yeoman), adaunistered to the estate of his mother, 
£Ksabeth Goootne (of whom more onward). They appear to 
have had only one son, Robert, who was living 19th Jane 1596, 
of full age. Of the sisters of Nicholas I know nothing. 



one of her daughters married without her 
consent, her legacies were to be absolutely 
void Equally does it argue utmost goodwill 
and confidence, that the children were not 
to come to their * fortune* until they were 
respectively 22 and 24. This was a not 
uncommon thing. There are even con- 
temporary instances of extension of the age 
to 30. The intention was apparently that 
the widow should thus have a longer interest 
in the revenues. 

We are therefore free to picture a home of 
comfort and refinement for these fatherless 
children, and so for our Nicholas Breton. 
I like to think of them as housed — ^like young 
Andrew Marvell later — ^within a garden- 
enclosed town residence, and paying visits to 
Essex and Lincolnshire, where the family- 
possessions lay. The *Kyen' (Kine) left 
Mrs. Breton away down in Essex, suggest 
the coming up to town of all rural plenty. I 
can picture Master Nicholas eager-eyed when 
a hamper was being opened, and its butter 
and cheese, eggs and honey, and perchance 
*£iir flowers' and some handfuls of milky 
nuts, displayed. 

Of the fiither-in-law — ^father of Mrs. William 
Breton, nte Elizabeth Bacon — ^John Bacon, 
Esquire, I am unable to tell anything worth 
telling. 

It may, however, be well to recall that in 
after-years our Nicholas Breton dedicated his 
'Characters vpon Essaies' (161 5) to Lord 
Bacon. Perchance there was in that a tacit 
claim to kinship through his mother, just as 
in the like dedication to Sir Mark Ive of 
'Fantasticks' (1626), there was the link of 
the Ives holding ' possessions ' of or from the 
Bretons. 

At this late day, in the absence of docu- 
ments, it were idle to conjecture what edu- 
cational advantages Master Nicholas enjoyed. 
I suspect that he went little beyond the 
alderman's famous three R's — treading, 'riting, 
and 'rithmetic. For as will elsewhere appear. 
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he disavowed all claim to be a Scholar. No 
doubt this is so far to be placed to his modest 
self-estimate; still, throughout his Writings 
there is a notable absence of classical quota- 
tion and allusion. 

The only academic glimpse that we get of 
him is a casual notice in the Diary of the 
Rev. Richard Madox (Sloane us. 5008) 
under 14th March 1582 : — 'I dyned w* M'. 
Carlil at his brother Hudson's who is gover- 
nowr of An[t]werp. He offered me x^ to 
take a boy w* me [cipher]. 

'Ther was M'. Brytten, once of Oriel 
CoUedge, w<^ made wyts wyL He speaketh 
the' Italian wel [cipher].' 

This entry yields three facts : — 

(a.) That our Nicholas Breton was 'once 
of Oriel College/ Oxfoid. 

ip,) That he was now [1583] abroad, 
though the context of the diary does 
not show where [qu. — ^Antwerp ?]. 

if.) That the ' WiU of Wit' was familiarly 
known so early as 1582. 

It is deeply to be regretted that the 
Registers of renowned Oriel give no trace 
of Breton — as alas ! similarly with others, and 
as in all too many Colleges, we have no 
record of other celebrities known to have 
been in attendance at them. Of the other 
two points I shall have after-occasion to 
speak. 

How long or how short he was at the 
University we cannot now tell; neither, 
which of the learned professions he had 
set before himself on going thither. 

Our next noticeable point is a somewhat 
sorrowful one. For it tells that the confidence 
which William Breton had in his wife, was 
falsified, or at least, that the interests of the 
children had to be guarded legally. It will 
be remembered that in the Will the widow 
is again and again reminded that her 
bequests and interest in her husband's pro- 
perty and moneys were almost wholly con- 
tingent on herremaining 'sole.' If shemarried 



('happened to marry'), her father and his 
co-executor Eresbie, were to take possession 
of everything in the interests of the family. 
She did marry; and the inquisition and 
mandamus of 1568-69 inform us, that her 
second husband was no other than George 
Gascoignb, the once celebrated Poet How 
soon after the death of William Breton his 
widow remarried does not appear; but it 
was prior to the mandamus (October 12th, 
1568). What became of the ' suit '—if it is 
to be so called — ^we are uninformed ; but all 
the likelihoods are that matters were com- 
promised and arranged privately. Gascoigne 
enjoyed to the last the ' property ' of William 
Breton at Walthamstow. He died on 
October yth^ 1577. His widow survived 
until 1585; m which jrear (as ante) the 
widow of her eldest son Richard is found 
administering to her estate.^ Two little 
facts I am willing to interpret as indicative of 
restoration of good feeling between Nicholas 
at any-rate and his step-father. The first is 
— as I shall show onward (II. Critical) — ^that 
Breton copies after Gascoigne in several 
places of his poems. The second is — ^that 
in his * Packet of Mad Letters,' he dates 
one from 'Gawthorpe.' I am inclined to 
think that it was — ^like others^a mere fancy 
date-place. Still even if it were so, it 
showed kindly regard for the deceased old 
poet, inasmuch as Sir William Gascoigne (ob. 
1413), founder of the family, was of Gaw- 
thorpe, county York. I for one am pleased 
to meet with such a personal trait, just as I 
prize Bewick*s introduction of dates and life- 
memories into his charming wood-cuts. 

Another epochal event in our Worthy's 
life was his own marriage. The following 
entry in the Register of St Giles, Cripple- 
gate, London, in all probability refers to our 
Worthy :— 
1592/3, Jan. 14. Nicholas Biytten and Ann Sntton. 

1 Cf. Haclitt's GascotgaCf voL L pp. xvL xriii-xiz. 
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If this be our Nicholas Breton, then these 
finther entries are baptisms of his chil- 
dren: — 

1605, May 14. Heniy, ion of Nicholas Biytten, 

Gent 
1605/6, Mch. 16. Edward, son of Nicholas Brit- 

taine, Gent, 
1607, May 7, Biatilda, daft of Nicholas Bzittaine, 

Gent. 

There come also these burials :— ^ 

160^ July 15. a servant of Nicholas Britten, 
Gent 

1603, Oct 3. Maiy, dan. of Nidiolas Brittaine, 
Gent 

1635, July 37. Matilda, dan. of Nicholas Brit- 
taine^ Gent 

Seeing that (i) St Giles, Cripplegate, is 
shown by our Poet's Other's Will to have 
been the family parish and church ; that (2) 
these spellings of ' Brytten ' and ' Brittaine ' 
and * Britten' are found contemporarily, and 
in one instance in one of his own books, e.g.^ 
'Brytten' is Madox's spelling in his Diary 
(as quoted ani€)\ 'Britten' rhymes with 
' written ' in verses Ad Authorem by W. D., 
prefixed to ' Characters vpon Essaies ' (1615); 
' Britten' is the spelling at end of 1598 eda 
of 'A Solemne Passion,' and ' Brittaine ' is 
frequent ; that (3) the spelling may be set 
down to the Scribe, while ' Gent ' was his own 
studiously-used designation, and hence most 
probably was dictated to the Scribe; that 
(4) the dates fit in with others, and as we 
shall find the last entry answers to the time 
of his disappearance as an author, and there- 
for his death-date ; and that (5) there is little 
probability in two contemporaries of the 
same name in the same parish — I cannot 
doubt that this was our Nicholas Breton. 
I would add that the whole tone and allusions 
of our Worthy's books go to witness that he 
was a married man with a family.^ 



^ For dMM entries I am «gaia indebted to my good friend 
Colooel Chester (as before). Mr. J. P. CoUier (BibL Account, 
ToL i. pi 83) first ga've the marriage entry, but incorrectly 
' Brittaine' for * Brytten.' 



The publication of his numerous books 
are the chief remaining way-marks in his life. 

For various reasons it is important to 
take heed to their dates. This, the Sta- 
tioners' Register— so inestimably and 
admirably transcribed and published by Mr. 
Edward Arber, and only waiting vol. v. to 
make the work useable — enables us to do for 
the great majority of them. Accordingly I 
shall here extract the successive entries, 
arranged chronologically : — 

Secimdo Die Aprilis 1577. 
Reoeatted of him for his licence to printe a booke («) Richard Jooet. 
intituled afflorisfu vponfancie as gallante a glose of 
suche a trijlinge a Texte as euer was written com* 
piled by N. B. gent to which are annexed manu 
pretie pamphleUs for pleasaunte heades to passe 
awak idell time witkall compiled by the same 
auclhor, ..... iiij^ and a copie. 
(Vol. IL p. 310.) 

Primo Die Junij 1577. 
Receaued of him for his licence to printe a booke ^» Muter Wat- 
intituled the woorkes of a yo9ige witte truste vp with kins. Memoran- 
afarddl of pretU fantasies profitable to yonge poetes J^^ie^u UJSned 
compiled by N. B. gent, . . iiij<^ and a copie. ouer to Thomas 
(ibid. p. 31a). ^^"^ 

Nono die Septembris [1578]. 
Item Lycenced vnto him a booke intitled the payne (^) Rice Jones. 
ofpUasui^^ compiled by N. Britten, . viij* 
(ilnd. p. 337). 

Septimo die Septembris [15S0]. 
ToUezated vnto him but not vnder the wardens u[\ William 
handes a booke intitulecl, William Wittk, Wrighte. 
wiites willf or wills wiit Chuseyou whether^ . z^. 
Kibid. p. 377). 

Vioesimo secnndo die Januarij [1584]. 
Licenced vnto him vnder th[e hjandes of bothe the /^) Heorye Den- 
wardens, A booke intituled, A handfidl of hoUsome li«n. 
heaarbes. By B&etton [or ? Dretton], . . yj^. 
(ibid. p. 430). 

280. Novembris [1586]. 
Receaued of him for printmge Sir Philip Sydnbys, (/)Geo«g Robia- 
Epytaphe thai was of late Lord Govemour of^o^ 
Fflushynge, aucthorised and allowed vnder the 
Lxmi Archbishop of Canterbuiye and bothe the 

wardens hands, vj<i. 

{ibid, p. 460). [See onward, quotation from epistle 
to * Pilgrimage to Paradise ']. 
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(^) John Wolf. 



{ft) Ric. Jones. 



Vja 



23 Jannarij [1591], 
Entred for his copie, vnder th[e h]andes of maiter 
Hartwell and the wardens The Pil^mageta Para- 

dise^ vjd. 

{ibid. p. 573). 

3 Maij [1591 J 
Entred for his Copie in full Conrt, Brytons B<rwrs 
of DelighUi beinge vnder th[e h]and of Master 
Mathew Heiton, .... 

{ilnd. p. 581). 

j dies Octobris [1591]. 
Entred for his copie, die honorable entertaynement 
gyven to the queues maiutie m progreste at Elvet» 
ham in Hampshire by the righU homorabU the Erie 

of Hertford, yj*. 

{ibid. p. 596). 

▼ijo Jannarij [1594]. 
O^Richard Jones. Entred for his Copie vnder th[e hjandes of Master 
Warden Woodcock, The Arbour of Amcrus 



(0 John Wolf. 



ddighUs, by N, B. Gent, 
{ibid. p. 643). 



V, 



id 



zzo die Septembris [1595]. 
(A) John Danter. Entred for his Copie vnder th[e h]andes of Master 
Jackson and both the wardens a booke entituled 
a solempne passion of the soules hue, . . v\\ 
(Vol iii. p. 48). 

j!* die Octobiis [or raiher Novembris 1597]. 
(/) Nicolas Lyng. Entred for his Copie vnder master Warden mans 



Vol 



(«r) Thomas 
BussheU. 



(f») Ric. Jones. 



hande a booke called the figure offfoure, 
(ibid. p. 96). [Again under 19 Nov. 1607 : 
iil p. 365]. 

ao Marchij [1600]. 
Entred for his copie vnder the hand of master 
Haisenet and master man the warden. A booke 
called PASQUiLL^r Madcap and his message^ yj<>. 
{ibid. p. 158}. [Again under 29^ July 1605 : Vol. 
iii. p. 297]. 

10 Maij [1600]. 
Entred for his copie vnder the handes of master 
Sonnybank and ye wardens The second part of 
Pasquiluv madcap. Intituled, the fooies Cappe, 



begunne by him and finished by Maphorius 
{ibid. p. 161). 



vj« 



29 Maij [1600]. 
(tf) John Smithick. Entred for his copie vnder the handes of the waidens, 
a booke called Pasquill^j passe and passe not, 
sett downe in Threed p p p., . . yj^. 

{ibid. p. 161). 



John Dcaae. 



22 Augusti [i6oo]. 
Entred for his copie vnder the handes of master (^) John Smyth. 
Jackson and master White warden. A booke »<^^ 
called Pasquill^j, Svmllen humours^ . . yj*. 
{ibid. p. 170). 

II Septembris [1601]. 

Entred for their Copyes vnder the handes of master (^) John 
Zachariah Pas6dd and the wardens A booke 
called the Ravished soule. A Devine poeme 
Devided into Twoo partes ' The Ravished soule ' 
and ' the blessed weeper.' 

Item Another booke Called ' Brytaynes longimge ' an (r) /Hd. 
excellent poeme vppon the longingeofa blessed harte 
which hthingt the world doth huge to be with 

Christ, xij*. 

(Vol iii p. 191). 

16 Septembris [1601]. 
Entred for their copye vnder the handes of master (x) lohn Btowk 
Zachariah PasfeUd and the wardens. A booke w»d John D«aat 
Called no whippinge nor trippinge but a kind 

irendly nyppinge, vj*. 

{ibid.^. 192). 

zviij<> Maij [1602]. 
Entred for his Copie vnder th[e hjandes of master (/) john 
Pasfeild and master Seton warden. A booke Smyihicke. 
called A paste with a mud packet of letters, . yj^. 
{ibid. p. 206). 

4*» Junij [1602]. 
Entred for his copie vnder th[e hjandes of master («)RiGhaidJaaA 
Pasfeild : and master Seton Warden : Olde Mad* 
CAPx newe GalHmavtfiye: by NL Breton, . vj<^. 
{ibid. p. 206). 

ai Augusti [1602]. 
Entred for his copie vnder th[e hjandes of 
Pasfeild and the wardens A booke called 



;r')1UiMUI 
vi« 



souUs Harmony wrytten by Nye. Breton, 
{ibid.) p. 215. 

vltimo Septembris [1602J. 
Entred for his copie vnder th[e hjandes of master fw) William 
Haisnett and the wardens A booke called Betweene ^'<»^ 
Ethnike philosophers Anthonio Mjkandko and 
DiNAKKsco vppon the equitie or istdsgmik of wtatt, 

etc. vj*. 

{ibid. p. 218). 

JDCvij^ of October [1602J. 
Entred for his copie vnder th[e hjandes, as before, A {x) Ja 
booke called A merry Dialouge betwixte Twoo 
TraneUers Lorenzo and Dorindo by Nicholas 

Britton, yj^. 

{ibid. p. 219). 
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20 Novembris [1602]. 
Entred for his Copie vnder th[e h]andes, as before, a 
booke called wonders or tuwes worth the hearinge 
wherein [are] Discoursed the rarest wonders that 

euer was heard of f irj^. 

(iUd, p. 332). 

2f martij [1604]. 
Entred for his Copie Tnder th[e h]andes, as before, A 
book Called Ipraie be not angrie^ . y)<^. 

{jiHd. p. 3SS). 

zojunij [1604]. 
Entred for his copy voder th[e h]andes, as before, A 
book called the passionate shepherd, • . yj^. 
{ibid p. 264). 

▼Itimo Augosti [1604]. 
Entred for his copie vnder th[e h]andes as before, 
A booke called varietie of inventions in presidents 
for Letters. Or the second packett of madd 

letters, . yj^. 

{ibid. p. 369). 

7 noYembris [1604]. 
Entred for his copy vnder th[e h]andes, as before, A 
Booke Called An old mans lesson and A young mans 

Love, TJ*. 

{ibid, p. 274). 

8 Julij [or rather Jnnij 1605]. 
Entred for their copy vnder th[e h]andes, as before, 
A booke called. A Poeme vppon the praise of 
vertue. Alias. T%e soules Immortall crowne Con* 
sistingeofvij ^orious graces, I. Vertne. 2. Wis- 
dom. 3. love. 4. Constancy. 5. Patience. 6. 
humility. 7. infinitenes, .... yrf-, 
{ibid, p. 292). 

16 Jannarij [1606]. 
Entred for his copy vnder the handes of master Pas- 
feild and master Feild Warden A booke called 
Wyttes prisiate wealthy stored with the Chiefest com- 
modyties that may he Deuised either to content the 
mynd or beautifie the body^ .... vj^. 
{ibid, p. 309). 

6 Martij [1607]. 
') John Wright. Entred for his copye vnder th[e h]andes of master 
Wylson, and the wardens. A booke. Called A 

Murmurer, r\\ 

{ibid. p. 343). 

4 octobris [1608]. 
Entred for their copie vnder the hand of Master 
Scgar, Deputy of Sir Geoige Bucke and the 
wardens handes also beinge to yt A Booke called 
A Mad World (my Maysters)^ . . vjd 

{ibid. p. 391). 
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38<»Jnnij 1614. 

Entred for his coppie vnder the handes of master (JU) John Wright. 
Tavemoor and master Warden Ffeild a booke 
csMtdIwonldandIwo$Udnot, . . vj<^. 

{ibid. p. 548). 

23<i Julij 1614. 

Entred for his Coppie vnder the handes of master (g-,-) joha WrighL 
Doctor Nidd and both the wardens a booke called 
the figure of foure the second parte, . , vj<^. 
{ibid, p. SSI). 

4« Maij 16IS. 

Entred for his Copie vnder the handes of Master ( 
Tavemonr and bothe the wardens Caracters morcdl 
and devine by Nicholas Breton, . . yj^. 

{ibid. p. 567). 

290 Octobris 161S. 

Entred for his Copie vnder the handes of Master [ikk) John Budge. 
Tavemonr and master Lownes senior warden a 
booke called The worthies and vnworthies of this 

«^ vjd. 

{ibid. p. 574). 

20P Jnlij 1616. 
Entred for his Copie vnder the handes of master ///)rohn 
Tavemonr and both the wardens a little booke called Wnght. 
Crosse and pile or the Crossing the proverbes, vj*. 
{ibid. p. S93). [Again 9«^ August 1616, *The(««)/^ 
first and seconde part of Crossinge the proverbes 
by B. N. ; Vol. iii. p. S94]. 

7ojanttarij 1616 [t./. 1617]. 
Entred for his Copie vnder the handes of master Um) Richard 
Tavemor and both the wardens a booke calod A Higgcnbodmm. 
dialogue betwixt a Courtier and a Country man, vi<>. 
{ibid, p. 600). 

IS<^ Januarij 1617 [i.e, 1618]. 

Entred for his Copie vnder the hands of Master M Samuel 
Tauemor and master Swinhowe. A booke Called, J^»»<*«- 
Conceited letters newlie laid open, written by 

Nicholas Breton, yjd, 

{ibid. p. 618). 

130 Aprilis [1622]. 

Entred for his Copie vnder the hands of Master (//») George 
Lothrop, and Master Knight warden, A booke F«'1>«a«1. 
called Strange newes out of diuerse contries, nener 
discouered till of Late, by a strange Pilgrim in 

those parts, vjd. 

(Vol iv. p. 67). 

S« Julij [1622]. 
Entred for his Copie vnder the handes of master (^^>.Cutben 
Worall and master Knight A thinge Called Nay bright. 
then by Nicholas Bretton, .... vjd. 
{ibid, p. 73). 
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90 Augusti [1622]. 

(rr)johQ £ntred for his Copie, vnder the handes of Master 

GriMuuid. Wilson, and both the wardens, A Booke CaUed, 

0(i*Us: or all the world to Nothing, by N. B. , yj<*. 

(Uid. p. 77). [Entered 5 July 1622 as 'Nothinge* 

by Nicholas Bretton : Vol. iv. p. 73]. 

Besides these books from the Stationers' 
Registers, there are the following, which 
unaccountably do not appear therein : — 

{ss) Wits Trenchmour in a conference had betwixt 
a Scholler and an Angler. Written by 
Nich. Breton, Gentleman, 1597. [See Vol 
II. ^.] 

(//) Auspicante lehoua. Marie's Exercise, 1597. 
[See VoL II. «.] 

(uu) Melancholike Humonrs, in verses of diverse 
natures, set down by Nich. Breton, Gent., 
1600. [See Vol. I. /4.] 

{w) Pasquil's Mistresse, or the worthie and vn- 
worthie woman ; with his description and 
passion of that Furie, Jealoosie, 1600. 
The dedicatory Epistle is signed Salvochin 
Trebomi = Nicholas Breton. 4<» pp. 48. 
{wuf) The Mother's Blessing^ 1602. [See Vol. I. mJ\ 

(xr) A True Description of Unthankfulnes or 
an enemy to Ingratitude. Compiled by 
Nicholas Breton, Gent , 1602. [See VoL I. 
A] 

(yy) Grimello's Fortunes, etc, 1604. [See VoL 
II. i.] 

<is) The Honour of Valour. By Nicholas Breton, 
1605. [See Vol. I. ^.] 

{€um) Honest Counsaile. A Merrie Fitte of a 
poeticall Furie : Good to read, better to 
follow, 1605, 40. 

{bbb) Divine Considerations of the Soule, etc., 
1608. [See VoL IL <».] 

{ecc) The Hate of Treason, eta, 1616. See VoL 
Lr.] 

(ddd) Fantasticks, etc., 1626. [See VoL II. A] 

(eee) The Conntesse of Penbrook's Passion. [See 
Vol. I. e\y with minor pieces in DaffodiUs 
and Primroses, etc., etc. 

Turning back on this surely very remark- 
able list of books by one man — declarative 
• of fecundity and swift variation of faculty — 
I would wish to accentuate certain things 
about them, in so far as these belong to the 



Memoir. Elsewhere (II. Critical) I shall 
bring out their characteristics. 

The first in the roll (a) is * A fflorishe vpon 
fancie' (Vol. I. a). It is dated 2d April 
1577 in the entry in the Stationers' Register, 
and in the original epistlenledicatory 'From 
his Chamber in Holboume, the xx of Feb- 
ruary.' To the same year belongs (b) * The 
workes of a yonge wittc truste up/ etc. 
According to our approximate birth-date 
he was then in his 34th year. So that the 
all hail to his *youf^ mates' in the epistle- 
dedicatory of the * Flourish of Fancy' and the 
title of the other * Workes of a yo^g€ witte,' 
suggest that the Poems in both, though not 
published until 1577, had been composed 
long before. Of the latter I have not been 
fortunate enough to see an exemplar.^ 

The * Payne of Pleasure ' (c) entered 9th 
September 1578, has not survived in a solitary 
copy, if ever it was published. 

The ' WiU of Wit' (^), under 7th September 
1580, was — ^as we have seen — ^familiar to the 
Rev. Richard Madox in 1582. The earliest 
known edition is dated 1597, of which Mr. 
W. C. Hazlitt states in his Collections and 
Notes {s. n.) an imperfect copy was sold 
among Lord Charlemont's books in 1865. I 
am inclined to think that the several portions 
that form the complete work in 1599, were 
issued separately. The en try of * Will of Wit ' 
as in other instances, proves that the Author 
or Publisher did not always adhere to the 
registered title. 

' A handfull of holesome heari}es/ under 
2 2d January 1584, Mr. Arber queries *or 
Dretton.' If this were=* A smale handfull 
of fragrant Flowers, selected and gathered 
out of the louely garden of sacred Scriptures ; 
& fit for any honorable or worshippfull gentle- 
woman to smell unto. By N. B., 1575 ' he 
might rather have asked 4s it [Nathanael] 
Baxter's?' Certes no one who knows Breton 

1 One— withoat dtle-page— b at BritvelL No other Mens 
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will hesitate in rejecting it as his work. I have 
included it in the entries from the Stationers' 
Register, simply because of the apparent illeg- 
ible name that Mr. Arber reads doubtfuUy as 
Breton or Dretton. I have similarly entered 
{b) ' Sir Philip Sydney's Epytaphe,' etc., as 
it may have been Breton's ' Amoris Lachrimae/ 
though not likely. 

In regard to (g\ 'The Pilgrimage to 
Paradise,' I would note that the entry is 23d 
January 1591, while the first edition is dated 
1592 ; and not only so, but the publisher who 
enters it (John Wolf) nowhere appears in it 
It is possible therefore that a prose tract, with 
the same title, that was published in 1591, 
was that entered by Wolf. The author's 
name is Leonard Wright I learn this from 
Offor's Introduction to the 'Pilgrim's Pro- 
gress.' Not having seen the book I cannot tell 
its Publisher. Curiously enough, Offor was 
ignorant of Breton's * Pilgrimage to Paradise.' 

In an Epistle ' To the Gentlemen studients 
and Scholers of Ozforde,' dated X2th April 
1592, in the ' Pilgrimage,' is this notice : — 
' Gentlemen there hath beene of late printed 
in London by one Richarde loanes, a printer, 
a booke of english verses, entituled Bretons 
bower of delights : I protest it was donne 
alu^ether without my consent or knowledge, 
and many things of other mens mingled with 
a few of mine, for except Amoris Lachrimse : 
an epitaphe vpon Sir Phillip Sydney, and 
one or two other toies, which I know not 
how he vnhappily came by, I have no part of 
any of the : and so I beseech yee assuredly 
beleeue.' The 'Bower of Delights' it has 
not been my good hap to see. I regret this, 
as I also poignantly regret the inaccessi- 
bility of the exemplars at Britwell of such of 
Breton's books as are nowhere else preserved.^ 



1 TheM two are at Britwell («) ' PaMinib MistreMe/ we list, 
•mU : {b) 'Old Mad-Oippes new GallinunHry/etc : we list, amtt, 
I shall indulge the hope that some day Mr. J. Christie Miller 
will allow thew to be reprinted. Meantime I have gratefully to 
acknowledge his kindness in sending me information on thew 
and ocbsft of the oakiues of his magnificent library. 



But in regard to the * Bower of Delights ' it 
is manifest that only a small portion of it was 
really by Breton. The 'Amoris Lachrimse' 
named, we have been able to give from the 
CosENS and Dr. Farmer Chetham mss.; 
and among the * DafTodills and Primroses ' 
from the Cosens ms. probably all other 
* toies' in the 'Bower' that were his. It 
lies on the surfieice that here was an Author 
and Publisher's 'Quarrel,' though not in- 
cluded in D'Israeli's delightful volumes. It 
must have been healed : for Mr. Collier is in 
error in stating that Richard Jones published 
nothing after 1591 — the year of the ' Quarrel ' 
— ^by Breton.* In 1594 he published the 
'Arbor of Amorus Delightes ' (j) : in 1600, 
'Pasquilles Madcap' (»f),and in 1602 'Olde 
Madcaps Newe Gallimawfrye ' (»). 

Breton's disclaimer of the 'Bower of 
Delights ' was perhaps made more earnest by 
Nash's drastic allusion to it and him, in his 
Preface to Astrophel and Stella (1591) as 
' Pan sitting in his bower of delights and a 
number of Midases to admire his miserable 
hornpipes.'* 

I have chronicled under ist October i59r 
' The honorable enterta3mement gyven to the 
queues maistie in progresse at Elvetham in 
Hampshire,' etc (1), because in it first ap- 
peared the bright little song of ' Phillidon and 
Coridoa' From this circumstance the whole 
'Entertainment ' has been assigned to Bretoa 
But there is also in it a song which in 
England's Helicon is assigned to Thomas 
Watson. Consequently there can be no pre- 
sumption that either Breton or Watson wrote 
the rest of the ' Entertainment' Internally 
there is no trace whatever of Breton's hand 
(meojudido), • 

The 'Arbor of Amorus Delightes ' of 7th 



1 Bibl. Aoconnt, iroL L p. 83. 

t See my editions of Sir Philip Sidney's Poems, (a) Fuller 
Worthies' Library, a vols., H) Chatto and Windus's ' Early 
Engl'tsh Poets,' 3 toIs., 'Astrophel and SteUa.' 

S The ' Entertainment' will be foond in itt order in Nichob' 
Progresses of Queen Eliabeth. 
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January 1594 {/) , shows our Poet singing 
spontaneously and cheerily as the piping 
shepherd of Sidney's 'Arcadia.' It is an 
immense advance in lyrical richness and work- 
manship on his * Fflorishe vpon Fancie ' {a). 
The vein of melancholy in the * Fflorishe ' — 
hinted at in the Epistle — ^has pinched (to 
use a technical term) in the ' Arbor.' ^ 

His next book — z, tiny one — ^presents him 
in a new light altogether. Thus far he had 
played with the Muses rather than uttered 
out his thought and emotion. But now he 
has passed through a momentous spiritual 
experience. He is at white-heat of religious 
passion. Whether it was the outcome of 
penitence over sin, or of the rapture of Chris- 
tian conviction on finding rest in Him who 
is the goal of every human life, we can only 
surmise. But henceforward through all his 
books, even the lightest and slightest, there 
runs a golden thread of religious faith and 
hope and consolation. His 'Solempne passion 
of the soule's loue' (k)^ are so many *red 
leaves ' out of the ' confused book of a human 
heart' It glistens with tears ; but the tears 
lie in white light. 

The 'Figure of Ffoure ' (/)» and 'Wit's 
Trenchmour ' (w)* tell of * sportive wit ' and 
(I think) pleasant days in the country — per- 
chance away down in Lincolnshire where 
his small patrimony lay. It is odd that Mr. 
Collier should have [mis]wamed us that the 

* Angler' of 'Wit's Trenchmour' is not a 

* Fisher.'* He is indeed, and just such an 
one as Izaak Walton had shaken hands with 
right cordially. 

. Again his Christian convictions and ' faLith ' 
come to the front in the same year (1597) 
with the publication of the two books last 
named. In 1597 appeared ' Auspicante 
lehoua. Marie's Exercise.' (//).• The 'Mary' 
was, as everybody knows, 



' Sidney's sister, Pembroke's mother ' 
of the great epitaph of William Browns. 
He had in 1592 dedicated his 'Pilgrimage 
to Paradise ' to her, and ' ioyned ' to it * The 
Countesse of Pembrookes Loue.'^ The 
whole tone of Epistle-dedicatory and poem 
indicates that Breton was in kindly relation 
to this illustrious lady, and his 'Amoris 
Lachrimse ' and other Sidneian things declare 
personal knowledge — at least — of Sidney. 
If we are to interpret literally certain phrases 
in the Epistle to the ' Pilgrimage ' the Coun- 
tess of Pembroke must have stepped in to 
'deliver' him in some crisis of misfortune. 
His words are pathetically definite — 'your 
poore vnworthy named poet, who by the in- 
discretion of his youth, the malice of enuy, 
and the disgrace of ingratitude, had utterly 
perished, had not the hand of your honor re- 
uiued the hart of humility.' ^d he repeats 
'your Ladiship's vnworthy named Poet'' 
I had in my thought this confession of the 
* indiscretion of his youth' when I said that 
we could only ' surmise ' what that experience 
was that led to his change to passionate sacred 
verse and prose. Probably it was out of 
contrition transformed into aspiration. As 
with Thomas Howell of Dunster — ^that 
'Sweet Singer' recently revived* — Breton 
appears to have been in the ' humble service ' 
of first, Sir Philip Sidney, and on his death, 
of the Countess of Pembroke. Nor was the 
'indiscretion of youth,' abready noticed, the 
only one that his illustrious Mistress had to 
forgive. He further forfeited somehow her 
favour, in such a way as shaped and coloured 
his life and works for years. This £bi11s now 
to be told in so far as we can. 

In my Notes and Illustrations to 'Wit's 
Trenchmour' (Vol. II. by p. 21, on coL i, L 9) 
I call attention to a passage that has an 
autobiographic look. The gist of it is that 
he had lost and continued to lose the favour 



» See our Vol. I. d. 

I See our Vol. II. / 

B Bibl. Account, vol. L 88. 



« Ibid, i. 
« Ibid. b. 
« See our Vol II. «. 



1 See Vol. I.*, p. 4. 

* In my Occasional Issues, as before. 
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of a noble lady, second only to the Queen 
(Elizabeth) in excellence. Who could this 
be but the Countess of Pembroke 1 The 
Reader will judge for himself whether I am 
right in my interpretation of the incident in 
'Wit's Trenchmour' on this specific point 
and on its autobiographic character. It is 
thus told :* — 

Sir, you sball vnderstand quoth the Scholler, that in 
the time of my trauaile, comming (by occasions) as well 
into the PlUaces of Princes, as the cottages of poore 
people, it was my hap, yea I may well say. that vnder 
heauen it was my greatest happines that of this worlde 
I euer founde, to light into the comtlike house of a right 
worthy honourable Lady, the desert of whose commenda- 
tions, for exceeding the stile of my study, I must leaue 
to better wits to dilate of, while I poorlie speake of the 
little world of my wonder. For in her eye was the seate 
of pittie, in her hart the honour of vertue, and in her 
hand the bounty of discretion : to see her countenance 
the oomfoTtlesse, argued a diuine spirit, to heare her 
speak, which was neuer idle, prooued an oracle of wit, 
to beholde her presence, might speake of a mirade in 
nature: to bee short, except Plato, I knew no such 
philosopher : except the excepted, I meane the Lady of 
Ladies in this world, the honour of women, and wonder 
of men, the teacher of witt, and the amaxer of the wise, 
the terrifier of the proude, and the comforter of the 
oppressed, the beautie of Nature, the wonder of Reason, 
and the ioy of honour : the hand-maid of God. the 
heauenly creature of the Earth, and the most worthie 
Queene in the world, the princely Godesse, or diuine 
Princesse, the gracious soueraigne of the blessed Hand 
of E^land : except I say this sun of the earths skie. I 
knowe not a starre of that state that can compare light 
with thys Lady : while her thoughts keepe the square of 
such discretion, that no idle htunour dare enter the list 
of her conceit What praise can be giuen to that spirit, 
that hath so ordered the carefull course of her senoes ? 
she doth all things as shee did them not. and vseth the 
world as she esteemed it not : Honour is her seruant, 
Vertue is her loue. Truth is her studie, and Meditation 
is her exercise: yet is she af&ble, with such curtesie, 
as winnes honor in humilitie : to make an abridgment 
of her prayses, in a few words of her woorthines, let this 
suffice, that Nature and Wit, Vertue and Honour, Pitty 
and Bounty, Care and Kindnesse, haue so wrought to- 
gether in the perfecting of a peerelesse creature, that I 
may bite my tongue, and bume my penne, lay vp my 
little wits, and wish for a more diuine spirit, to enter into 
the conceit of her desert, ere I further shew my weak- 
nesse, to speake of the wonder of her commendation. 
But among many good parts, whereof her praise is top 
full, I wil tell you one action, and not the least, that fell 
out in my time of attendance on her fauour : Her house 

1 VoL II. 3. p. x8. coL a. 



beeing in a maner a kind of little Court, her Lorde in 
place of no meane commaund, her person no lesse then 
worthily and honourablie attended, as well with Gentle- 
women of excellent spirits, as diuers Gentlemen of fine 
cariage, besides all other seruants, each of such respect 
in her place, as well might giue praise to the Gouemors, 
where honor setteth rules of such discretion. It might 
perhaps seeme teadious. to set downe the truth of such 
particulars as deserued a generall cOmendation. where 
first, God daily serued. religion truhe preached, all 
quarrels auoyded, peace carefully preserued, swearing 
not heard of, where truth was easilie beleeued, a table 
fully furnished, a house richly garnished, honor kindly 
entertained, vertue highly esteemed, seruioe well re^ 
warded, and the poore blessedly relieued, might make 
much for the truth of my discourse, while Enuie can but 
fret at her confession : but least in blowing at a coall I 
doo but put out the fire, and obscure her praise, that 
may be pend by a better spirit, let this suffice for the 
sum of my speech, that where the eye of honour, did set 
the rule of gouemment, kindnesse was a companion in 
euery comer of the house : now, to this little Earths kind 
of Paradise, among many sundry kinde of people, came 
by channoe a poor Gentleman in the mine of his for- 
tune, by the deuise of a close conueyance of an imagined 
friend brought in, hauing more wit then descretion. in 
the nature of a good foole, to giue this Lady cause of 
laughter : who no sooner sounded the substance of his 
wit. but with the deepe eye of her rare iudgement, 
perdng into the humble vertue of his spirit, pittying his 
fortune, and perceiuing his want, made vse of his ser- 
uice in a better sence, and in the diuine nature of her 
blessed spirit, determined the mean of his aduancement. 
With her countenaunce she graced him, with good words 
she fiiuoured him, with her bountie, shee relieued him, 
and would suffer no man to hurt him : for seeing honestie 
want maintenaunce, and vertue oppressed with malice, 
she did not like a helping hand to fill vp a halfe penny 
purse with a poore reckoning, but like herselfe in the 
absolute power of her honourable spirit, shee comforted 
the afflicted minde, reuiued the hart halfe dead, and as 
it were drawne out of the ditch of misery, sette the 
spirite in the warme sunne of Gods blessing. Thus did 
this Princesse entertaine thys poore Gentleman, till by 
the faction of the malicious, the deceitful working of 
the enuious, & the desart of his owne vnworthinesse, 
finding in the deceiuing of this his bright sun. the sink- 
ing of his too happy fauour, supping vp his sorrowe to 
himselfe, taking leaue for a time, to trauaile about a 
little idle busines, in a cold snowy day passing ouer an 
vnknowne plaine, not looking well to his way, or beeing 
ordained to the misery of such misfortune, fell so deepe 
downe into a Saw-pitte, that he shall repent the fall while 
he Hues: for neuer since daring to presume, but in 
prayers to thinke on his fair Princesse, and lining in 
poore Cottages, to looke towards that Court-like pallace, 
he hath gone vp and downe like a shadowe without sub- 
stance, a purse without money, and a body without a 
spirit 
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For euer smoe, as he bath often told me, if he hane 
comeamong men, it bath beene likea Faire of rode people, 
compared to the sweet company of that house, if in the 
company of women, like a meeting of Gossips, in respect 
of the gradoos spirits of the sweete creatures of that 
little paradioe : and if it chaunce in his weary passage, 
bee hath had any priuate conference, with some espetiall 
bird of the Countrey, yet for all the best notes that euer 
he beard, they wrere all Sparrowes to his Nightingale. 
For according to the dispositions of their minds, bee 
might see the weakenes of their spirits : as some would 
talke of nothing, but the new fashion, pinning of ruffes, 
starching rebaters, the Outlandish tire, and the long 
bodies: the fine stuffe and the prettie pinke, the Lawne 
shadow, and the cutworke Lace : other of the pyed Cow, 
the bay Horse, the black Sheep, and the branded Pig : 
another? her Malt in the Kill, her Oates in the scuttle, 
and her Rye in the sheafe, her Cheese in the presse, and 
her Butter in the cheme. Now with this galimawfrey of 
such good matter, as filled his eares with more sound 
then good sence, must he satisfie his sorrowftill hart, 
that, when it got him alone by him selfe, with calling to 
minde the excellent matter, that in variety of methode 
he had often heard from the mouth of his Minerua, would 
so finll into a sighing, that had not the heauens the better 
blest it, it would surely haue burst asunder. For, say 
quoth be, that though some few I found of extimordi- 
nary good spirits, yet among a number of these Countrey 
daunces, I did light on such a Galiard, as had a trick 
aboue Trenchmour, and could speake more to the pur- 
pose, then many of the wiues of the Parish, who hauing 
red many English books, could tell pretty tales of idle 
people, yet compare this Christall with my Diamond, 
the would quickly shew her dimnes : and among all other 
things, if by the reuenue of a pretty Dairy, the could 
priuily put vp three pence to spend at a blind bridaile, 
if perhaps in a good humour, she had a minde to 
pleasure a poore friend; it would come so dropping 
out of her fingers, as though it hoong at her heart 
blood : and then perhaps with such a lesson to it, to 
take heede of vnthriftiness, with a shrug of the shoulders 
at the hardnes of the worid, that it would breake the 
hart of a good minde, to thinke on the misery of such 
Almes. 

To foe from Hiues that giue the golden homey. 
To shilling Spirits, that will tell their i 



And then calling to mind the golden showres of his 
Ladies fauours, bled inwardly in the hart, with such 
drops of vnseene teares, as maJces him like Adam out of 
Paxadlce, hope of no happines, till bee come at heauen : 
Or like the Phenix, Hue in ashes, till he may get life by 
the vertue of his bright Sunne againe : and now this is 
only his worldly comfort, that she liueth, whom his hart 
honoureth, and his soule prayeth for, though his vn- 
worthy eye, be abandoned the blessing of his senoes ad- 
miration : Who though he line in the dungeon of sor- 
rowes darknes, will neuer cease prayer to the heauens 
for his bright Sunnes etemaU blessednes: and that as 



her name doth Ime oody in the high Meridiaais, so her 
souk may be blessed in the highest Coelis. 

The Angler seeks to comfort his deq>on« 

dent friend thus:^-^ 

Alas poore wretch, quoth the Angler, why doe your 
eyes water your cheekes, at the shutting vp of this dis- 
course? If it be your selfe. be not dismaide, Princes 
haue gracious spirits, and great powers, who at the 
time of their pleasure will comfort patience In misery : 
and after the woe of a long Winter, giue the fruite of a 
little Spring, howsoeuer hope hit on a good Sommer : 
and therefore continue thy oonstande, in thy prayers to 
remember the happines of thy harts honour, and feare 
not, but vertue will one day haue a glannce of fisuoor : 
and therefore if I may aduise thee, let not mal-content 
breede a madnes, to driue thee from thy selfe to a worse 
companion. Seme God, and care not for the world : 
for I am perswaded, that shee that is made of so many 
exceedings. cannot but at her good time make thee 
happy in her comfort, who though a while shee shut vp 
the hand of her bounty : yet will send thee a little of 
that Quintesoenoe, that will .sane thee from a deadly 
swound, whosoeuer sorrow possesse thee. And there- 
fore be her bead-man in thy prayers, till she make im- 
ployment of thy further seniioe. 

It is in accord with all this being actual 
fact, not imagination, that 'melancholy' is 
/!^ characteristic of Breton's works that came 
forth in the immediately succeeding years; 
and also I find here the secret of the non- 
publication, though then composed, of ' The 
Countesse of Pembroke's Passion.*' Ap- 
parently under the new offence the Countess 
resented repetition of the former liberty of 
calling his 'Auspicante lehoua' * Marie's 
Exercise.' But it is every way cons(^atory to 
have pleasant proof that his Mistress did not 
nurse her wrath or continue her 'vnworthy 
named poet 'in absolute forfeiture of her friend- 
ship. This is foimd in the delightful little 
Epistle-dedicatory of 'The Rauish't Soule 
and Blessed Weeper.' This was in 1601, 1.^. 
four years after the 'Pilgrim' and 'Wit's 
Trenchmour.' I suspect the 'falling into a 
sawe-pit on a snowy day' was a euphemistical 
phrase for over-indulgence in wine, and per- 
chance free speech under its influence. Be 



1 See Vol. II. b, pp. tS-ao. 

> A change of the title would not have sufficed. 
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this as it maf, he was self-evidently restored 
to his former favour, and henceforward a deep 
religious element mingles with all his writ- 
ings — ^a quiet, simple, gentle, unclamorous 
piety. En passant^ he was out-and-out a 
Protestant Hence ^ Mary Magdelen's Love/ 
over4iastily ascribed to him by the late Rev. 
Thomas Corser of Stand (Anglo-Foetica, 
s.n.), could not possibly be his. Witness 
this reference to a 'damnable deed' — ^'In 
an other Country quoth the SchoUer, I saw 
one yeere such bloodshed, that there hath 
been warres there euer since. Alas quoth the 
Angler, the massacre in Paris can be your 
witnesse for that truth : when the deuiU and 
the Pope made the Duke of Guise the chief e 
murtherer' (Wi^s Trenchmour, p. i6, col. 2). 
I add that no Roman Catholic could have 
thus written of Priests and their services 
(R. Catholic): — 'their deuotion is full of 
darknesse : for they cannot see in the day- 
time without a candle' (Vol II. x, Strange 
News, p. 5/1, L 25). Or thus of Indulgences 
— ' Buh of Rome breed too many calues in 
Britanie' (VoL II. «, A Murmurer), p. 5/2, 
U. 5, 31); and again — *Cruell Cookes that 
were Uie rosters of men' (Vol. II. 9, p. 5/2, 

1.7). 

Dr. Brinslky Nicholson further, writes 
as follows : — 

' In the second part of the " Poste," etc., in a 
letter '* To a Yonng Man going to Travel beyond the 
Sea," thus: — '*Good cousin ... as first for your 
religion, hane a great care that your eies lead not 
your heart after the horror of Idolatry." In The 
Camrt and Country (16 18), where the Courtier and 
Countryman each praise their place, we find passages 
like the following :— *' CaurHer ... the courtesy of 
the Gentlemen, the divine service of the Morning 
and Evening [the scene throughout is England]. 
" Caimiryman . . . learned Churdimen . . . and 
so when God is praysed and the people pleased. 
Courtier, Oh cousin, to heare a King or a Prince 
tpeake like a Prophet ... A Preacher like an 
Apostle, and a Courtier like a Preacher. Country- 
man ... we go to school, first, to read Common 
Prayers at Church ... I hear our Parson in our 
Church." It is not to be thought that a Roman 



Catholic would lug in such matters against his con- 
science, when he had so many other things to say 
and dwell upon. As here also, so in ^ Mad World 
my Masters (1603), we have passages referring to, 
and showing acquaintance with, the daily service of 
the Church of England, and worded as though spoken 
by a member of that Church. Then in the Dialogue 
between Three Philosophers (1603) are the following 
words, in a panegyric on Elizabeth : — " Bazilethea 
. . . whose magnanimitie in daungers and constancy 
in religion." But the fullest passage is found in The 
Murmurer^ a tract written in 1607 against State- 
murmnrers, and dedicated by Breton to the Privy 
CounciL After praising England and its state, he 
continues to the malcontents : — " Hast thou not with 
all this the richest jewel in the world ; yea, and more 
worthy than the whole world ? which is the heavenly 
word of God ... In the time of blindnes, when the 
booke of life was shut from thy reading, when thy 
learned preachers and zealous people were put vnto 
the fire . . . doest thou murmure at Religion ? is it 
not better to seme God then Man T and to believe the 
Truth, then follow Error? to worship God in the 
Heauens, then make a kind of God on the Earth ? 
and to bcgge pardon of thy God at home, then to 
buy it of a man abroad : dost thou murmure that the 
Saints are not worshipped T and wilt thou forget to 
worship God alone . . . wouldest thou rather hear 
the word ? and understand it not, then understand it 
and beleeue it? or trust rather to the word of a 
Priest for thy cdfort, then to thine own fiuth for thy 
salvation." And he then says be not ungrateful, lest 
" God cast thee into vtter darknes [ue, of Romanism] ; 
while the Bub of Rome shal breed too many calues 
mBritanieJ**^ 

More cannot be required. 

On 2oth March 1600 was entered 'Pas- 
quilles Madcap and his message '(>s«);* on loth 
May 1600, *PasquiUe's Madcap, the second 
part, intituled, The Foole's Cappe, begunne 
by him and finished by Marphorius' (n); 
on 29th May, ' Pasquille's Passe and Passe 
not,' etc. {0) ;' and on 2 2d August 1600 was 
entered ' Pasquille's Swullen Humoures' (s). 
The last was possibly the same with 'Old 
Madcappe's new Gallymawfry made into a 
merrie Messe of Mingle-Mangle out of three 



1 Notes and Queries, 5th Series, voL i, pp. sot-.*— ths 
whole axtide will reward penisaL Mr. Goner's copy of ' Mary 
Magdalen's Love ' is now at BritwelL 

•SeeVoLI. #. • I6$d.£, 
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idle conceited Humours following ; i. I will 
not, 2. Oh the merrie time. 3. Out of 
Moneys, 1602 (4**) — one of the inaccessible 
treasures preserved at Britwell. The other 
three were all issued anonymously. 

Elsewhere (II. Critical) I shall return upon 
this remarkable * Pasquil' series, perhaps the 
most quick and firmly-touched of all Breton's 
Verse. Biographically, I had counted on 
needing to give * full proof of their belonging 
to our Breton and of another in the same 
kind, though deteriorated, called *Comu- 
copiae, Pasquils Night Cap, or Antidot for 
the Headache' (161 2) not belonging to him. 
But I am relieved from this task by two dis- 
coveries, viz. : — 

(a.) That in *No Whippinge,' etc. (1601), 
and related books, Breton as = Pasquil, is 
avowed. 

(b,) That in the Stationers' Register I came 
upon the following decisive entry on the 
associated poem with * Comucopiae' of * Pas- 
quil's Palinodia, and his progresse to the 
Taverne, Where after the survey of the Sellar, 
you are presented with a pleasant pynte of 
Poeticall Sherry' (1619):— 

6^ April 1619. 

Master Snodham. Entred for his Copie vnder the handes of Master 
Tauemor, and Master Gylmin warden, A booke 
Called Pasquilles PalynodU^ or his pinte of Poetry 
written by William F., . . . . yjd. 
(Arber, vol. iii. p. 644.) [Cf. iv. p. 154.] 

I shall in the sequel give full quotations 
from *No Whippinge* — ^inclusive of the 
'Pasquils' avowed — and meantime I make 
three remarks : i. That no one who knows 
Breton could for a moment hesitate as to 
his being the author of the three Pasquil 
books named. 2. That no one — ^apart from 
chronology — who knows Thomas Nash ever 
could assign them to him, though he did 
take the name of * Pasquil* 3. That it is no 
ordinary satisfaction to have 'Comucopiae' 
and ' Palinodia' removed authoritatively from 
Breton. I had long before my discovery of 



above entry pronounced these as impossibly 
Breton's as any gross book could have been 
Richard Baxter's. But the 'William F.* 
— whoever he were— of the Stationers' Re- 
gisters settles the matter conclusively.^ 

Nicholas Breton had not enough of 
gall in his nature to make a Satirist proper 
in the classical sense. I imagine he flung 
off his first *• Pasquille's Madcap' in a revul- 
sion from his despondency, and in a hilarity 
that was artificial Its success drew him 
on to the others. 

He soon returned to hb ' melancholy' and 
gravity and inevitable religiousness. In 
1 60 1 was entered 'The Rauished Soule. 
A Devine poeme devided into Two partes, 
"The Ravished Soule" and "The Blessed 
Weeper"* {q)^ and contemporaneously *Bry- 
taynes longinge, an excellent poeme vppon the 
longinge of A blessed harte which lothinge 
the world doth longe to be with Christ' (r).* 
These were all avowed; and self-evidently 
the Poet — as Sidney was charged to do — 
' looked into his own heart/ when he wrote 
these sweet, soft, tender, melodious, and 
inestimable poems. They, like others, ren- 
der the uncritical ascription of ' Comucopis' 
and 'Palmodia' to him by the late Rev. 
Thomas Corser, Mr. W. C. Hazlitt, and 
others, at once an offence and grotesquerie. 

To this same time (1601) belongs *No 
Whippinge.' By the kindness of Sir Charles 
IsHAM, Bart, of Lamport Hall, I am so good- 
fortuned as to have had the leisurely use of 
Mr. Charles Edmonds' 'find' of one among 
many priceless volumes, containing * No 
Whippinge' and other two connected with 

1 Havins reprodaoed both 'Conraoopue ' %aA 'FRlinodia' ia 
my Occasional Issues of Unique or Extremely Rare Books, I 
venture to refer the student-reader desirous to foUowr up the 
inquiry to my Introduction, wherein I shew (i) that the two 
poems belong to the same author ; (e) that he was a native 
of Leeds. The entry of ' William F.' ought to stimulate York- 
shire antiquaries to a discovery of his penonality, and so to 
determine the matter of the authorship of two poems that, spite 
of their grossness, are living and valuable records of the manners 
of the period. 

> See Vol. I. y. ^Hid.k, 
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it The whole are to be reproduced and 
published under the trustworthy editorship 
of Mr. Edmonds ; so that I could not (eheu !) 
include 'No Whippinge' in my edition of 
Breton's Works. But I have been allowed 
to utilise it so far as I might deem necessary. 
I now proceed to do so. 
The following is the title-page : — 

NO 

Whippinge, nor 

irippingi: but a 

kinde friendly 

Snifpinge. 

Imprinted at London 

for lohn Browne, 

& lohn I>eane. 

x6oi. 

The Epistle immediately follows, and 
must also have a place here. Besides 
other things, the somewhat odd close of it, 
'Your friend, as I finde cause/ recalls the 
like ending of Breton's avowed 'A Mur- 
murer' (1607), as thus, *I rest as I finde 
cause, Your louing friend :' so too in ' Good 
and Badde' (1616), *At your command if 
worthy;' and *Wit*s Private Wealth (161 2),' 
' I rest your friend as I may.' 

5^ To all Gratiovs, Vertuous, Courteous, Honest, 
Learned, and gentle spirits, that are truely poeti« 
call, and not too fantastical! : that will patiently 
read, indifferently censore, and honestly speake 
of the labours 0/ those wits that meane nothing 
but well, the writer hereof wisheth all contentment, 
that a good conditio may desire. 

My good friendes, if such yee be ; if not, God blesse 
me from yee : for the world is so full of wickednesse, 
that a man can meete vdth little goodnesse : Maye it 
please yon to vnderstand, that it was my happe of late, 
passing through Paules Church yarde, to looke vpon 
certaine pieces of Poetrye, where I found (that it greeues 
me to speake of) one writer so strangely inueigh against 
another, that many shallow wits stoode and laugfat at 
their follies. Now, findinge their labours so toucht with 
iU tearms. as befitted not the learned to lay open : I 
thought good, hauing little to doe, to write vnto all such 
writers, as take pleasure to see their wits plaie with the 
world, that they will henceforth, before they fall to 
worke, bane in minde this good prouerbe : Play with 
mee ; but hurt me not : and iest with me ; but disgrace 



me not; Least that the world this iest do kindly 
smother. Why should one foole be angry with an other } 
Now for my selfe, I proteste that humor of Charitie, 
that I wish to finde at all their handes that see and will 
reprooue my foUy : for I am none of the seauen wise 
men, and for the eight, I knowe not where to seeke him. 
Beare with me then, if out of the principles of a painted 
doth I haue pickt out matter to mooue impatience. 
And if there be any thing out of that poore library, that 
may take place in any of your good likings, I will hon- 
our your good spirits for your kinde acceptations. But, 
in any wise, what ere you think, giue me no word of 
c6mendation : least, too glad of such a mischaunce, I 
trust the better to my euill fortune. Well, in earnest. I 
will entreat all good schollers to beare with my lacke of 
learning, and wise men with my lacke of witte, and my 
creditors with my lacke of mony. Which, though it 
haue nothing to doe in this Treatise, yet entreaty some- 
time doeth well with honest mindes : which I wish, and 
hope of in them, yea, and all the world that I shall haue 
to doe withall. Leaning therefore the patient to their 
Paradice, and the displeased to their better patience, in 
my lone to all schollers (but chiefly to those, that in the 
ioy of their studies, make vertue their heauen) I Rest 

Your friend, as I finde cause. 

The opening of the poem has several 
allusions that go to decide Breton's Author- 
ship. From St. 12 onward, there are pathetic 
revelations of his poverty and enforced 
literary labours. I would now quote in full 
the first sixteen stanzas : — 

* No whippe, 

Tis strange to see the humors of these dales : 
How first the Satyre bites at imperfections : 
The Epigrammist in his quips displaies 
A wicked course in shadowes of corrections : 
The Humorist hee strictly makes collections 
Of loth'd behauiours both in youthe and age : 
And makes them plaie their parts vpon a stage. 

An other Madcappe in a merry fit. 
For lacke of witte did cast his cappe at sinne : 
And for his labour was well tould of it, 
For too much playing on that merry pinne : 
For that all fishes are not of one finne : 
And they that are of cholerick complections, 
Loue not too plain to reade their imperfection[s]. 

Now comes another with a new founde vaine : 
And onely falls to reprehensions : 
Who in a kind of scoffing chiding straine, 
Bringes out I knowe not what in his inuentions : 
But I will ghesse the best of his intenctons : 
Hee would that all were well, and so would I : 
Fooles shuld not too much shew their foolery. 
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And would to God it had been 8o in deed. 
The Satyres teeth had neuer bitten so : 
The Epigranunist had not had a seede 
Of wicked weedes. among his heibes to sowe, 
Nor one roans humor did not others showe, 
Nor Madcap had not showen his madness such. 
And that the whipper had not ierlct so much. 

For they whose eyes into the world doe looke, 
And canuasse euery crotchet of conceite. 
Whose wary wines can hardly be mistooke. 
Who neuer feede their fancies with decdte, 
Finde this the fruict of euery idle sleight : 
To shew how enuy doeth her venom spit. 
Or lacke of wealth doeth sell a little wit. 

And while they tumble in their tubbes of ooine, 
LAUgh at their wittes that ninne so for awry : 
In learning how to giue the foole the foine, 
Mistake the warde and wound them sehies therdiy : 
While only wealth doth laugh at beggery. 
For rowling stones will neuer gather mosse, 
And raunging wittes doe often liue by losse. 

The Preachers charge is but to chide for sinne. 
While Poets steppes are short of such a state : 
And who an others office enters in. 
May hope of loue, but shalbe sure of hate. 
*Tis not a time offences to relate. 
Contentions sooner will begin then end : 
And one may sooner lose, then keepe a friend. 

And he that writes, vnwary of his wordes, 
May haue an ill construction of the sense. 
For fortune euer not the right aflbrdes, 
Where will doeth goueme ouer patience. 
Who doeth not finde it by experience, 
That points and letters often times misread, 
Endaunger oft the harmelesse writers head ? 

Good writers then, if any such yee be. 
In verse or prose, take well that I doe write : 
I wish yee all what ere yee heare or see. 
Haste not your wits to bring it vnto light : 
Lest ere you weet you doe repent your spight. 
Your friendes ill courses neuer doe disclose. 
And make your pens no swords to hurt your foes, 

Spend not your thoughts in spilling of your wits : 
Nor spoile your eies. in sp3ring of offences. 
For howsoeuer you accuse your fittes. 
They carry shreud suspect of ill pretences : 
And when you seeke to make your best defences. 
How euer priuate friends will poorly purse ye. 
If one doe blesse yee, fine to one will curse ye. 

Some one will say, you are too busie pated, 
An other sales the foole is idle headed : 
An other saies such rakehells would be rated : 
An other, see, how ¥rill to wit is wedded : 
An other, sure the man is poorely stedded : 

Hee writ for coine, he knew, nor car'd not what : 
But yet take heede, we must not like of that 



Meane while perhaps he sitt witUn his Cell. 
And sighes to heare how many descant on him : 
And for a little must his labour sell, 
While such as haue the pence, doe praie vpon him : 
And he pooce soule, In want thus wo begoa him, 

Cuneth the time, that euer he was borne. 

To vse his will to make his wit a soome. 

For let him bragge, and brane it as he list. 
The Poeu is a poore profession : 
And often times doeth fall on had I wist. 
When conscience makes of inwarde crimes oonfienk» : 
And sorrow makes the spirites intercession. 
For mercies pardon, to that time misspent. 
Which was the soule for better seruioe lent. 

Yet Willi say that some, oh all too fewe. 
Doe bend their humors to diuine desires : 
Those I oonfesse, doe in their verses shew, 
What vertue, Grace into those soules inspires, 
That are inflamed with the heauenly fires : 
Such a good Poet, good if any bee, 
Ondy in End,— ^would God that I were hee. 

As for those fiuisles, fictions, or such fables. 
That show in losse of time abuse of wit : 
That neoer look't into those holy Tables, 
Where doeth the grace of reasons glory sit : 
And wisedome findes what is for vertne fit. 
What ere they figure in their daxk oonstmctioiis. 
They doe but little good in their instructions. 

No, poets, no : I write to yee in lone, 
Let not the worid haue canse to laugh at vs : 
Let vs our mindes from such ill meanes remooe. 
As makes good spirits for to fall out thus : 
Let vs our causes with more care discnsse : 
Not bite, nor daw, nor scofie, nor check, nor diids : 
But eche mend one, and ware the fall of pride.' 

These give a good taste of the quality of 
' No whippinge/ as well as reveal at ana to 
the student-reader, our Poet's inevitable 
words and turns; and so throughout He 
then counsels that if a ' foole ' or a ' knaue,' 
a 'villaine' or a 'wicked quean,' a 'drunke- 
ard' or a *wencher,' a * Miser' or a 'spend- 
thrift,' a ' Gamester ' or a ' Plotter,' a * Swag- 
gerer' or a 'Great one,' come before the 
Poet, he shall not write of or against them, 
to his own loss. 

The ' foole ' b thus drastically advised to 
be let alone : — 

* Know'st thou a foole? then let hhn leane his fbUy, 
Or be so still, and with his humour passe. 
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What hath thy wit to do with trolly lolly ? 

Most enery wise man ride vpon an Asse ? 

Take heede thou mak'st not him a looking glasse, 
Wherein the world may too apparent see, 
By biasing him, to finde the foole in thee.' 

Similarly of the 'villaine^' hitting per- 
chance at Marston's ' Scourge of Villainy ' : — 

' Know you a viUaine ? let him finde his matche : 
And show not you a Matche a vHIaines, skill : 
A foolish dogge at euery Curre doth snatch, 
Wordes haue no grace in eloquence of ill : 
There is no wrestling with a wicked will : 
Let passe the villaine vrith his villany. 
Make thou thy match with better company.' 

Of the ' quean ' he thus gently speaks : — 

Haue you acquaintance with some wicked quean, 
Giue her good words, and do not blaze her faults : 
Looke in thy soule if it be not vncleane : 
And knowe that Sathan all the world assaultes : 
laoob himself before the Aungell haultes : 
Sighe for her sinne, but doe not call her whore : 
But leame of Christ, to bidde her sinne no more. ' 

So too of the *• drunkard ' and the 

'Miser':— 

* Know you a drunkard? loath his drunkennesse : 

But doe not laie it open to his foes : 

Least in describing his vngodlinesse. 

You take your sdfe too soundly by the nose : 

Who hurts himselfe doth giue vnkindely blowes : 

Winke at each feulte, and wish it were amended, 

And thinke it well that's with repentance ended. ' 

' Knowe you a Miser? let him be so still. 

And let his spirites with his meull melt : 

Let him alone to die in his owne ill. 

And feede not you on that which he hath felt : 

Be not you girded in so vile a belt : 
Rather ptaie for him, then so raile vpon him. 
That all the world may lay their cones on him.' 

Of the 'great one ' he with all loyal rever- 
ence says : — 

' If that a great one haue a great defect. 
Let not your thought once touch at such a thing. 
Vnto Superiors eoer haue respect : 
A Begger must not looke vjwn a King. 
Take heede, I say, is a most blessed thing : 
Least if you run to[o] fisiTe in such a fit, 
A foole may happe to hang for lacke of wit 

Leame English Prouerbs, haue them wel by heart. 
And count them often on your fingers ends : 
Doe not your secrets to the world impart : 
Beware your foes, doe not abuse your friends : 
Take heed of flatterers as of hellish fiends : 
Eate Tp your meat, and make deane all your platters, 
And meddle not with any princes matters.' 

63 



Then follow practical advices as to the 
conduct of daily life, commencing obscurely, 
but passing into * good words ': — 

' Reade what is Mnritten on the painted cloth ; 

Doe no man wrong, be good vnto the poore : 

Beware the Mouse, the Maggot, and the Moth ; 

And euer haue an eye vnto the doore : 

Trust not a foole, a villaine, nor a whore. 
Goe neat, not gaie, and spend but as you spare : 
And tume the CoUe to pasture with the Mare. 

Be not a churle, nor yet exceed in cheere. 
Hold last thine owne, pay truely what thou owest : 
Sell not too cheape, and doe not buy to[o] deare : 
Tell but to few, what secret ere thou knowest. 
And take good heed to whom, and what thou sbewest. 
Loue God, thy self, thy wife, thy children, friend, 
Neighbour, and seruant, and so make an end. 

Beleeue no newes, till they be nine dayes old 
Nor thS too much, although the print approue thS : 
Mistake not drosse for perfect Indian gold ,* 
Nor make friends gods ; but as you finde them, loue 
And as you know them, keepe the, or remooue the. 
Beware of beauty, and afiect no slutte : 
And 'ware the worme before ye cracke the nut 

Be neither proude, nor enuious, nor vnchaste ; 
Least al too late, repentance ouer-take you : 
And take good heede howe you your wealth doe waste. 
Least fooles doe scoffe you, and your friends forisake 
And th€ the begger by the shulders shake you. 
Giue vnto all that aske ; nor askers, all : 
And take heed how you clime, for fear you fall. 

Doe well, be true, backe-bite no man, be iust ; 
The Ducke, the Drake, the Owle, do teach jrou so : 
Speake what you thinke ; but no more then you must 
Least vnawares you make your fiiend your fo. 
Be wane, sayes the Crane ; bee wise, the Crowe : 

Be gentle, humble, courteous, meeke, and milde. 

And you shall be your mothers blessed childe. 



Haue all the weeke a penne behinde your eare. 

And weare your sword on Sundayes, tis enough : 

Be not too venturous, nor too full of feare : 

Nor stand too much vpon a double ruffe ; 

For feare a falling band giue you the cuffe. 
Know well your horse before you Call to ride : 
And bid God blesse the Bride-groom and his bride.' 

Beasts and Birds are made counsellors, in 
quaint and ironical characterisation (' Popin- 
gay,* misprinted Popingeare among the 
latter), their opposites being ascribed to each, 
e,g, ' gentle, the waspe, swift, sayes the Tor- 
toise?' More fully thus (as a specimen) : — 
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' Be merry, sayes the Cuckow : lusty the Frog : 
Nimble, the Snaile : the Mag-pye, prouident : 
Be thrifty, sayes the Buzzard : cleanly the Hogge : 
Honest the Bull : the Pigeon resident : 
The Popingeare doth bid you to be silent : 

Be valiant, sayes the Horse : simple, the Asse ; 

A better Dictionary neuer was.' 

After a good deal of smooth-running 
commonplace, come these other personal 
and tmmistakable allusions, his 'Apology' 
( = Defence) for his * Pasquil '-* Madcap ' 
series being specially noteworthy :— 

' Let all good Schollers winde their wits away, 
From such ill following of their idle wils ; 
Least when they see their faults another day, 
They doe repent them of their little ikils, 
Where lacke of grace, a wittie spirit spils. 

For drinke is poison that is dnmke in quaffing ; 

And wit but folly, that sets fooles a laughing. 

Beleeue me, 'tis a kind of sport to some 

That loue no wit ; because of ignoranoe : 

When wanes begin, to strike a wodden drum, 

When vertuous spirits fi&ll at variance : 

About the treading of a Moris-dance. 
But what more spight can be to a good wit. 
Then see a foole to stand and laugh at it 

But, who will laugh so quickly as the foole? 

Although he know not well at what indeede : 

But who hath.liu'd in any learned Schoole, 

Would leaue a line for any Asse to reede ; 

Except (alas) he were constrained for neede. 
As many are, God knowes (the more the pitty) 
That were they wealthy, would be far more witty. 

Sigh then for such, to see their scry cases, 
That must such treasure for such trash, go sell : 
And doe not fall to grieue them with disgraces. 
That in their sowles doe so with sorrow dwell, 
As in their hearts is more then halfe a hell. 
To beat their braines but for a little gaines. 
And, or be curst, or scoft at for their paines.' 

' But for my selfe, what euer I haue writ ; 

And for poore Mad-cap, I dare sweare as much : 

In all the compasse of a little wit, 

It meant no one particular to touch. 

But for one should not at another grutch ; 

As the clouds thickend, and the raine did fall. 

He cast his Cap, at sinne in genenUL 

Indeed, tis true, he cast his Cap at dnne ; 
And would to God that all the world did so : 
Then doe I hope our spirits should begin. 
Our wit, and senses better to bestow. 
Then one to seeke anothers ouer-throw. 



But pardon him for what is past before. 
And he hath done for capping any more. ' 

And for my selfe, good brother, by your leaue, 
I will not now dispute an Argument 
Of what I would, nor what I could conceiue. 
Nor what may be discretions detriment, 
In shewing of a wittie excrement : 
But I will wish all Scholers should be friends. 
And Poets not to brawie for puddings ends. 

I am not worthy to be heard to speake 
Emong the wise, what they should haue to doe : 
But if there line a wit that be too weake, 
Aduised care to bring his wil vnto : 
Oh, with good words let me his spirit wooe, 
That he will now but onely studie ptv. 
Let Mos be noHs, and the contra got. 

So shall our Muses sweetest musique make. 
When gratious spirits doe agree in one : 
And euery foole may not example take 
At our vnnaturall dissention : 
Let euery Asse goe by himselfe alone : 
And let vs seeme as though we knewe them not. 
Since no more good is by them to be got' 



bit of advice is excellent, of the 



One 

lowly :- 

* If you will needes be merry with your wits. 
Take heed of names, and figuring of natures : 
And tell how neere the goose the gander sits : 
Of Hob and Sib, and of such silly creatures : 
Of Croydon sanguine and of home made features : 
But skome them not, for they are honest i>eople. 
Although perhaps they neuer saw Paules steeple.' 

Other personal allusions are interesting^ 
particularly his modest but dtstinct dis- 
avowal of Meaming' or of having taken a 
degree at the University : — 

' Bring in no Verses for Authorities : 

As inpresenti, and leaue out the R : 

Tis fit for Babes in their minorities, 

Emong their formes, to fall at such a iarre. 

Nocke verses are for theeues but at the Barre. 
God blesse vs man finom euer oomming there : 
A guUtie heart can scarcely reade for feare. 

Bacchus and Ceres were the Gods below : 
And there shall be, and neuer come aboue. 
And Claret wine will quicken wit I trowe : 
By the Redde Crosse, I sweare. it is to proue : 
But, what should Scholers, wine and sugar moue. 
To bring in so Afpollo and virorum f 
When wise men smile at karum harum horum. 
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But, pardon me, if that I speake false LAtine 
For lacke of karning : I no scholar am : 
My masters gowme desemes no fieice of Satinc : 
I neuer to degree of Master came : 
Bnt, where small learning might attaine the same : 
And for a verse in LAtine, let me see : 
Alas, they bane too many feete fat mee. 

But, let me loue that language yet of olde, 
For Ergos sake, that many a time deluded 
My troubled harte, that knewe not what to holde 
Should be vpon the consequence concluded, 
While many a Placet for his place entruded : 
VntiU the Bell had broake yp schoole, and then 
Sufficient, made a world of propre men. 

And I among them, not the least contented 
To see both Maior, and the Minor cease. 
Full many a time my hastie will repented. 
When I haue wisht a Placet hold his peace : 
Whose sophystrie would so my feare increase. 

That to be short, my learning was so little. 

As I may write my Title in a tittle. 

Looke not therefore for arguments of Arte : 
But from the painted doth vpon the wall. 
What I haue leam'd I kindely doe imparte, 
Hoping to purchase no ill wiU at all : 
Because, so rudely to my worke I fall. 
Such weaknesse my poore wits are come vnto. 
That beasts, and birds, must teach me what to do. 

My lihcarie is but experience : 
The Authours, Men, that m my notes I finde : 
My notes, the natures of such difference. 
As may descry each other in theb kinde : 
Where, if my wit and senses be not blinde. 
I doe perodue in too much ill desarte : 
Pride in a Scholer, makes a foole by Arte. 

Blame me not then, if that I iudge amisse : 
The Sunne and Moone are my Astronomie : 
When yon beholde where all my cunning is. 
Charge not simplidtie with villany : 
It were enough to breede an agony 
In many a man : but truely not in me, 
That make no care, what ere your censure be. 

If it be good, I thanke you for good will : 
If oontrarie, so contiarie come to you. 
If it be well, I can not take it ill : 
If otherwise, the like good may it doe you. 
If kindely then, as kindly let me wooe you 

To leaue such ierldngs, least they smart too sore. 

Loue me as I doe you, I aske no more. 

Bat yet, me tbinkes, I see you smile at mee, 

As though my Rules were scarcely worth the reading : 

And that a silly painted ckiath should be 

rbe Librarie of all my learnings breeding : 

And that my wits had need of too much weeding. 

O what a burthen must my patience cary ? 

The Alehouse is the Asses Dictionary. 



But for the Alehouse and the Painted Cloth. 

If ought I finde there, that be worth the noting, 

Laying aside the filthy drouken froth : 

What good I see, I will not skippe the coating. 

A good Redde Herring may be worth the bloting. 
Better a good wit in an Alehouse sit, 
Then finde an Alehouse in an idle wit. 

So much in honour of my homely booke : 
Wherein the Birds and beasts so wisely speake ; 
And so much for the notes from them I tooke, 
To helpe such wits as will hath made too worke, 
Into the bounds of blessed thoughts to breake. 
Now, for the natures of those notes, you see 
What cause you haue to thinke amisse of me.' 

Further:— 

' I will not meddle with Qua Afaribus, 
The Propria will trouble me too much : 
Nor yet, Qui miki Discipulus: 
Except I knew my mastership were such, 
As somewhat might a gratious Scholer tuch. 

No, I will let the Latine lines alone ; 

And speake a few more English, and be gone. 

Let all good wiU. if any good there be ; 
Leaue trussing, and vntrussing of their points, 
And heare thus much (although not leame) of me ; 
The spirits, that the Oyle of Grace annoyntes. 
Will keepe their senses in those sacred ioynts. 

That each true-learned, Christian-harted brother. 

Will be vnwilling to offend another. 

And so would I ; for if in truthe. I knewe 
(Although it were frill much against my will) 
I should offend but any one of you, 
That might oonceiue iust cause to wish me ill : 
I would throwe downe my Inke, and break my quill, 
Ere I would write one word to such an ende, 
As might but gaine a foe, or lose a friende. 

In Undnesse then let me entreate you thus : 
If that your leasure seme you, looke it ouer : 
And what you finde that you may take amisse. 
Let my confession of such learning couer, 
Let euery Poet be each others louer. 
Let vs note follies, and be warned by them : 
But not in writing, to the world descry them. 

It is a plot among pernicious braines. 
To breede a brawle twixt better-natur'd wits, 
By soothing sinne with humour of disdaines, 
Vntill they fall into some raging fits, 
Wherein the fruite but of Repentance sits : 

But let them listen to those tongues that list, 

Let vs not labour for Had I wist. 



Let Noddies go to cuffes for bloudie i 
Let vs but laugh to see their lack of Reason : 
Leaue them their weedes, and let vs gather Roses, 
And reap our wheat, while they do pick on peason. 
Let vs hate lies, ingratitude, and treason. 
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And with our friends in fond conodpts to stiiue. 
And we shall be the blessed'st men aliue.' 

Still further he pleads with ' better-natured 
wits ' to be friendly with each other : — 

' If that a minde be fiill of misery, 

What villainy is it to vexe it more? 

And if a wench doe treade her shooe awry. 

What honest heart will tume her out of dore? 

Oh. if our fiaultes were all vpon the skore : 
What man so holy, but would be ashamed. 
To heare himselfe vpon the Sdiednle named ? 

Let vs then leaue our biting Idnde of verses : 
They are too bitter for a gentler taste. 
Sharpe-pointed speach so neare the spirit pearoes. 
As growes to rankle ere the poison waste. 
But let all be forgotten that v& past : 

And let vs all agree in one in this : 

Let God alone to mend what is amisse. 

But if we needes will tiy our wits to write. 
And striue to mount our Muses to the height, 
Oh let vs labour for that heauenly light. 
That may direct vs in our passage strdght : 
Where humble wits may holy will awaite ; 
And there to finde that woil» to write and reede. 
That may be worth the looking on indeede. 

To shewe the life of vnitie in loue. 
Where neuer discord doth the nrasique marre : 
But, in the blessing of the soules behoue. 
To see the light of that farre-shming starre. 
Which shews the day that neuer night can marre : 
But in the brightnesse of etemall glory. 
How loue and life doe make a blessed story. 

If we be toucht with sorrow of our sinnes, 
Expresse our passions as the Psalmist did : 
And shew how mercy, hopes reliefe bonnes. 
Where greatest harmes are in repentance hid : 
Where Grace in Mercy doth despaire forbid : 
And sing of Him, and of his glory such, 
Who hateth sinne, yet will foigiue so much. 

And let our hymnes be Angell harmonie. 
Where Halleluiah makes the heauens to ring : 
And make a consort of such companie. 
As make the Quire but to their holy King : 
This, then, I say, would be a blessed thing : 

When all the world might ioy to heare and see 

How Poets, in such Poetry agree.' 

And onward : — 

' Let vs all Poets then agree together. 

To run from hell, and fained Helicon ; 

And looke at heauen. and humbly hie vs thither, 

Where Graces shall be let in, euery one, 

To sing a part in Glories vnion ; 
And there to settle all our soules desire. 
To heare the musicke of that heauenly Quire. 



Let Quid, with Narcissmi idle tale, 
Weare out his wits with figurative fiableSb 
Old idle Histories grow to be so sude. 
That clownes abnost haue bard them from their tabies* 
And Pkmhts, with his horses, and his stables : 
Leaue them to babies : make them a better dioise 
Of sweeter matter for their soules reioyoe.' 

Here is another personal reference : — 

' And since my selfe haue marched in that ranke 
Where Mercury commanded Pallas Traine, 
And spent my spirits in my thoughts, as franke 
As he that thought he had a better vaine : 
I must oonfesse, what idle humours gaine ; 
A frumpe, a fiowne, a foyle, or els a feare : 
When wil doth write that reason cannot heare. 

No, trudy no : this world is not for me. 

I win no longer be fiemtasticall ; 

But winke at folly, when the foole I see : 

That in his gesture is so finicall. 

As if his spirit were Poeticall : 
And thinke it better were my wits at Scfaoole, 
Then spoyle my wits in painting of a foole. 

Vpon the painted doth, the Nightingale 
Did bid me heare, and see, and say the best. 
The sea Mew sayes it is a cruell gale. 
That driues the Swallow deane out of her nest 
Why, simple noses now can bide no iest : 
Aiid Poets, that are open in Inuectiues, 
Doe often fall vpon too much defectiuesL 

Bdeeue me brother, tis as thou doest write : * 
Poets should wiight by heauenly inspiration : 
But he that is possessed with despight, 
Shewes but a wicked kinde of instigation ; 
To thinke by sco£fes to make a reformation. 
No, let vs all goe backe to vertues Schooles, 
And let the world alone to bring vp fooles. 

I haue bene vaine as any man aliue : 
But would be vertuous now. if I knew how : 
And euery day, and houre, and mhiute striue 
My wicked heart to better grace to bow. 
Then let me say, as to myselfe, to you ; 
Let vs leaue all our idle imperfections, 
And study vertue, for our lines directions. 

For God sake let vs then our foUies leaue. 

And not lay open one anothers ill ; 

But in our consdence leame for to concdue. 

How heedlesse wit may be abus'd by will. 

And haue a care so well to vse our skill, 
We may be loued for our learned lines. 
Where gradous spirits Poets make diuines. 

And for my sdfe, I meane the Ice to breake, 
Vnto the passage of that Paiadice ; 
Where imuisht Grace may of that glory speake. 
Where mercy lines, and comfort neuer dyes, 
And the best praise of any Poet lies : 
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Or at the least if any went before, 

Follow that line, and knie the world no more.' 

The following stanzas as related to 'The 
Whipping of the Satyre' by 'W. I.' are 
specially to be noted, inasmuch as in * No 
Whippinge ' Breton ridicules them in his own 
sweet-blooded fashion : — 

' As a faUnd begger guided by his boy, 
Stands in the way of some frequented place. 
And cryes, Alas, I doe no sight inioy : 
For lesns sake, take pity on my case ; 
Bestowe one penny ; God your sight mayntayne ; 
The Lord in heauen will you reward agayne; 

And still hb boy (like a Ptunenthesis) 

Comes in, For Gods sake help the poore and blind ; 

And leads him forward with a string, I wisse. 

Spying about some Gentleman to find. 

Then they poore soules make toward him apace, 

And both together pleade their wofdll case. 

If he doth passe, and doth not passe for it. 
The boy runnes after with a rathioll crie. 
Good courteoiis Gentleman, for Gods sake yet, 
Here's a three halfpence, bat one halfpenny : 
So your Uind errour by deootion led. 
Wearies the senses of the Readers head.' 

(C verso and C a.) 

Here is Breton's retort : — 

' What right bred wiu, wiQ haue to doe with blind men. 
Especially blind beggers and their boyes ? 
They that hane iudgement, how indeed to find men 
Wil think snch yonnkers but hobberdie-hoyes. 
That ply their wiu vnto such paltrie toyes : 
Or els to shew, that he hath leam'd in part, 
To rob the blinde man of his beggers art' 

Another stanza is also laughed at by 
Breton. It runs thus : — 
* Your Readen tongue at euery leafe doth tyre : 
Then for a bayte of fresher breath doth stay, 
Each lyne he thinks a lane, and doth desire. 
It were as playne as Dunstable high way ; 
When I dare speake it, at the best mans table, 
Vou deale as playne as any Dunse is able.' (C. 4 p. 3.) 

Here is * No Whippinge*s ' reply : — 
' And what haoe we to doe with pilgrimage, 
To walke bare witted to S. Dunces well? 
A Gnunmer Scholer but of ten yeeres age, 
That scaiae hath leam'dhis Latine lines to spell. 
Will soone by heart, a better story tell : 

And say, such PoeU as their witt so toase. 

Make aU their walkes by Uttle witkun < 



He adds another gentle, modest assurance, 
after dilating on the 'blind bagger ' allusion 



in other three stanzas, and works in his often- 

used and curious expression 'woe-begon 

him' and his contempt for 'ballad-makers' 

(cf. II. Critical) :— 

' But for I doubt, some men of good profession. 
Win take exceptions at my table-writing : 
To honest mindes I make my hearts confession ; 
My soule is free from vertuous spirits spighting : 
Not one of them is in my thoughts en<Ughting. 
I rather wish, God blesse them and their Arts, 
And let the blind men play the Beggers parts. 

For all good Poets will cry out Tpon him. 

That falles to blindenes and to bcggery : 

And in his wits, be so £ure woe-begon him, 

That in an humour, of base trumpery. 

The world may see, in idle foolery, 
A BaUad-miker would hane bene a Poet : 
But that he knew not in what point to shew it' 

He concludes with a final wistful appeal 
to hb fellow-poets for consecration of their 
gifts to ' higher strains ' : — 
' Oh PoeU. tuma the humour of your bmines, 
Vnto some heauealy Muse, or meditation ; 
And let your spirits there imploy your paines, 
Where neuer weaiy, needs no recreation. 
While God doth blesse each gracious cogitation. 
For proud comparisons are alwayes odious : 
But humble Muses musicke is melodious. 

No, no : let fsnde weane her sdfe from folly ; 
And heauenly prayers grace our Poetrie. 
Let vs not loue the thought that is not holy. 
Nor bend our mindes to blinde mens beggerie : 
But let vs thinke it our soules misery, 

That all our Muses doe not ioyne in one. 

To make a Quire to sing to God alone. 

For could our spirits all agree together. 
In the true ground of vertues humble grace. 
To sing of heauen, and of the high-way thither. 
And of the ioyes in that most ioyfull place. 
Where Angels armes the blessed soules embrace ; 
Then God himselfe would blesse our soules encfitiog. 
And al the workl would loue a Poets writing.' 
FINIS. 

Doubtless Breton felt called on (apart 
from other motives) to * reproue ' the * Whip- 
ping of the Satire ' from the direct allusion 
to one of his raciest books, as follows, in the 
portion devoted to the Epigrammist : — 
* It seemes 3rour brother StUyrt and ye twayne, 
Plotted three wayes to put Uie DiueU downe ; 
One should outiayle him by invectiue vaine. 
One all to flout him like a countrey downe : 
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And one in action, on a stage oat-face, 
And play vpon him to his great disgrace. 

You Humourist^ if it be true I heare. 
An action thus against the Diuell brought. 
Sending your humours to each Theater, 
To serae the writ that ye had gotten out 
That Mad-cap yet superiour praise doth win. 
Who out of hope euen casts his cap at ain.' 

(F. 3 vesso.) 

In margin on 1. 2, * Against the booke of 
Humours/ and on L 5, ' Pasquils Mad-cap.' ^ 

Under i8th May 1603 is entered ' A Poste 
with a Mad packet of Letters.' This was 
the first part of what proved a most popular 
venture. It was first published in 1603. 
The Bibliographers record numerous after- 
editions on to 1685. The dates of the 
Letters are adapted to the dates of publica- 
tion of the several editions. In my Notes 
and Illustrations to the 'Mad Packet of 
Letters ' — as abeady partially exemplified — 
there are a number of touching personal 
allusions. In addition to 'Gawthorpe' — 
seat of the Gascoignes — there are ' Chaulk- 
ley' and 'my lodging in the little College' 
(Pt iL Letter 14) and * Arthingworth ' (/^. 
Letter 32). One Letter, which like the 
others specified it is to be noted is signed 
with his own initials, is of rare biographic 
interest It reads to me as a bit of his own 
sorrowful life ; and as such presents the old 
man — about sixty probably — fallen on evil 
da3rs and tongues. This Letter must appear 
in full here (Pt. ii. Letter 19) : — 

1 My friend Dr. Brinsley Nicholson has made it probaUe 
that a Wniiam Ingram of Cambridge was the W. I. of ' The 
Whipping of the Satyre.' See Letters in Tk* Atkerueum as I 
write (1879). I would refer the reader to my collection of John 
Marston's Poems for relation of these poems to hinL I show 
there that Marston could not possibly have been the author of 
TIU Wkipptr of the Satyrt kit ptnmanct im a wkitt Skgfie, 
herein differing irom Mr. W. C. Hazlitt, Dr. Nicholson, and 
Mr. Charles Edmonds. The only allusion to ' The Whipping 
of the Satire' that I know is in Dekker's ' Untnusing of the 
Humorous Poet' (Dramatic Works» voL i. p. a6o: Pearsoo, 
1873) — ' Sirra stincker, thour't but yntrussed now, I owe thee 
a whipping still, and I 'U pay it : I haue laydt roddes in Pisse 
and Vineger for thee : It shaU not bee the Wki/^ng d tK 
Saiyrt, nor the Whipping or the blinde-Beare, but of a counter- 
feit Ingler, that steales the name of Horace.' This looks very 
like a disavowal for Marston of the ' Whipper of the Satire,' 
or why kit phra«e 'toddes in piase 'f 



To my dearat Moved friend on earth, H, IV. 

Honest Harrie, out of a troubled spirit of a tonnen- 
ted heart. I write to thee, & therefore beare with my 
skill, if it be not in the pleasing nature of so good an 
humour as I could wish, and thou art worthy of : but 
as I know thee able to judge of colours better then 
the blinde eyes and be^le^heads, and of that true kind- 
nesse that can & doth rather comfort the afflicted, then 
encrease the sorrowes of the distressed : let me impart to 
thee some part of my passion, that patience in thy pitty 
may better play her part in my spirit : what sbal I say ? 
I liue as without life pleasured in nothing, crossed in all 
hopes, put in many feares, languishing in many sorrowes, 
& troubled with the griefe of a wounded conscience : 
not with the horrour of Murther, the feare of Treason, 
nor ddight of sin, but with the cruelty of Fortune, the 
vnkindnesse of Friends, and the breach of credit, and 
most of all with them whom I most loue. Oh God my 
heart aketh, & blame it not : and my Spirit moumeth, 
and reproue it not : for though patience be a vertue that 
maketh men diuine, yet there is but one Christ, and men 
are no Angels : and let me tell the truth, the miserie of 
my life is intolerable in the sense of nature : for, compare 
the afflictions of the most patient, with the causes of my 
passions, and prouide a world of pity to behold the map 
of my miseries : hath one man be^ne wealthy and be- 
come poore? so am I : hath another suffered wrong? so 
doe I : another buried his Parents, Children, and deare 
friends ? so haue I : another trauelled farre in hope of 
gaine, and returned with losse ? so haue I : another be^e 
wounded in the warres, fared hard, lain in a cold bed 
many a bitter storme, and be6ie at many a hard banquet ? 
all these haue I: another imprisoned? so haue I: 
another long bin sicke? so haue I : another plagued 
with an vnquiet wife? so am I : another indebted, to his 
hearts griefe. and fiune would pay and cannot ? so am 
I : in sum, any of these crosses are able to kill the 
heart of a kinde Spirit, and all these lie at once so 
heauy vpon my heart, as nothing but the hand of God 
can remoue : besides my continuall toile for the reward 
of vnqvietnesse, while that which should bee my comfort, 
is my corrosiue : imagine how with all this I can liue, and 
thinke what a death it is thus to Uue. Oh for the scome 
of the proud, the abuse of the vngracious, the scoffe of 
the foolish, and the scanning of the vnkind : the company 
of the discontentiue. and the want of the most affected : 
the disgrace of learning, the losse of time, and the misery 
of want : if their be a hell on earth, it cannot be Dure 
from this caue of my discomfort : where I am sure, the 
deuill, seeing my desire to seme God, layeth all hisbarres 
he can in the way for my discomfort : but I defie him, 
and hope in Christ that my lining and louing God, who 
hath tryed my soule in aduersities. wil one day in bis 
mercie so looke vpon me, that the deuil shal be driuen 
back from his purpose, and, tbetearesof my body wiped 
away, I shall rejoyoe in such a joy, as, all my griefes 
deane forgotten, my heart and soule shaU in the joy of 
my sense, in the heauenly harmony of a holy hymne, sing 
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a new song of praise to the glory of my Sauioor : for the 
hastening whereof in my deliuerance from my torments, 
and comforts in his mercies, I will frame my daily prayers, 
and be assured of thy Amen : but I feare I am too tedious, 
and therefore will thus end : God continue my patience 
but not my sonowes : giue me deliuerance from my 
miseries, and make me thankfiill for his blessings, and 
blesse th^ with as much happinesse as thou knowest I 
want, so teauing my hopes to his mercies, and vs both 
to his tuition : I rest with as little rest as I thinke any 
man can rest, Thine or not mine oume^ N. B, 

One queries wistfiiUy whether the H. W. 
were Henry Willoughby, the poet of 
' Willobies Avisa 'f Be it noted that Breton 
had (eheu !) an * vnquiet wife ' and that he 
had buried ' Parents and Children * — ^the 
latter agreeing with the entries in St Giles 
Cripplegate Register (anU). 

The 'Packet of Letters' is exceedingly 
entertaining even to-day. I know scarcely 
any contemporary book of such bright good 
English, or so packed full with anecdotes 
and incidents, wise saws and instances, quips 
and proverbs, hits and jests and humours, 
reflective of the old Elizabethan times. En 
passant, my eye has just caught the phrase, 
' I finde . . . loue so idle an humour, that 
I am afraid to lose time in it' (Pt L Letter ii). 
Whence came the extraordinary popularity of 
this word ' humour ' in those days t Perhaps 
it began with Shylock's ' I'll not ansuer that, 
but say it is my humour: is it answered)' 
At all events I diink its employment in title- 
pages begins with Chapman's 'Humorous 
Day's Mirth ' (dated 1597), and Ben Jonson's 
*Evefy Man in his Humour^ (dated 1598). 
From that time, in spite of Shakespeare's 
ridicule and Jonson's remonstrances, the 
word spread and flourished, and hardly a 
popular author of the period escaped putting 
it on a title-page, epistle, or somewhere. 
Davies of Hereford, like Breton, uses it. 
The scores of 'Humorous' books may be 
appropriately concluded with John Day's 
^Humour out of Breath^ (1608) — ^by which 
time the public were probably rather tired of 
the word, as afterwards it only occurs pow 



and then. Breton himself seems to have 
tired of it a little when he put his ' Packet of 
Letters' into its latest shape: for I have 
noticed at least five cases in which the word 
'humour' of edition 1603 was replaced by 
some other later. Similarly Shakespeare 
lessened his use of it. 

The success of the 'Packet of Letters' 
led to rivalry. I have now before me ' A 
Speedie Poste, with certaine New Letters. 
Or The first fruits of new Conceits, neuer 
yet disclosed. Now published for the 
helpe of such as are desirous to learne to 
write Letters. By L W., Gent' 1625. (4to.) 
Another edition— also before me — ^approaches 
still nearer Breton's title-page, as thus : — ' A 
Speedy Post with a Packet of Letters and 
Complements: Usefiill for England, Scotland, 
and Ireland. Or The first fruits of New 
Conceits, neuer yet disclosed. Newly pub- 
lished for the help of such as are desirous to 
learne to write Letters in Court, City, and 
Countrey. By L W., Gent.' 1645. (4to.) 
Another is entitled, ' Cupids Messenger : or 
A trusty Friend stored with sundry sorts of 
serious, witty, pleasing, amorous, and delight- 
fiill Letters,' 1631. (4to.). These are not 
without their value ; but are infinitely inferior 
to Breton's book in substance and style. 

The kit made by the ' Packet of Letters' 
was followed up with books of kin with it, 
e^. ' A merry Dialouge betwixte Twoo Tra- 
uellers, Lorenzo and Dorindo' (x) : 'Wonders 
or Newes worth the hearinge,' etc (y) : ' I 
praie be not angrie' («): 'An Old Man's 
Lesson and A Young Man's Loue' (ci)\ 
•Wytte's Priuate Wealth,' etc {eey. 'A Mad 
World' (^): 'Caracters morall and De vine' 
{jj)\ 'A Dialogue betwixt a Courtier and a 
Countryman' (««): 'Strange Newes,' etc 
{fp)y and 'Grimello's Fortunes' {yy\ and 
'The Honour of Valour' (»), and 'Honest 
Counsaile,' etc. (aaa). These are all man- 
ners-painting and in a quiet modest way 
morally hortatory. They make us wishful 
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to know whither, and with whom he went 
on his Trauells. He must have gone to the 
* Low Countries/ France, Italy, and possibly 
Spain. He avows in the letter quoted (p. 
xxxviii) that he had been ' wounded in the 
warres.' 

In grouping these works together, I have 
over-passed others. There was in 1600 
' Mekmcholike Humors* {uu) ; which is over- 
shadowed in my judgment with the great 
sorrow of the break with the Countess of Fern- 
broke. There was in 1602 'The Mother's 
Blessing' — tender and beautiful, and 'A 
True Description of Unthankfiilness,' etc 
(xx) — ^most affecting. There was the ex- 
quisite ' Passionate Shepherd' in 1604 {aa). 
There was in 1605 *The Soules Immortall 
Crowne,' eta {dd). There was in 1607 'A 
Murmurer,' and later *The Hate of Trea- 
son' (^r)— both looking to the new king 
(James I.). There was in 1608 * Divine 
Considerations' (bbb). There was in 1614 
'I would and I would not' {hh)\ in 1616, 
'Crossing the Proverbs' (//). In 1622 two 
books are entered in the Stationers' Registers 
of which no solitary exemplars survive, viz., 
'Nay then' {qq)\ 'Oddes: or all the World 
to Nothing' {rr). Finally: 'Fantasticks' 
appeared in 1626. This is unquestionably 
one of his brightest, most vivid, most admir- 
able books. The marvel is that it has all 



the elan and sparkle of youth, while its 
phrasing and wording is of his finest warbled 
prose. It is specially important to note that 
'Fantasticks'did first appear in 1626; for 
the other Nicholas Breton contemporary, 
of the Staffordshire and Northampton lines, 
who has been mistaken for our Worthy, died 
two years before, viz. in 1624.^ 

The name of Nicholas Breton suddenly 
disappears after ' Fantasticks,' except in 
assignment of some of his earlier books in 
the Stationers' Registers. In all likelihood he 
died in 1626. If — ^as has been seen approxi- 
mately — ^he was bom in 1542-3, he would 
then be in hb eighty-third year. I bare my 
brow to this fine ' old EngUsh gentleman all 
of the olden time.' To my mind's eye he 
stands forth a brave pathetic figure of the 
Elizabethan days. Seeing that hitherto next 
to nothing has been known or told of him, 
and that little, blundering^ e.g.^ Fair and 
others dub him Sir Nicholas Breton, while 
Ellis, Brydges, Corser, Collier, and others 
confound him with Captain Nicholas Breton 
{ut supra\ I may be forgiven if I am some- 
what proud of having brought together so 
much concerning him. Henceforward I 
trust (as in other cases of my Worthies) he 
will abide not umbra nominis, but a living 
personality. 

1 See all the anthorities named nt^ra. 



II.— CRITICAL. 



Turning now from the Writer to his Writ- 
ings in Verse and Prose — ^the two about 
equally dividing the Works — there are cer- 
tain things in them that may, perhaps, with 
advantage be stated and illustrated. 
I arrange them thus : — 
I. Characteristics. 
II. Shakespereana. 



III. NOTABILIA. 

IV. Satires and Epistles-Dedicatory, 

etc. 
V. Claims. 
VI. Desiderata. 

I. Characteristics, —These I sub-arrange 
as follows ; — 
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I. StTLK — CONaKNITY AND MELODY. 2. 

Brightness. 3. FkESHNESs. 4* Sweet- 
ness. 5. Tenderness. 6. Purity. 

I. CoNaNNiTY AND Melody. — In an age 
when great folios and squab quartos were 
the rule and the rage, Nicholas Breton 
elected to write only small books that could 
readily be issued as thin quartos or slight 
duodecimos. He had all a book-lover's fancy 
Ux dainty form ; and all of his productions 
were beauttfully printed and not infrequently 
notably adorned, e^, his ' Soule's Immortal 
Crowne' is a charming volume, with its 
woodcut bordering of quaint and intricate 
and varying devices.^ In contrast with the 
largeness and diflfiiseness of many of his con- 
temporaries, I regard it as a merit in our 
Worthy that he took time to be brief and 
compact One secret of this is — ^as I have 
noted — the concinnity of his style. There are 
few Elizabethan prose-writers — Bacon stands 
alone in his ' Essaies ' — ^who so abounds in 
'picked and packed words.' Our word 
' fluent ' has deteriorated in latter days ; so 
as to e3q)ress mere volubility; but in its 
etymological sense it is nicely descriptive of 
Breton's style. It ' flows ' with crystal clear- 
ness and closeness all round the thought, 
fimcy, metaphor, apophthegm, quip, sapng, 
story, that the Author wishes to tell us. I 
wocdd have called it 'sinuous' were it not 
that somehow again the hiss of the serpent 
is inevitably associated with the word. 
Ad aperturam UM^ his 'Characters vpon 
Essaies' and 'Good and Badde,' it would 
be preposterous to compare with Bacon's for 
weight and intellectual richness, and an 
mmameable charm of phrasing. But putting 
tliem out of court, I know not where to 
find better English, more substantive think- 
ing (within its own relatively modest limits), 
or more memorable portraiture, as with a 
stroke of the pen — comparable in a way with 
die pendlled memoranda of the great Art- 
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Masters. The ' Characters ' are ' Wisdome,' 
'Learning,' 'Knowledge,' 'Practice,' 'Pa- 
tience,' 'Loue,' 'Peace,' 'Warre,' 'Valor,' 
' Resolution,' ' Honor,' ' Truth,' ' Time,' 
'Death,' 'Faith,' and 'Feare.' Let the 
penultimate one stand as a fair represen- 
tation—conveniently short— of the rest. 
Thus:— 

faith. 
' Faith is the hand of the aool which layeth hold of 
the promises of Chiist in the mercy of the Almighty : 
Shee hath a bright e^e and a holy eare, a deare heart 
and sure foot : she is the strength of Hope, the trust of 
Truth, the honour of Amitie and the ioy of Loue ; shee 
is rare among the sonnes of men and hardly found 
among the daughters of woemen ; but among the sonnes 
of God she is a conueyance of their inheritance and 
among the daughters of Grace she is the assurance of 
their portions. Her dwelling b in the Church of God, 
her conuersation with the Saints of God, her delight with 
the beloued of God and her life is in the loue of God : 
shee knowes no falshood, distrusts no Truth, breakes 
no promise and coines no excuse, but as bright as the 
Sunne, as swift as the winde, as sure as the rocke. and 
as pure as the gold, she lookes toward heauen, but liues 
in the world, in the soules of the Elect to the glory of 
Election : she was wounded in Paradise by a dart of the 
DeuiU and healed of her hurt by the death of Christ 
lesus : she is the poore mans credit and the rich mans 
praise, the wise mans care and the good mans cognizance. 
In summe, finding her worth, in words hardly to be 
expressed, I win in these few words onely deliuer my 
opinion of her : Shee is Gods blessing and mans blisse, 
reasons comfort and vertues glory. '^ 

' The Good and The Badde ' embrace * A 
Worthy King ' and ' An Vnworthy King,' ' A 
Worthy Queene' with no 'Vnworthy,' *A. 
Worthy' and 'An Vnworthy Prince,' 'A 
Worthie' and ' Vnworthie Priuy Councellor,' 
' A Noble ' and ' Vnoble Man,' ' A Worthie ' 
and ' Vnworthy Bishop,' 'A Worthy' and 
' Vnworthy ludge,' ' A Worthie ' and 
' Vnworthy Knight,* ' A Worthy ' and 
' Vnworthy Gentleman,' ' A Worthy ' and 
* Vnworthy Lawyer,' ' A Worthy ' and * An 
Vntrained Souldier,' 'A Worthy' and 'An 
Vnworthy Physician/ ' A Worthy' and ' Vn- 
worthy Marchant,' 'A good Man ' and ' An 
Atheist or most badde Man,' ' A Wise Man ' 



1 VoL II. ^, p. lo. 



63 



/ 



Digitized by 



Google 



xlii 



MEMORIAL-INTRODUCTION. 



and ' A Foole/ ' An Honest Man' and ' A 
Knaue/ 'An Vsurer' and 'A Beggar/ a 

* Virgin ' and * A Wanton Woman/ * A Quiet ' 
and • An Vnqqiet Woman/ ' A Good Wife ' 
and ' An Effeminate Foole/ * A Parasite/ 

* A Bawde/ ' A Drankard/ ' A Coward,' • An 
Honest Poore Man/ ' A lust Man ' and ' A 
Repentant Sinner/ ' A Reprobate/ * An Old 
Man/ 'A Young Man/ and * A Holy Man.' 
Two must represent the whole, viz., *A 
Worthy ' and ' An Vnworthy Lawyer,' and 
' An Vnworthy Physician.' 

18. A Worthy Lcnoyer. 

' A worthy Lawyer is the studient of knowledge, how 
to bring controuersies into a conclusion of peace and out 
of ignorance to gaine vnderstanding. Hee diuides time 
into vses and cases into oonstructiones. Hee layes open 
obscurities and is praysed for the speech of truth, and 
in the court of conscience pleads much in forma pauperis, 
for small fees. He is a meane for the preseruation of 
titles and the holding of possessions and a great instru- 
ment of peace in the iudgement of impartiality. Hee is 
the clyent's hope, in his case's pleading and his heart's 
comfort in a happy issue. Hee is the finder out of tricks 
in the craft of ill conscience and the ioy of the distressed 
in the reliefe of lustice. In summe, hee is a maker of 
peace among the spirits of contention and a continuer 
of quiet in the execution of the Law.' 

19. An Vnworthy Lawyer, 

* An vnleamed and vnworthily called a Lawyer, is the 
figure of a foot-post, who carries letters but knowes not 
what is in them, only can read the superscriptions to direct 
them to their right owners. So trudgeth this simple clarke, 
that can scarce read a case when it is written, with his 
hand-full of papers from one Court to another and from 
one counsellor's chamber to another, when by his good 
payment for his paines hee will bee so sawcy as to call 
himselfe a Sollidtor. But what a taking are poore clients 
in when this too much trusted cunning companion, better 
redde in Pierce Plowman then in Ploydon and in the Play 
of Richard the Third then in the Pleas of Edward the 
Fourth ; perswades them all is sure when hee is sure of 
all ! and in what a misery are the poore men when vpon 
a Nihil dicit because indeede this poore fellow. Nihil 
potest dicere, they are in danger of an execution before 
they know wherefore they are condemned. But I wish 
all such more wicked then witty vnleamed in the Law 
and abusers of the same, to looke a little better into 
their consciences and to leaue their crafty courses, lest 
when the Law indeede laies them open, insteede of cany- 
ing papers in their hands they weare not papers on their 
heads and instead of giuing eare to their clients' causes 
or rather eies into their purses, they haue nere an eare 



left to beare withal, nor good eie to see withaU: or at 
least honest fieuse to looke out withall, bat as the gras- 
hoppers of Egypt bee counted the caterpillers of Engkmd 
and not the foxe that stole the goose bat the great fose 
that stole the fiune from the gander.' 

23. A» Vwwortiiy PkyHdan, 

* An vnleamed and so vnworthy Physician, is a kinde 
of horse-leech, whose cure is moat in drawing of bkmd 
and a desperate purge, either to cure or kill, as it bits. 
His discourse is most of the cures that bee hath done 
and them afisure off; and not a receipt viider a himdreth 
pounds, though it be not worth three halfe-pence. 
Vpon the market-day he is much haunted with vrinals, 
where if he finde anything (though he knowe nothing) 
yet hee will say somewhat, which if it hit to some 
purpose, with a fewefiastian words hee win seeoie a piece 
of strange stuffe. Hee is neuer without old meny 
tales and stale iests to make olde folkes laugh and com- 
fits or plummes in his pocket to please little children ; 
yea and he will be talking of complexions though be 
know nothing of their dispositions ; and if his mediciae 
doe a feate he is a made man among fooles ; but bdng 
wholly vnleamed, and oft-times vnhonest. let me thus 
briefly describe hinL He is a plaine kinde of moante- 
banke, and a tme quacke-saluer, a danger for the sicke 
to deale withaU, and a dizard in the world to talke 
withall. '1 

In the recollection of much contemporary 
long-winded writing, I for one estimate 
highly these pregnant, swift antithetic sen- 
tences. They fall into the memory inevit- 
ably as husked seeds wafted before the 
wind into crannies and comers. When you 
dwell upon the thick-coming continuations 
and variations of the initial thought, you find 
that you have bullion, not thinned-out gold- 
leaf. Superadded to the concinnity of the 
Prose is the concinnity combined with 
* melody ' of the Verse. One o' times indeed 
covets more vigour, more rush, more abatidon. 
There is a soup^on of monotony in a good 
deal of the sacred Verse. But regarded 
broadly, the Verse of Nicholas Breton 
is matterful, and instinct with ' melody/ To 
illustrate all this, and coincidently his not 
unfrequent nervous purity of language, I turn 
to his ' Pilgrimage to Paradise ' as thus : — 

* Thou cursed serpent, grounde of al di^giaoe. 
By Idlenes begetting Ignorance : 

1 Vol. II. r, pp. 8, 9. 
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Which dost the sprigges of fairest rootes defoce, 
Wth loath^me ooune of life's discountenaunce : 
And makst a pleasure of the spirit's paine, 
Die in- thy dreaxne, and neaer wake againe. 

Sleepe is the soule's disease, the minde's dispight, 
The Curse of Nature, and the crosse of rest : 
The thoughte's disquiet, and the darkesome night, 
Wherein the spirit likes the body lest : 
A losse of time and reason's malladie, 
Where death is found but sorrowe's remedy.' 

(Vol I. b, p. 13, col. 1. ) 

Again : — 

' And on they walke, vntil anone they came, 
Vnto a Church, not built of lime or stone 
But that true Church, of that Immortal fame 
That is worlde's wonder, and heauen's loue alone : 
Whose head is Christ, whose Martirs are his piUers 
And al whose members, are his wordes' wel-«rillers. 

The gate, is Gtace, Contrition, is the key, 
The locke, is loue, the porter, Penitence : 
Where humble fiuth, must heanenly fauonr stay, 
Till pity taike with vertue's patience : 
While angels' sighes, the sinner's waie deuise. 
To hane his entiaunoe into paradise. 

Which is in deede the plot of al perfection, 
Drawne by the compasse of diuine conceite, 
Whose line, is life laide by his knie's direction 
Who makes al flesh vpon the spirite waite : 
Whose flowers are fruites of £uthe's eternal fauour, 
Sweete to the soule, in euerliuing sauour. 

Now in this grounde, doth line this glorious King, 
Of merde's life, amidde the fire of loue. 
Who, as the sunne, doth cause the flowers to spring, 
So, by his fire, makes faith her comfort proue : 
When heauenly ruth doth yertue's roote so nourish, 
That, her laire flowers shall grow and euer floorish. 

Now heere the herbes were wholsome sentences, 
Which purge the hart, of euery idle thought : 
And for each grasse, a grace of wit and sences. 
By heauenly blessing from the spirit brought : 
In midst whereof the well of life doth spring, 
About the which the Angels sit and singe. 

Heere is the light that makes the sunne to shine, 
Heere is the brightnes of the morning light, 
Heere is the sunne, that neuer doth decline, 
Heere is the daie, that neuer hath a night, 
Heere is the hope of euerliuing blisse. 
And comforte, that beyonde all knowledge is. 

Heere neuer weede, had euer power to growe. 
Nor euer worme coulde make an herbe to wither, 
But in the path, where all perfections goe, 
Vertue and Nature, kindely went togither. 
And heauenly dewes, did al the fiiiites so dierish. 
That, neither fruit, nor herbe, nor flower oould- perish. 



Heere neuer sorrow for the thought of losses. 
Heere euer labour and yet neuer weary : 
Heere neuer feare, of any fatal crosses, 
Heere neuer mourning, and heere euer merry : 
Heere neuer hunger, thurst, nor heat, nor cold. 
But take enough, and stil the store doth holde. 

Heere is the sky, the sun, the moone, and stars. 
Set for a dial, by the heauen's direction : 
Heere neuer doude their brightest shining barres. 
But show their brightnes in their best perfection : 
Heere, is in some the sweetest light of al. 
From which al lights haue their originaL 

Heere neuer foote of wicked pride presumed. 
But is excluded heauenlie paradise : 
Heere is the aier with sweetest sweetes perfumed. 
While sinners' sighes is blessed sacrifice : 
When faithful soules in Angels' armes embraced, 
Are in the eie of glorious fauour graced. 

Heere are the virgins playing, Angels singing. 
The Saintes reioicing, and the Martirs ioying. 
Heere sacred comfortes to the conscience springing. 
And no one thought of discontent anoying : 
Heere hurt was none, and feare of death is neuer, 
But heere is loue, and heere is life for euer. 

Heere sorrowe's teares, doe quenche the heate of Sinne. 

And fire of loue, doth kindle life againe : 

Heere doth the grounde of glory first Ix^nne, 

And heere is Vertue, hi her highest vaine : 

Heere, is in some the state of honour's story. 

And of all goodnes, the etemall glory. 

And heere is, lo that heauenly paradise. 
Whereto the pilgrime, made his pilgrimage : 
Where sacred mercy fh^t did solempnize. 
The spirite to the fleshe in manage : 
And here the hart did finde his spirit blest, 
To bring the sences to etemall rest.' 

Gloria in excehis Deo. 
{lb. p. ao.) 

The 'Countesse of Pembrooke's Loue/ 
and *The Countesse of Pembrooke's Passion ' 
abound with co-equal passages, though it 
is difficult to detach them for quotation. 
But even thus far, how grotesque is the still 
occasionally disinterred Johnsonian dictum 
about ^the superior grace and finish of 
Waller/ etc etc. I Even Giles Fletcher 
finds his match in the ' Pilgrimage' of 1592. 
I feel sure he knew it. 

2. Brightness. — Sometimes one's im- 
pression of a person or of a book, is incom- 
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municable. It is too subtle as too individual 
to be expressed. I may not be able to con- 
vey my own meaning in this word * Bright- 
ness;' but to myself there is a singularly 
pleasing sunniness— edged like all light with 
shadow — ^in these books of Breton. His 
misfortunes, his 'indiscretions,' his hard- 
ships, his wrongs, his lonelinesses, his outliv- 
ing of contemporaries, imparted no sourness 
to his spirit, no bitterness to his tongue, no 
misanthropy to his pen. He abides to the 
end, — ^with fits of melancholy interposed, — ^a 
cheery, whole-hearted, sweet-natured, love- 
able old fellow. I have already notified his 
last-published book ' Fantasticks ' (vol ii. /). 
It is as strong, as buoyant, as finished, as 
any of all his numerous writings. I can 
think, therefore, of no other word so inter- 
pretative of the feeling excited by these 
revived books of Nicholas Breton as 
this of their 'Brightness.' You may look 
into almost any of them, and this 'brightness' 
will gleam upon you. You may be led as 
into some tree-shut-in 'solitary place;' but 
even there a ray of golden light will be shot 
through the boughy green gloom. Unmeta- 
phorically, even his melancholy has semi- 
tones of joy, if also his joy have semi-tones 
of melancholy. I the more readily quote an 
illustration of this exceeding 'Brightness' 
from ' Fantasticks,' because, as his last, it is 
heart-satisfying to think of the 'old man 
eloquent' — then probably beyond his four- 
score years, — thus as whole-hearted and 
radiant as in the early years of Elizabeth. 
' Fantasticks ' is a fine 'Shepherd's Calender,' 
with poetic touches on which even Edmund 
Spenser should have smiled gracious ap- 
proval. It is to be carried captive away 
back to 'Merry England' of the 'Olden 
Time ' to surrender one's-self to this book. 
Carry it to the greenwood with you. Reader, 
and an thou art not charmed, I dub thee 

soulless. Here is one out of the many 

word-pictures : — 



' It is now Euter, and Jacke of Lent Is turned out 
of doores : the Fishennen now bang vp their nets to 
dry, while the Calfe and the Lambe walke toward 
the Kitchin and the Pastiy : the Yelnet heads of the 
ForresU CiOl at the loose of the Crosse-bow : the Sam* 
man Trowt playes with the Fly, and the Mardi Rabbh 
runnes dead into the dish : the Indian commodities pay 
the Merchants aduenture : and Baibary Sugar pats 
Honey oat of countenance : the holy feast is kept lor 
the fidthfuU, and a knowne Jew hath no place among 
Christians : the Earth now beginnes to paint her ^pper 
garment, and the trees put out their young buds, the 
little Kids chew their Cuds, and the SwaUow feeds on 
the Flyes in the Ayre : the Storke denseth the Brookes 
of the Fk-ogges, and the Sparhawke prepares her wing 
for the Partridge : the little Fawne is stolne from the 
Doe, and the male Deere b^[inne to heard : the spirit 
of Youth is inclined to mirth, and the conacionable 
SchoUer will not breake a holy-day : the MinstreU cals 
the Maid from her dinner, and the Loners eyes doe 
troule like Tennis ball& There is mirth and ioy, when 
there is health and liberty : and he that hath money, 
will be no meane man in his mansion : the Ayre is 
wholsome, and the Skye comfortable, the Flowers odo- 
riferous, and the Fruits pleasant : I conclude, it is a day 
of much delightfulnesse : the Sunnes dancing day, and 
the Earths Holy-day. Farewell.' (VoL II. /, p. 12.) 

Take again these companion-pictures : — 

Tkret (f tki Clocke, 

' It is now the third houre, and the Windowes of 
Heauen beginne to open, and the Sunne b^;innes to 
colour the Clouds in the Sky, before he shew his fiuae to 
the World : Now are the spirits of life, as it were, risen 
out of death : the Cocke csils the seruants to their dayes 
work, and the grasse horses are fetcht from the Pastures : 
the Milke-maids begin to looke toward their dayry, and 
the good Huswife beginnes to looke about the house : 
the Porrage pot is on for the seruants brraWast, and 
hungry stomadces will soone be ready for their victuall : 
the Sparrow beginnes to chirpe about the house, and the 
Birds in the Bushes will bid them welcome to the field : 
the Shepheard sets on his Pitch on the fire, and fills 
his Tar-pot ready for his flocke : the Wheele and the 
Reele b^nne to be set ready, and a merry song makes 
the worke seeme easie : the Plough-man fidls to hamesse 
his horses, and the Thrasher bonnes to looke toward 
the bame : the SchoUer that loues learning. wiU be hard 
at his Booke, and the Labourer by great, wiD be 
walking toward his worke. In briefe, it is a paioeD of 
time, to good purpose, the exercise of Nature, and the 
entrance into Art FareweU.' (Vol. II. /, p. 13.) 

Fiue oftlu Cloche. 
'It is now fiue of the Clocke, and the Sunne is 
going apace vpon his ioumey : and fie sluggards, who 
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would be uleepe : the Bels fin; to Prayer, and the 
icieets aie fhU of people, and the high^wajres are stored 
with TraneUers : the Scholkrs are vp and going to 
achoole, and the Rods are ready for the Truants correc- 
tion : the Maids are at milking, and the seruants at 
Plough, and the Whede goes merrily, while the 
Mistresse is by : the Capons and the Chickens must bee 
semed without doore, and the Hogges cry till they haue 
their swill : the Shepheard is almost gotten to his Fold, 
and the Heard b^innes to blow his home through the 
Towne. The blind Fidler is vp with his dance and his 
song, and the Alehouse doore is vnlocked for good 
feDowes : the hounds begin to find after the Hare, and 
bone and foot follow after the cry : the TkaueUer now 
Is well on his way, and if the weather be iatre, he walkes 
with the better cheere : the Carter merrily whistles to bis 
horse, and the Boy with his Sling casts stones at the 
Crowes : the Lawyer now begins to look on his Case, 
and if he giue good counsel, he is worthy of his Fee : 
In briefe, not to stay too long vpon it, I hold it the 
necessity of Labour, and the note of Profit Farewell' 

(Vol. n. /, p. 13.) 

Once more : here are a pair of ' bright ' 
rural scenes, that in their naturalness and 
simplicity, seem to cry scorn on your modem 
elaborate rhetoric of description : — 

Swmmtr, 
*It is now Summer, and Zephirus with his sweet breath 
oooles the parching beames of Titan : the leaues of the 
trees are in whisper talkes of the blessings of the aire, 
while the Nightingale is tuning her throat to refresh the 
weary spirit of the Ttauayler : Flora now brings out her 
Wardrop, and richly embroydreth her gieene Apron : 
the Nymphes of the Woodes in consort with the Muses 
sing an Aue to the Morning, and a Vale to the Sunnes 
setting : the Lambes and the Rabbettes run at base in 
the sandy Warrens, and the Plow landes are couered 
with come : the stately Hart is at Layre in the high wood, 
while the Hare in a furrow sits washing of her face : The 
Boll makes his walke like a Master of the field, and the 
broad«4]eaded Oxe beares the Garkmd of the market : 
tbe Angler with a fly takes his pleasure with the fish, 
while the little Merline hath the Partridge in the foot : 
the Hony-dewes perfume the Ayre, and theSunny-showers 
are the earths comfort : the Greyhound on the plaine 
makes the faire course : and the wd-mouthed Hound 
makes the Musicke of the woods : the Battaile of the 
field is now stoutly fought, and the proud Rye must 
stoupe to the Sickle : The Carters whistle cheeres his 
fiorehorse, anddrinkeand sweat is the life of the Labourer : 
Idle spirits are banished the limits of Honour, while the 
stadkyus braine brings forth his wonder : the Azure Sky 
abewes the Heauen is gracious, and the glorious Sunne 
glads the spirit of Nature : The ripened fruits shew the 
beanty of the earth, and the brightnesse of the aire the 
(lory of the heauens : Insumme, for the worid of worth 



I find in it, I thus conclude of it : I hold it a most sweet 
season, the variety of pleasures, and the Paradise of lone. 
FarewcU.' (Vol IL /, p. d) 

ApHlL 
' It is now April, and the Nightingale begins to tune 
her throat against May : the Sunny showers perfume 
the aire, and the Bees begin to goe abroad for honey : 
the Dewe, as in Pearles, bangs vpon the tops of the 
grasse, while the Turtles sit billing vpon the little greene 
boughes : the Trowt begins to play in the Brookes, 
and the Sammon leaues the Sea, to play in the fresh 
waters : The Garden-bankes are full of gay flowers, and 
the Thome and the Plumme send forth their fiaire Blos- 
somes : the March Colt beghis to play, and the Cosset 
Lamb is learned to butt The Poets now make their 
studies in the woods, and the Youth of the Country 
make ready for the Morris-dance ; the little Fishes lye 
nibling at a bait, and the Porpas playes in the pride of the 
tide : the Shepheards pipe entertaines the Princesse of 
Arcadia, and the bealthfull Souldier hath a pleasant 
march. The Larice and the Lambe looke vp at the Sun, 
and the labourer is abroad by the dawning of the day : 
Sheepes eyes in Lambs heads, tell kind hearts strange 
tales, while faith and troth make the true Louers knot : 
the aged hafres find a fresh life, and the youthfidl cheeks 
are as red as a cherry : It were a world to set downe 
the worth of this moneth : But in summe, I thus con- 
clude, I hold it the Heanens blessing, and the Earths 
comfort Farewell/ (Vol II. A p. 8.) 

Well-nigh everywhere in Breton you have 
'pictures' of these types; and for my part 
they beggar the arid * Chronicles ' of Kings 
that usurp the august name of History, and 
infinitely better than formal treatises set 
before me the 'bright' side of Elizabethan 
England. What was Matthew Browne 
about, that, in his 'Shakespeare's England/ 
he left our Worthy unconsulted? 

3. Freshness. — The quotations from 
' Fantasticks ' have so-far anticipated this. 
His 'Brightness' is as of sunlight in the 
silver rain and the quivering dew, rather than 
of the blinding sky and sultry air. The 
explanation is that, whether from boyhood- 
associations with the paternal town-house, 
'fair garden,' 'bechen lane,' and the 'farms ' 
in Essex and Lincolnshire, or his friend- 
ships with the gentry of England (as shown 
in his Epistles-dedicatory, €^. the Houghtons 
of Lancashire, the Dallisons, Cradocks, Con- 
quests, and others of our ' Index of Namea 
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and Places'), he must have had an open 
eye and heart for Nature. His close observa- 
tion of Nature — thus early — is extremely 
noticeable, and gives a 'freshness' to his 
bpoks simply inestimable. In this, as through* 
out, I can but imperfectly illustrate through 
quotation. My hope is, that what I work 
into this Memorial-Introduction will send 
capable readers to the Works themselves. 

I cull this description of minuter and 
humbler life to begin with, venturing to 
italicise a little : — 

' To see the grayhounde course, the hounde in chase, 
Whilst litU dormouse sleepeth out her time; 
The lambes and rabbets sweetlie rune at base, 
Whilst highest trees the litle squiriles clime ; 
The cralinge wonnes out creepinge in the showers, 
And how the snayles do clime the lofty towers.' 
(Countesse of Penbrook's Passion, st. 98.) 

As a commentary on the last, of the 
' snayle,' I saw lately on a ' lofty,' indeed the 
loftiest of the mysterious ' stones ' of Stone- 
henge, within a few miles of the summit, a 
common shell 'snail.' 

The * Passionate Shepherd ' (Vol. I. n) is 
full of the * Freshness ' I accentuate. Once 
more in quoting I italicise slightly, as 
throughout : — 

Pastoral 3. 

' Who can Hue in heart so glad. 
As the merrie countrie lad ? 
Who vpon a (aire greene baike 
May at pleasures sit and walke ? 
And amidde the Azure skies. 
See the morning Sunne arise? 
While hee heares in cuery spring. 
How the Birdes doe chirpe and sing : 
Or, before the houndes in crie. 
See the Hare goe stealing by : 
Or along the shallow brooke. 
Angling with a baited booke : 
See the fishes leape and play, 
In a hlessM Sunny day : 
Or to heart the Partridge call^ 
Till shee haue her Couye all: 
Or to see the subtill foxe. 
How the villaine plies the box : 
After feeding on his pray. 
How he closely sneakes away. 
Through the hedge and downe the furrow. 
Till he geets into his burrowe. 



Then the Bee to gather honey, 
And the little blache-haird Cony, 
On a bankefor Sunny place. 
With her fore-feete wash her face : 
Are not these with thousandes moe, 
Then the Courts of Kinges doe knowe?' 

(VoL I. j», p. d.) 

Even in his more ordinary Prose he 
delights to fetch his images from the country, 
e.^. in his 'Wonders worth the Hearing' 
(VoL II. ^), * she would looke as demurely as 
a Rabbet that had newly washed her face in 
a deawy morning' (p. 7, coL i). Birds and 
flowers, lambs and rabbits, kine and horse, 
the grass, the odorous hay, the shooting or 
yellowing com, orchards, hedgerows and 
rural lanes, chiming brooks and bosky nooks, 
sparkle of dew, the May sprays, the Autumnal 
reddened leaves, the Yule-log, cakes and nut- 
brown ale, the merry pranks and sports, the 
fire-side stories, the pat proverb, the snatch 
of old-world song,^ proud memories of 
* Queen Bess ' and stout Harry before her — 
to name only these — carry the ' freshness ' of 
inviolate nature through verse and prose 
alike.* The lambs and ' rabbits at base ' are 
almost as inevitable in Breton's landscape as 
the grey horse of Wouverman. Let *Fantas- 
ticks' be turned and returned to for de- 



1 See I. ^, p. s/a, 1. 34, 'Qim of the Qoagh:' II. r. Ka 19, 
' Pierce Plowman : ' Md. * Play of Richard the Third : ' II. h, 
p. yi/i, L 4, ' Come live with me and be my love ; ' II. u, pi g/a, 
L 4z, 'My mynde to me a kingdome u :' I. a, p. ii/a, 1. 3, 
* Robin Hood and Waker Little Wise :' ib. p. 99^1, etc. etc 

* I place the following references here for the stndent 
reader i—Counhy Fart, I. a, p. a€^a : I. «, p. 7/a, L 09 : p. ai/a, 
L 5 : I. «, p. 7/1, 1. 38 : II. e, p. 43/1, I. 13 : Dinner Time, 
■trewing sweet herbs, etc, I. 0, p. 40/3 : II. /, p. 15 : Frmte, 

I. n, p. 8/x, 1. a6 : Fishes, II. b, p. ic/i : II. d, p. 9/a, L 34 : 

II. A, p. 34, p. 74: II. /, p. xo/a, L 3 : Delicacies, 11. b, p. xa/x : 
II. c, p. x6/a, L xa : pl a^x, 38/a : II. k, p. aa, L 64,'$ : p. 33, 
1- 7«, p. 35. J- T3» P- 40, 1- as. p. 49. I- 59, p. 50. 1. 60 : II. /, 
p. 6/x : II. m, p 7/z, L 41 : II. n, p. xx/a, I. 49. Tobacco, 
II. h, p. 3s/i, 1. x : p. 44, L 43 : II. >, p. s/x, 1. 34 : P "Va, 
L ax : II. r, p. X3/X, L zx : II. A, p. 41, L aS— qn. dkl laidies 
smoke? Cahes and Ale, II. A, p. 50, L 61, 63 : Fowl, gmmte, 
etc, II. .r, p. 5, p. ^x : II. /, p. zx/x, L x : Chrittnuu Feasts^ 
II. /, p. xx/x, I. X : Lent Fasts, II. /, p. xx : Easier Feasts, 
II. /, pp. XX, xa : Tortoise pies, II. u, p. 14/x : Caviare, II. «, 
p. X4/a, 1. 4 : Popular sports, ape-baiting, II. b, p. xs/a, x6/k-~ 
was this a real or only pretended amusement?— and so coursing, 
hawking, ferreting rabbits, codc>fightinR, beai^4iBiting, Iffay- 
gamei, morris-dances, etc etc. 
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lidously 'fresh' description. Even in ^A 
Mad World ' his litde gentle favourites are 
introduced with such a yearning and wistfiil- 
ness of preference as seems to me ineffably 
pathetic : — ' Ob to see in a faire morning, or 
a sunnie evening, the lambes and rabbets 
run at base, the birds billing, the fishes 
playing, and the flowers budding, who would 
not leave the drinking in an alehouse, the 
wrangling in a dicing-house, the lying in a 
market, and the cheating in a fayre; and 
thinke that the brightnesse of a faire day doth 
put doune all the beauties of the world' (Vol. 
II. f, p. lo/i, 1. 40). 

4. Sweetness. — This is a special charac- 
teristic of his sacred poetry on the one hand, 
and of his rural or pastoral on the other, 
as of his prose in these. His piety was not 
at all of the clamorous or demonstrative 
kind. He had definite beliefs, firmly-held 
convictions, bravely out-spoken opinions on 
the burning questions of the Reformation 
and Civil and Religious liberty. But as 
much as ever has our Matthew Arnold 
of to-day, had he faith in ^Sweetness and 
Light,' though he does not ' preach ' about 
either, rather exemplifies them. He knew 
nothing of that sleight-of-hand that com- 
mends ^Sweetness' in neat formulas barbed 
with a sneer, or that inculcates 'Light,' while 
stone-blind to others' standpoints and 
seeing, who are not of their inner circle or 
clique. (I know the bee's sting lies beside its 
honey-bag ; but your prophets of ' Sweetness 
and light' surely would not be taken for 
beesi Certes they do buzz hugely about 
and about the topics of their teaching.) 
For Breton's substantive 'sweetness' I 
would refer the reader to his ' Pilgrimage to 
Paradise,' his 'Countess of Penbrooke's 
Passion,' his 'Solemne Passion,' his 'Rauisht 
Souie and Blessed Weeper,' his 'Longing 
of a Blessed Heart,' his ' Soule's Harmony,' 
his ' Mother's Blessing,' his ' Soule's Immor- 
tal Crowne.' There is in all of these the 



'linked sweetness, long drawn out,' that 
were cloying were it not for the honey- 
strength as compared with the mere melting 
'sweetness' of sugar. I select one hit from 
the last named, the 'Soule's Immortal 
Crown': — 

' Then doth she bring her humbly on her knees, 
And, sets before her the faire booke of Blisse, 
Bids her there finde that she can neuer leese. 
The care of life, where euery comfort is : 
When lifting vp her heart with humble eie, 
She sees a Beautie brighter then the skie. 

There she beholds in Merdes Maiestie, 
Her Sauiour sitting on a glorious Throne : 
Where, in the Essence of Etemitie, 
He rules all powers in himselfe, alone : 
When, seeing her thus humbly fall before him, 
He blesseth her that doth so much adore him. 

Then, doth she see the Angels exercise, 
Who, vrith the Saints and Virgins sit and sing : 
While humble spirits make their Sacrifice, 
Vnto the Glory of their Gracious King : 
While, all the Hoast of all the heauen reioyces, 
To heare the Musique of the heauenly voyces. 

Then, doth she set the Consort of the Quier. 
Where euery Note doth keepe his Tune and Time : 
The ditty only speaking of Desire, 
Where, loue doth only vnto Mercy clime : 
Where euery Close doth in such comfort meete. 
That all the Heauens are rauisht with the sweete. 

She takes the Virgine to her Morning taske. 
And sets her downe a forme of faithfull praier : 
But, couers not her Beauty with a Maske. 
When she hath made her truly heauenly faire : 
But, brings her forth with such a Blessed Grace, 
As, makes him happy that may see her face. 

She shewes her in a Glasse of Beauties Truth, 
How, Art doth Nature too much iniurie ; 
That feebled Age in forced tricks of Youth, 
In true Conceite is Reasons Mockerie ; 
The idle thoughts that spoile the inward eies, 
Where Loue should liue, but in dishonour dies. 

She shewes her there the Maiden-blush complection, 
Betwixt the cherrie Red, and snowie White : 
And, reades her then the precepts of perfection. 
Within the circle of Dianas sight 
She shewes her all the Titles of desart. 
And, that true honour liues but in the hart. 

She neuer taught the Eye to leere nor lowre, 
Tongue, idle talke ; nor minde, vngratious thought : 
She neuer set a countenance sharpe and sowre, 
Nor, fetch't a sigh vpon a thing of nought : 
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But, sbewes her ludgement of so iust a Measure, 
As, proues her Wisedome worth a world of Treasure.' 

(Vol. 1. 0, p. 7.) 

It were easy to multiply by an hundred-fold 
confirmations of the ' sweetness ' of Breton. 
His religious prose-proper, ^.j;, his * Divine 
Considerations' and ' Marie's Exercise,' have 
nothing of the weary platitudes, and as weary 
divisions and subdivisions of the Preachers 
of the day. They may not be very deep, as 
they are not in any wise learned. But I 
know none that so quietly yet certainly 
nurture the Christian life. You have a con- 
viction that the man is writing of actual 
experiences, not merely prating of texts. 

5. Tenderness. — The pathos of many of 
the things in these books is very beautiful. 
Whether it be a cry of despair, or a sob of 
contrition, or a sigh of weariness, or a con- 
fession of 'indiscretion,' or a laying-hold 
of some 'exceeding great and precious 
promise' in the Word, written straight out 
of the heart, it goes as straight to the heart. 
I do not forget the Scottish 'Balou my 
babe,' which I suppose was posterior to * a 
sweet luUabie,' in the * Arbor of Amorous 
Devices ' (Vol. I. dy p. 7), nor do I undervalue 
Robert Greene's *Sephestia's Song to her 
Child ' — * Weep not, my wanton, smile upon 
ray knee ' in his Menaphon (1589-1616) ; but 
where so early will we meet with tenderness 
so soft, pathos so un-sentimental and un- 
mawkisdi as in the ' Sweet Lullabie ' ? I am 
not ashamed to avow that it mists my eyes 
as I read it : — 

A sweet lullabie. 

' Come little babe, come silly soule, 

Thy fathers shame, thy mothers griefe, 

Borne as I doubt to all our dole. 

And to thy selfe vnhappie chiefe : 
Sing Lullabie and lap it warme, 
Poore soule that thinkes no creature harme. 

Thou little thinkst and lesse doost knowe, 
The cause of this thy mothers moane, 
Thou wantst the wit to waile her woe. 
And I my selfe am all alone : 

Why doost thou weepe? why doost thou waile? 

And knowest not yet what thou doost ayle. 



Come little wretch, ah silly heart. 

Mine ondiy ioy what can I more : 

If there be any wrong thy smart. 

That may the destinies implore : 
Twas I, I say, against my will, 
I wayle the time, but be thou stilL 

And doest thou smile, oh thy tweete &oe. 
Would God himselfe he might thee see. 
No doubt thou wouldst soone purchace grace. 
I know right well for thee and mee : 

Bm come to mother babe and play, 

For fiuher false is fled away. 

Sweet boy if it by fortune cfaanoe, 

Thy father home againe to send. 

If death do strike me with his launce. 

Yet mayst thou me to him cdmend : 
If any aske thy mothers name, 
Tell how by loue she purchast blame. 

Then will his gentle heart soone yeeld, 

I know him of a noble mlnde. 

Although a Lyon in the 6eld, 

A Lamb in towne thou shalt him finde : 
Aske blessing babe, be not afirayde. 
His sugred woids hath me betiayde. 

Then mayst thou ioy and he right glad. 

Although in woe I seeme to moane. 

Thy father is no Rascall lad, 

A noble youth of blood and boane : 

His glancing lookes if he once smile. 
Right honest women may beguile. 

Come little boy and rocke a sleepe; 
Sing lullabie and be thou still, 
I that can doe nought else but weepe, 
Wil dt by thee and waile my fill ; 

God blesse my babe and lullabie. 

From this thy fathers qualitie.' 

(Vol. L rf. p. 7.) 

Almost equally charming is the un-quoted 
other half of * Pastoral Third' in *The 
Passionate Shepherd/ as thus : — 

* The true pleasing spirits sights, 
That may breede true loues deUghtes. 
But with all this happinesse. 
To beholde that Shepheardesse, 
To whose eyes all Shepheards yeelde, 
AH the fairest of the fidde, 
Faiie Aglaia in whose fiace. 
Lines the Shepheard's highest Grace : 
In whose worthy wonder praise. 
See what her true Shepheard sales, 
Shee is neither pioude nor fine. 
But in spirit more diuine : 
Shee can neither lower nor leere. 
But a sweeter smiling cheere : 
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She had neuer painted fitce, 

But a sweeter smiling grace : 

Shee can neuer lone dissemble, 

Truth doth so her thoughts assemble. 

That where wisdome guides her will, 

Shee is kind and constant still, 

All in summe, she is that creature. 

Of that truest comfortes Nature. 

That doth shewe (but in ezceedinges) 

How their praises had their breedings : 

Let then poetts &ine their pleasure, 

In their fictions of loue's treasure : 

Proud high spirits seeke their graces. 

In their IdoU painted Oeu^s : 

My loue's spirit's lowlinesse, 

In affections humblenesse, 

Vnder heau'n no happines 

Seekes but in this Shepeardesse. 

For whose sake I say and sweare. 

By the passions that I beare. 

Had I got a Kinglie grace, 

I would leaue my Kinglie place. 

And in heart be tnielie glad : 

To become a Country Lad. 

Hard to lie, and goe full bare. 

And to feede on hungry fore : 

So I might but liue to bee. 

Where I might but sit to see. 

Once a day, or all day long, 

The sweet subiect of my song : 

In Aglaia^s onely eyes. 

All my worldly paradise.' 

(Vol. I. n, pp. 6/7.) 

Infinitely gracious and tender is the so- 
called ' Sonet 3 ' {ib, p. 12) :^- 

' Foolish loue is onely foUy, 
Wanton Loue is too vnholly : 
Greedy loue is couetous. 
Idle loue is Iriuolous, 
But the gratious loue is it : 
That doth prooue the worth of wit. 

Beautie but deoeiues the eye, 
Flatterie leades the eare awrye : 
Welth doth but inchaunt the wit. 
Want the ouerthrowe of it. 
While in wisdome's worthy Grace, 
Vertue sees the sweetest fiioe. 

There hath loue found out his life. 
Peace without all thought of strife : 
Kindenes in discretion's care. 
Truth that clearely doth declare. 
Faith doth in true fiancy prooue. 
Lust the ezoremente of loue. 

Then in iaith my foncie see. 
How my loue may construed bee, 
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How it growes, and what it seekes. 
How it liues, and what it likes. 
So in highest grace regarde it. 
Or in lowest scome discarde it. ' 

(Vol I. m, p. la.) 

'Lust the excremente of love ' I hold to be 
very fine in its scorn of the base and bad. 
I place beside it * Sonet 11*: — 

S(m€t. II. 

' Pretty twinckling starry eyes, 
How did Nature first deuise, 
Such a sparkling in your sight. 
As to giue loue such delight, 
As to make him like a flye, 
Play with lookes vntill he die ? 

Sure yee were not made at first, 
For such mischiefe to be curst : 
As to kill affection's care, 
That doth onely truth declare. 
Where worthe's wonders neuer wither. 
Loue, and Beautie liue together. 

BlessM eyes then giue your blessing, 
That in passion's best expressing : 
Loue that onely liues to grace yee. 
May not suffer pride deCace yee. 
But in gentle thoughte's directions, 
Shew the praise of your perfections. ' 

(Vol. I. n, p. 14.) 

It were aknost treason to Breton not here 
to find a place for his 'Phillida and 
Coridon ' : — 

Phillida and Coridon. 
' In the meny moneth of May, 
In a mome by breake of day, 
Foorth I walked by the Wood side, 
Whenas May was in his pride : 
There I spi6d all alone, 
Phillida and Coridon. 
Much a-doo there was, God wot, 
He would loue, and she would not. 
She sayd neuer roan was true. 
He sayd, none was false to you. 
He sayd, he had lou'd her long. 
She sayd, Loue should haue no wrong. 
Coridon would kisse her then. 
She said, Maides must kisse no men. 
Till they did for good and all. 
Then she made the Sheepheard call 
All the heauens to witnesse truth : 
Neuer lou'd a truer youth. 
Thus with many a pretty oath. 
Yea and nay. and ftuth and troth, 
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Such as silly Sheepheards vse, 
When they will not Loue abuse : 
Loue, which had beene long deluded. 
Was with kisses sweete concluded, 
And Pkillida with garlands gay ; 
Was made the Lady of the May.' 

(Vol I. r.p. 7.)» 

Combining 'sweetness' and 'tenderness' 
is the following from 'England's Helicon' 
(1600): — 

A sweete PasioralL 

' Good Muse rock me asleepe, 

with some sweet Harmonie : 
This wearie eye is not to keepo 
thy warie companie. 

Sweete Loue be gone a while, 

thou knowest my heauines : 
Beauty is borne but to beguile, 

My hart of happines. 

See how my little flocke 

that lou'd to feede on hie : 
Doo headlong tumble downe the Rocke, 

and in the Vallie die. 

The bushes and the trees 

that were so fresh and greene : 

Doo all their dainty colour leese, 
and not a lo&fe is seene. 

The Black-buxl and the Thrush, 

that made the woods to ring : 

With all the rest, are now at hush, 
and not a noate they sing. 

Sweete PkilomeU the bird, 

that hath the heauenly throate. 

Dooth now alas not one affoord 
recording of a noate. 

The flowers haue had a frost, 

each heaibe hath lost her sauour : 

And, Pkillida the faire hath loet, 
the comfort of her fauonr. 

Now all these carefull sights, 

so kill me in conceite : 
That how to hope vpon delights 

it is but meere deceite. 

And therefore my sweete Muse 

that knowest what helpe is best, 

Doo now thy heauenly cunning vse, 
to set my hart at rest. 

1 In relation to this little poem, I note here that that wUch 
follows ' A Pastorall of Phillis aod Coredon,* 1 orerlooked a> 
befoie given in 'The Arbor of Amorous Devices' (Vol. I. d^ 
p. ta/a). So too with OM or two oChen. 



And in a dreame bewray 

what lifite shall be my friead : 

Whether my life shall still decay 
or when my sorrow end.' 

(VoL I. /, pp. 7. 8.) 

6. Purity. — It b to the praise of Nicholas 
Breton that at a time when broad speech 
was not only common but acceptable, he 
ever presented a white page. Even in his 
Satires as ' Pasquil,' there ii almost absolute 
absence of coarseness as of luscious minis- 
tering to our lower part By the necessity of 
fidelity to portraiture, some of the ' Char- 
acters ' in his books troll out a ' merry tale,' 
a somewhat licorous jest, and once or twice 
we might choose less realistic words if we 
cared to describe at all things best left 
undescribed. But fundamentally, as dis- 
tinguished from incident and accident, the 
Purity of the Works of our Worthy is as 
thorough and distinctive as it is admirable. 
Beaumont and Fletcher gird at the admira- 
tion of the 'common people' for Breton's 
pamphlets, etc. It had been well if other 
literature that was popular had partaken of 
his purity. ' 

I might similarly state and illustrate by quo- 
tation, his Wit and Humour and Common 
Sense, his weighty counsels, his patriotic 
love of England and Englishmen, his homage 
to the 'great Queen,'* and other charac- 
teristics; but these he shared more with 
contemporaries. I have therefore limited 
myself to those characteristics that in a 
special and noticeable manner belong to 
him, and that warrant renewed attention to 
his Works. 

II. Shakespereana. — Were it for no 
more than the illustrative things in Breton for 
the student of Shakespeare, I should have 
been spurred to do what I have done in 
collecting and reproducing his Works. I 
would now give in their order such as have 

1 Exclusive of VoL II. v. (Chancter of Queen Eliiabcth) see 
VoL II. b, p. is^a, L x-xo : II. /, p. so: II. r, p. la/s, I, 17 : 
p. X9/», L 9. etc. 
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struck myself and my valued and esteemed 
fellow-worker in the Glossarial Index and 
other indices, — George H. White, Esq., 
of Glenthome. I do not doubt that others 
will be guided to further Shakespereana by 
these Indices and in their own reading. 
I have tried to be as vigilant and as sober- 
minded as possible in drawing from Nicholas 
Breton matter to elucidate or illustrate 
William Shakespeare.^ I wish the New 
Shakespeare Society would direct some of 
its energies to thoughtful reading of Eliza- 
bethan literature for like illustrations.^ For 
ooDvenience sake (/>. of reference) I shall 
arrange my quotations and references in the 
order of the books in Vol I. a to // and 
Vol. II. a to V. There are disadvantages in 
this, but these are outweighed by the 
advantages. My main object is to guide 
ny fellow-Shakespearean students to things 
and words in Breton, more or less illustrative 
and suggestive : — 

VoL I. (a.) A FU&risk upon F^mek^ p. 33/2, L 26, 
u&d p. 37/2, L 29: 'But take in 
toortk his great good will.* Cf. 
BCidsammer Right's Dream (Act v. 
9C. I). . . . *taktt it in might, not 
aerit' 

^ 1 spell 'Shakespeare' as he himself did in title-page and 
Cpiitle-dedicatary of his ' Pdems,* and in the Poems among those 
•Med to ChMlBi^i La««^t llastyr (x6oz). It u simple nonsense 
l» tali one that he thereby takes his Bookseller's or Printer's 
ff|— "S'Tg for his own. I aaswer, Shakespeare wrote and signed 
the epistles-dedicatory, and no bookseller or printer would or 
eonld chaise what he wrote. Besides, who would pronounce 
' Slnkspere' t The WiB aege a iute is so confused and shaky 
ikaft it flMBt renak vioertMa ; and others as weH. Butplainly 
printed ff|t"'"g from the avlhor's awm us., and printed under 
bis o«rn snpervision, is final, against all modem pragmatical- 
iMta. Besides, there is his self-diosen coat of arms to dhow 
Aat tie so vnderstood his nane. 

• It would tem an adwirahie «vftaBBDt to Dr. Ingleby's 
TnlnAlff ' Ceolarie af Praise' as i»«dited by Miss L. Toulmin 
Smith, were she, or some one qualified and patient, to bring 
together from contemporaneous and onward Shakespearean 
qn otati c n s, phiaaeSk words, alhisions, etc. «tc. Two things 
^mm/mMdt) wmrid t>e fomid, <«) Xhait the Poems and Pkiys of 
ShalMsipeaie got swiftly into men's ordinary speech and writ- 
ing among higher and lawer : (^) That men's (»xlinary speech 
luid wrhing of higher and lower went more into Shakespeare's 
Poems and Plays than many suppose. Surely the first is of 
infinitely more co n ce rn to us tfmn bitsand scraps of estimate of 
Chrti'ip— t by tka mtreit Smiths, B roiWM> Robinsons, and 
Joneses? 



Vol. I, (a.) A Ftoorisk upon Fkmie, p. 37/2, 1. 41, 
uid p. 38/1, 11. 17-18. 

' Time is set out with head all balde. 
Sane one odde lock before.' 

This is a commonplace of Elizabethan 
writers. So Shakespeare, ' the plain 
balde pate of father Time ' (Comedy 
of Errors, 11. sc 2). Cf. Vol. 11. 
c, p. 9/2, 1. 4 J P- 25/1, 1. 28. 
,, {d.) Pilgrimage to Paradise, p. 5/1, L 2, 
(from bottom) ' Ballat-makers. ' 

Ibid. p. 5/2 : Vol. II. h, p. 20/2, 1. 35 : 
ibid, p. s/l. 

Ibid, X, p. 6/2, L 34, * Ballad penners.* 
Breton's contemptuous treatment of 
ballad-makers reminds of Shake- 
speare's, specifically of I Henry iv., 
(III. 8C i). 

' I had rather be a Idttsn and cry mew 
Than one of those same metre baUad-mongers.' 



^id p. 7/«, 1. 52, 'Siluer sound.' 
Cf. Romeo mud Juliet (Act iv. sc 5), 
* music with her silver sound.' 

Ihid. p. I I/I, L 39, 'Or breake his 
batt with hammers of his head. ' Cf. 
Titus AndroniCQS (Act 11. sc. 3) : — 
'revenge . . . hammering in my 
head : ' see also Glossarial Index for 
other examples, and x.v. ' anvile.' 

Ibid, p. 24/1, 1. 36, 'The moone and 
stars, the candels of the night.' Cf. 
Romeo awl Juliet (Act 111. sc. 5) : 
Merchant of Venke (Act v. sc i). 
Phineas Fletcher has also 'their 
candles,' etc. (Poems F. W. Lby., 
Vol. II. p. 68, 1. 2.) 
(f.) Countess of Pembroke s Passion, p. 3, 
St 4, 'The night-raven's song that 
sounds of nought but death.' Cf. 
Macbeth (1. sc. 5) :^ 

' The raven himself is hoarse 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements.* 

{d) Arbor of Amorous Devices, p. 4/2, 1. 8 
(from bottom), 'The Thurstle-cock 
that was so black of hewe.' Cf. 
Midsummer Night's Dream (ill. i. 1. 
130), 'The Ousel-cock so black of 
hew.' 
Ibid, p. 10/2, 1. I, 'What finds affect? 
both hue and labour lost»' This 
recalls Shakespeare's Play of ' Love's 
Labour Lost' 
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Vol. I. (^.) PasquiFs Madcappe^ p. 4/1, 1. 7, 'a 
gallde hackney will winch.' Ct 
Hamlet (Act iii. sc 2). 
Ibid, p. 7/1, L 49, 'Sea-coale:' also 
Vol. II. *, ^f^J TreKchmowr, p. 17/1, 
'a good wanne banke of sea-cole 
fire.' Cf. 2 Henry IV. (11. sc. i), 
'by a sea-coal fire.' 

„ (/:) PasquiVs FooUs Cap, p. 22/2, 1. 40^ 
and note. 'To give the peake' no 
doubt means the same as to 'give 
the gleek' or 'the dor/ i,e, to make 
a fool of him. Nares gives ' peak- 
goose ' as a term of reproach, but sajrs 
nothing of the origin of it. Was it a 
jocular variation of 'peacock'? In 
such case 'peake' here would be 
simply short for ' peacock ' of Hamlet, 
' A verie verie Paiocke ' (iiL 2). 
Ibid, p. 26/2, 1. I, 'a curtail jade.' 
Cf. Meny Wives (Act 11. sc. i), 
'a curtail dog.* 

„ {h,) MelanchoWu Humours^ p. 5/2, 1. 7, 
'with much adoe about nothing.' 
Again recalls the Flay of Shake- 
speare, 'Much Ado about Nothing.' 
So too in Vol. IL «, Courtier and 
Countryman, ' what a deale of adoe 
you have made about nothing.' 

„ (^.) Longing of a Blessed Heart, p. 14/1, 
1. 9, *the toppe of truth.' So in 
Tempest (Act iii. sc. i), 'the top of 
admiration,' and elsewhere. 

„ {m,) Mother^ s Blessing, p. 6/1, 1. 13 and 
note. It was affirmed by Dr. Ingleby 
in his Perkins folio controversy, that 
the word ' cheer ' was never used in 
the sense explained in my note till 
the present century. Perhaps here 
it is s= cherishing. 
Ibid. p. 8/1, 1. 7, 'Know a halbeit 
from a hedging bill.' Ct Hamlet 
(Act II. sc 2), 'I know a hawk 
from a hand-saw.' 

„ («.) PassianaU Shepherd, p. 8/2, L 5— 
' Let me nt and bite my thumbes 
When I see no comfort comes.' 

This was a way of expressing dis* 
comfort and morose humours. In 
Romeo and Juliet (Act i. sc. i) it is 
done as a mark of contempt for 
others. 
„ (f.) Honour of Valour, p. 51/1, L 17, 'And 
truth disdaineth to subscribe to error' 



= to submit CL Shakespeare's 
Sonnet 107, *My love looks fresh, 
and death to me subscribes,^ 
VoL I. (/.) / vfould, etc., p. 5/2, 1. 9, 'against the 
haire: Cf. Merry Wives (ii. 3), ' If 
you should fi^t, you go against the 
hair of your professions.' 

„ (/.) Daffodils, etc, p, 9/1, L 20, 'a flower 
in your eare.* CC Faulconbridge in 
King John (L i. 141), 'mine eare I 
durst not sticke a rose,' etc 
VoL II. {b,) Wifs Trenchmour, p. 17/2, 1. 3, 'sUuer 
fork and pick tooth.' Cf. King John 
(I. i. 190). 
Ibid, p. 20/2, 1. 36, 'To the tunc of 
all a greene willow.' Cf. Othello 
(Act IV. sc 3), 'Sing all a green 
willow.* 

„ {c) mU of Wit, etc, p. 17/2, L 10, ' her 
cake was dowc' So in Tamiqg of 
Shrew (v. sc i), 'my cake is dough.' 
Ibid, p. 48/2, 1. 43, ff. This is very 
like a prose version of Shakespeare's 
(or somebody else's) 'dabbed Age 
and Youth ' (the piece is also found 
in Delone/s Garland of Good Will). 
Breton has the priority of all if the 
whole of Will of Wit was printed in 
1580. 
Ibid, p. 62/1, L 46, 'Hurlie Burlie.' 
C£ Witch's Song in Macbeth. It is 
also used by Nic Udall in Apophth. 
of Erasmus, p. 115 (Roberts' reprint). 

„ {d.) Strange Fortunes, p. 7/1, 1. 5 from 
bottom, — ordinance = ordnance. So 
Shakespeare ' In second accent of his 
ordinance' (Henry v., ii. 4), where 
the Globe Shakespeare and Leopold 
Shakespeare, and others, misprint 
strangely ' ordnance. ' 

>» {g') Vf^onders Worth hearing, p. 12/2. Cf. 
the stoiy of Marina in Pericles. 

„ {h,)A Poste, etc, p, 11/2, 1. 2, 'Beleeve 
not your eyes till they have a better 
speculation.' C£ Macbeth (iiL sc 
4), 'Thou hast no speculation in 
those eyes.' 
Ibid. p. 11/2, last 1., 'The Play of 
Ancient PistolL' Breton here turns 
to excellent account the ' swaggering 
rascal * of second Part of Henry rv. 
Ibid, p. 33/2, L I, 'But all is well 

that ends well.' 
Ibid. p. 33/2, letter 8, L ii, 'the 



Digitized by 



Google 



MEMORIAI^INTRODUCTION. 



liii 



Hobble hone,' etc., — a jocular 


Vol IL (/.) OUU Man's Lesson, p. 12/2, 1. 22, 'The 


reveraal of the old refrain alluded to 


Realta.' So Merchant of Venice (i. 


in Hamlet, *The Hobby hone is 


3), • on the Rialto.* So Otway Uter. 


foigoL' 


„ («.) I pray, etc, p. 4/x, L 22. 'There are 


Vol. II. (A.) A P9SU, etc, p. 34/1, L 4, 'Come liuc 


floods as well as Ebbes : Time hath 


with me and be my lone.' From 


his tume.* So Julius Caesar (iv. 


Marlowe's song as quoted by Shake- 


sc. 3), 'There is a tide in the affairs 


speare. 


of men,' etc. Cf. Southwell's Poems 


Ihid, p. 34/1, 1. 8, 'braue OUver.' 


in F. W. Lby. edit. (p. 64), ' Tymcs 




goe by tumes.' 


like It (III. ill. 101), « sweet Oliver, 


Ibid. p. 5/2, 1. 40, ' a vengeance vpon 


brave Oliver.' 


his craftie conveyance ' = fraud, 


IHd, p. 3S/2, 1. 41, 'Were it not 


deception. Cf. Merry Wives (i. sc. 3) 


better for thee to read the fiction of 


• Convey the wise it call. ' 


Venns.' . . . 


„ (r. ) Good and Badde, No. 19--' better redde 


Ibid. p. 39, letter 21, * My day I will not 


in ... the Play of Richard the Third 


breake,' CI Merchant of Venice (i. 


then in the Pleas of Edii'ard the 


sc. 3), < If he should break his day. ' 


Fourth.' 


IhitL p. 41/2, letter 32, «a fine Horse, 


„ (j.) Strange Newes, p. 12. In 'A Dreame 


bought out of Barbaric.' Cf. Hamlet 


of a Chough, a Pie, and a Parrot,' 


(V. sc. 2), 'six Barbary Horses.' 


the ' Chough ' argues for the ' russet- 


Ibid. p. 50/2, letter 61, 'a cake and a 


coate,' i,e, his own plumage, just as 


bottle of ale.' Cf. Twelfth Night 


the pie and parrot for theirs. ' Russet ' 


(II. sc. 3), 'no more cakes and ale.' 


accordingly must have had a wider 


Ibid p. 51/2, letter 65, 'her most 


sense than we give it now, as it in- 


absolute workemanship'= complete, 


cluded the whole of the Chough's 


perfect C£ Hamlet (v. sc 2), 'an 


plumage, his 'coate' as well as his 


absdnte gentleman.' 


• pate,' ue, head. It is of importance 


„ (1.) A Mad World, p. 6/2, 1. 42, « my table- 


to note this, inasmuch as it seems to 


booke' (see also Glossarial Index, 


warrant us to reject the correction of 


J.P.). Cf. Hamlet (Act 11. sc. 2}. 


Midsummer Night's Dream (iii. 2) 


„ (/) A Dialogue, etc^ p. 9/2, L 34. Cf. 


from 'russet-pated'to 'russet-patted,' 


Shakespeare's character of Brutus. 


so substituting the feet for the head. 


See also Wifs Tretuhmour, p. 11/2, 


Breton's use of * russet-coate * would 


1.44.ff. 


suggest our reading * russet-coated ; ' 


„ {A.) GrinuUds Fortunes, p. S/i, L 9, 


but perhaps * russet-pated,' »>. 


'Spiinges for Woodcocks.' Cf. 


headed, yields a sufficiently accurate 


Hamlet (i. sc. 2, and sc. 3, L 115). 


sense, especially as we really do not 


See also p. lo/i, 1. 5 ; and Vol. I. h. 


know which bird Shakespeare in- 


Letter 58 (Part II.). 


tended—Cornish chough or jack- 


Ibid, p. 9/1, 1.31, « Washing of buckes.' 


daw. I had at one time accepted 


So 2 Henxy vi. (iv. sc. 2), 'She 


the reading of ' patted ' as communi- 


washes buckes here at home.' 


cated to me by my firiend Mr. J. 


^W/. p. I3» L I3» • A Mflgot-a-Pie.' Cf. 


Morison of Glasgow, who made it to 


Macbeth (Act iii. sc. 4), ' Maggot- 


me, unaware that another had antici- 


pies.' 


pated him (see Littledale's Mid- 


„ (/.) OUU Man's Lesson, 1^, 7/1, L 44, 'The 


summer Night's Dream, in loco). 


best lone is begotten by the eyes.' 


My fiiend the Rev. W. E. Buckley, 


Cf. Merchant of Venice (Act in. 


M.A., of Middleton Cheney, Banbury, 


sc. 2), ' it is engender'd in the eyes.' 


is strong for * russet-pated,' and well 


Ibid, p. 9/2, 1. 47. The allusion no 


aigues that the new reading ' patted ' 


doubt is to the same Italian rhyme 


wouU leave Breton's use of * russet- 


which is put into the mouth of Holo- 


coate ' untouched. 


femes in Love's Labour T/>st (iv. 


„ (/.) FantasHcks, p. 11/2, 1. 21, ' if the cooke 


sc. 2). 


do not lacke wit he will sweetly lick 
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his fingen.' C£ Romeo and Juliet 
(IV. 3). 
Vol. II. (/.) Fantastkks^ p. 12/1, Easter, 1. $, 
« Veluct.' Cf. As You Like II (ii. l), 
'vr/nr/ friends.' 
Ibid, Pi 12/1, £asterMiay, L 9, 'Bar- 
bary Sugar/ Cf. I Henry iv. (ii. 
4., I. 84), ' in Barbary it cannot come 
to so much.' 
,y (1^.) Courtier and C&un&ymmn, p. 14/2, I. 4, 
'Another a great Lady sent him, 
whidi was a little Barrell of Cetuiary, 
which was no sooner opened and 
tasted but quickly made up again, 
and was sent back with this message 
... we have blacke sope enough 
alieady.' Cf. Hamlet's (v. sc. 2) 
"twasrovtVi/^ to the general.' Appar- 
ently Shakespeare had the story of 
Breton in mind. It may have been 
derivad from other sources. The 
only exemplar of the * Courtier and 
Countryman ' extant, is of 16x8 ; but 
it was probably much earlier pub- 
lished-^ts style being like that of 
1597 books. 'Hamlet' was first 
printed in 1603; but composed pro- 
bably in 1 60a 

I doubt not that other Students of Breton 
(guided also by the full Glossarial Index) 
will discover other Shakespereana. But these 
must suffice for my contribution. Regard- 
ing them generally, I have formed three con- 
clusions from them, {a,) That Breton was 
familiar with the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
peare; (b,) That Shakespeare worked into 
his Plays more of the common language of 
his time than is suspected; (r.) That it is 
not so improbable as on the first blush it 
might seem that the * W. S»' of the pretty 
and kindly lines to Breton prefixed to the 
collected *Will of Wit' (1596/9) was really 
Shakespeare. Let the reader judge : — 

' What shall I say of Gold, more then tis Gold : 
Or call the Diamond, more then precious : 

Or praise the man, with praises manifold 
When of himselfe, himselfe is vertuous? 

PT/MSbut Wit, yet such his Witznd Will, 

As proues ill good, or makes good to be ill 

Why ? what his WU t proceed and aske his Will, 
Why? what his Willt reade on, and learne of Wit: 



Both good I gesse, yet each a seiaarall ilL 

This may aeeaie stnu^, to tfaoM that heare of it. 
Nay, nere a whit, for yertue many waies. 
Is made a vice, yet Vertue hath her praise. 

Wherefore, O Brettm, worthia is thy woiktt. 
Of commondations wotthie to the worth : 

Sith captious wittes, in euerie oomor huice, 
A bold attempt, it is to set them forth 

A forme of Wit« and that in such a sort. 

As none offends, for all is said in sport. 

And soch a sport, as aonies for other kinds. 

Both young and old, for leaniing, armes, and love : 
For Ladies humors, mirth with mone he findes. 

With some extreames, their patient mindes to proue. 
Well, Breton, write in hand, thou hast the thing. 
That when it comes, loue, wealth, and fame will bring. 

• W. S.' 
(Vol. II. c, p. 6.) 

The *gold' and play on *Wiir at once 
remind of Shakespeare. It Is singular that 
with the exception of his two poems added 
to Sir Robert Chester's Love's Martyr (1601), 
he neither gave nor sought commendatory 
verses, although it was the nufde, I like to 
believe that Shakespeare thus paid dainty 
compliment to our Worthy. 

III. NoTABiLiA. — ^The Glossarial Index, 
Index of Names, and of Proverbs and Pro- 
verbial Sayings, and our Notes and Illustra- 
tions, will lead the student-reader to a goodly 
number of noticeable things. Here I pro- 
pose to make a note of various others that 
it was not easy to work into any of these ; 
and which indeed have mostly struck me in 
final critical reading of the Works for this 
Memorial-Introduction. By the necessities 
of the case this record of than must be 
somewhat irregularly arranged; but as 
each presents a separ&te thing, strict order 
or classification is of less moment 

1. Fine Thoughts, — 'darknesse it the sonow of 

TimeMVoLII.Ap.7/i,L7). 

' Thought is a swift Trftueller and the soole is in 

Heauen in an imftant * {jbid, L 29). 

< The sparing diet is the spitit*s feast ' (Vol. I. m, 

p. 6/2, L 20). Cf. n Penseroao. < Spare fiist 

that oft widk gods doth diet.' 

2. Impersonatiom^—CroLtMyy Despi^ht, Envy, etc. 

(Vol. I. tf, p. 13/1 : ihid, b, p. 14.) 
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3. Gaodpkra^ng.^'T^ weidthy bcQW with his 

golden iMggts ' (I. r, p. S/a, L 50}. 
' And if you diance to see the Sonne of Pride 
etc (Voi I. /, p. 19/2. 1. 29); 'both his 
insist and his outsight' (Vol. II. /, p. ii/i, 
1. 14). 

4. Odd wiaapk(fr.^\Qh II. /, p. 17, Easter Day. 

This reminds one of a bnrleiqiw couplet in an 
old play : — 
' Whote «y«s lika two great foot-bab made of leather 
Were made to heat the gods in frosty weather.' 

{VaUant Hrgbhman, 1615).^ 

5. • Apt alliieroHan^^* The slouch of a slouven with 

a ^la^ ^riwg smile, vpon a slubbered conceit, after 
manie good morrowes began to trouble her with 
this tatUe ' (VoL II. d, p. 11/2, 1. 50). 

6. FoppUkeompUmiHts,'~{\<A. 11. b, p. 15/1, L i). 

7. CwetabU posHSsion to-day. --^^ An Acre of Land in 

Cheapside.' (Vol. II. /, p. lo/i, 1. 51 : ibid. 
eoL 2, 1. I4)- 

8. AfiHcipatumrf Swift.--* ^froM^X. day and night 

for the mooneshine in the water * (Vol. II. j, p. 
Iq/i, L 52). This recalls the philosophers of 
Laputtt eztraotLQg sunbeams from cucumbers. 

9. Increase of pasturagf.—'' Whereas in many other 

countries men did vse to eate vp the sheep, in 
that Country sheep had eaten vp both the men 
and their houses ' (Vol. II. b, p. i6/a, 1. 10). 

la Forks.-^'to be at your sUucr forke, and your 
pick-tooth' (Vol. II. b, p. 17/2, 1. 2). 'But 
for us in the Country, when we haue washed our 
hands after no foule worke, nor handling any 
qawluileQome tbiAg, wee neede no little Forks to 
make hay with our mouthes, to throw our meat 
mto them ' (Vpl, IJ. u, p. 13/1, 1. 44)- 

II. Tobacco.^' Yova Tobacco breath ' (Vol. II. A, 
letter 28, 1. iz). So Ben Jonson (Case U 
Altered^ II. sc. 3). 

' Sister i* £uth 79a take too much tobacco, 
It makes you black within, as you are without.' 

It aeem9 front this—as befove qneried-^that 
tobaeco-taking was not deemed the prero- 

1 CM" the many grotesque things one meets with, the following 
oa the bghfpwdfd king (Charles I.) is perhaps unsurpassed : — 
•TIm ChuMh and State do shake : the biriUiag must 
Szp«:t to ili]. whose fvop it turned to dust ; 
But ceas[e] from tears ; Charles is of light bereaVn, 
Andsmu/t mi Smr^ U Mm m^rt bHgki im Htmfn: 
My friend Mr. James CnaOtr of Mancheerff pointed this 
one tome in a poem on *the Maityrdom of his late Ma^estie ' 
(p. 68). b Taticiidnm Votivnm, elc-<-miMMsigned to Wither 
by Mr. W. CHadittaadelbsn. 



gative of the male sex t at least in these places 
it is regarded as a symptom not of mannishness 
but of pride (here), and of melancholy in Jonson. 

12. Phmd memories. —Henry vlii. ' Our late kinge 

of famous memorie, Henrie the 8, of whom 
the world speakes such honor that I need not 
ampUfie his praises' (VoL U. p. 6/2, L 29). 
Ct the Prologue to More's Utopia—' in all 
royal virtues a Prince most peerless.* 

13. Puritans^^ejerred to contemptuously.— * in truth 

brother, and verily sister* (Vol. II. b, p. 9/1, 
1. 4)5 'Judas looked liked a holy brother' 
{ibid. 1. 47). 

14. Church^mm = fifer^y— described in uncompli- 

mentary terms (Vol. II. #, p. 12/2, L 47). 
Parson^'4bid. p. 8/2, I. 23. 

15. Religion--Superstition.—*Yo\MG hard days in 

theyeare. . 

Ash Wednesday for Papists, for then they 
must be whipt' (Vol. II. / p. 7/2, L 7). 
Query — as part of their devotions T or by Pro- 
testants as a punishment for heresy T 

16. Church-service— irreverent behaviour, — (Vol. II. 

i p. 8/2, 1. 39). The custom of ' crying' lost 
things at the Church door after service on 
Sunday, continued till about the banning of 
thi« century-— query later ? 

17. Catalogue of Ladiei attire^ etc. — VoL I. fl, p. 15/1, 

I. 41 : ibid. p. 14/1, 1. 19 : ind, p. 14/2, I. 55 ; 
Vol. II. *, p. 19/2, 1. 47 : ibid. c. p. 16/2, 1. 24 : 
ibid. /, p. 9, 1. 52. 

18. Merchants^ vfiwt m Sunday. -^WoX. I. a, p. 4S/2> 

1.8. 

19. Male Fops.^Y ol. I. «, p. 21/2, 1. 43 : ibid. /, 

p. 23, 1. 15 : ibid. p. 24/1, 1. 50 : ibid, s, p. 1 1, 
St. 98. Vol. II. /, p. 9/1, 1. 15 : ibid, h, p. 46, 
letter 48. 

20. Counterfeit jewels.-^\o\. II. ^, p. 10/2, 1. 69 : 

ibid. A, p. 19, letter 53. 

21. Well-dressed man and countryman, — Vol. II. ^, 

p. 9/1, 1. 9. ibid, i, p. 9/1, 1. X2. 

22. Female affectation.— WoX. II. h^ p. 47, letter 49. 

23. Painting f cues, dyeing hair, etc. — Vol. l.f, p. 22, 

II. 8, 29 : ibid, g, p. 7/2, I. 31 : ibid. j\ p. 8/2, 
1. 9: Vol. II. A, p. 35/1, letter 12 : ibid, j, 
p. 7/1, 1. 16 : ibid. /, p. 10/2, 1. 52 (it appears 
that paintcis of women's ifaces was a regular 
trade): iffid. p. 15/1, 1. 35: i^* ^t P* 6/2» 
L 30- 

24. NoticmbU fivfii/j.*-C1ish clash—fiddle £sddle-* 



Digitized by 



Google 



Ivi 



MEMORIAL INTRODUCTION, 



hab or nab— riftie tuftie — ^hurlie burlie — tipling 
tapling-— twittle twattle— wily begioly. See 
Glossarial Index, /.r., also for wealth of vitu- 
peratire expressions. 

25.— C^to^m— *Zephinis with his sweet breath' 
(Vol. II. /, p. 6/2— Summer, L i). Was this 
a reminiscence of Chaucer's 'Zephorus eke 
with his soote breth' (ProL to Canterbury 
Tales). 

•Virtue of necessity* (Vol. I. o^ p. 15/1, 1. 13), 
as old as Chaucer. 

• Miller's Thumb'— (VoL I. j, st. 39)— a Chau- 
cerian allusion. 

26. Guscoigm, — 'Amid my Bale I bath in bliss' 

(VoL II. r, p. 8/1, L 17). This is the first 
line of a poem by Gascoigne (ed. Hazlitt, i. 40). 
(See under V. Claims, p. Ixvi.) 

27. Thomas Rymcur, — *Vpon a wooden horse he 

rides through the world, and in a merry gale 
makes a path through the seas' (Vol. II. r, 
p. 9/2, No. 24). So Thomas Rymour 
(E. E. Text Society), p. 50, 1. 168, * Riding 
vpon a Horse of tree.' 

28. Roger Ascham—^xA, I. <7, p. 51.— This discussion 

is a reminiscence kA that at the beginning of 
Ascham's Scholemaster (1570) and the first 
half of col. 2 an amplification of a passage in 
that book (Arbcr's reprint, p. 45) — 'The 
matter lieth not so much in the disposition of 
them that be young, as in the order and maner 
of bringing up by them that be old ; nor yet 
in the difference of leamyng and pastime. 
For beate a child if he daunce not well, and 
cherish him though he leame not well, ye 
shall have him vnwilling to go to daunce and 
glad to go to his booke. Knocke him, when 
he draweth his shaft ill, and figtuor him againe, 
though he pant at his booke, ye shall have 
hym uerie loth to be in the field, and uerie 
willing to be in the schole.' 

29. Sidney, — Loue and relative note — Vol. II. f, 

p. 7/3, 1. 12 : a closer parallel is Sidney's, 

* Join hearts and hands, so let it be. 
Make but one mind in bodies three' (Davison's Rhaps.). 

30. Southwell.^VoL I. iw, p. 7/1, L 45. Cf. South- 

well's * My conscience is my crown.* 

31. Marlowe, — Pethare's Mountain plaine and 

Petharco-— the first passage is not unlike 
'Come live with me' (VoL I. n, p. 11/2, 
1. 16 and Sonet 7). 

32. Euphuism, — Note the hit at Euphuism with its 



analogies drawn from natund history in the 
mouth of a pretender (Vol. IL,^, p. 12/ 1). 

33. CUes EleUher,—* And if He so hath deckt the 
earth below' (VoL L », p. 6/1, L 17). Cfc 
Giles Fletcher: (p. 211, st 27, edn. Grosart)— 

* If Sttch a house God to another gane. 
How shine those glittering courts He for Htnsdf 



' Loue is not an home's humour, nor a shadow 
of light' (VoL II, A, p. 43, letter 37). 
Again cf. Giles Fletcher (t^. p. 136, st. 8):— 
' As though it were the shadowe of some Ug}it.' 

34. JUiUm.^* the Heiauldiy of Heaven' (VoL IL ^, 

p. 9/1, L 6). Cf. Milton's Hymn Upon the 
Circumcision : — 

' He who with all HeaVn's honldry whOear 
Entered the world, now bleeds to give us ease.' 

So opposite, Phineas Fletcher's Locusts 
(Poems, edn. Grosart, voL ii. p. 73, st 18), 
•Hell's Heraldry.' 

35. J/emfy ^aiK^Aon.— Wit's Trenchmour— ' for all 

courses whatsoever fidl out, if I doe you good, 
be glad not proud of it, and open not your 
window to the Sunne, when she hath power 
to sende her beams through the glasse, et& 
(VoL II. d, p. 14/2, IL 49-51-) So Heniy 
Vaughan (Fuller W. Lby. edn. vol. L p. 238) :— 

' Who breaks his glass to take laon tight 
Makes way for stonns into his rest' 

A curious coincidence of thought, but most 
likely purely accidentaL 

36. I>r, Isaac fVaUs.^Yol, I. 0, p. 37/2, last four 

lines : — 

'So that you looke nkto his woike^ 

that he not idle stand : 
For if he doo, some knanish woike 
himself will take in hand:' 

—an anticipation of Dr. Watts' ' Satan finds 
some mischief still,' etc. 

37. Pope^—VoX, \. fs, p. II, Sonet 2, st 3, 'A Haiie 

that holdes the heart's affections.' Fint £unt 
prelude of 'Beauty draws us with a sin^e 
hair.' 

38. ffWt^hcvrr/i.-*' And sue but to those inward eyes 

That see my heart.* 

Cf. Wordsworth's Daifodils— 

' They flash upon that inwaxd eye.' 

39. The Eel story.— {Vol, IL k, p. 13)— this is found 

in the book of the Knight de le Tour de Landry. 
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4a Utames, — Litanies like Pasquil's Procesnon 
(VoL I. g) became very fashionable during 
the CivQ Wars. In Wit's Recreations, 1641, 
there is snch a litany, part of ^Hiich is a cento 
from ' Pasqml's Procession. ' 

41. Latin qwOatum. — Tempora ntuianiur, etc. (VoL 

IL bf p. 9/1, L 45)'-«n early instance of this 
quotadont if it really was written by Matthias 
Borbonins, who could not have written it much 
earlier than Breton himself. For myself I think 
it most have been much older. 

42. Ward-play, — 'A stnuinge Springe in Snffolke' 

(VoL I. tf , p. 49/2). Presomably a yoong lady 
of the name of Spring— a form of wit which 
Breton afterwards stretched about as far as it 
would go in 'Wonders worth the Hearing' 
(VoL 11.^.). 

43. CcrrecHoHu — 'But if (alas) he be passe pure 

pennilesse' (VoL I. / p. 6/2, L 3). Perhaps 
this should read, ' But if (alas) he be Pierce 
(or Piers) pennilesse.' The explanation pro- 
bably is that 'passe' and ' pure' were Author's 
corrective variations imported into the text. 
On p. 4, Morphorins=Marforia In VoL II. 
j^ p. 9, Langdebiete, apparently for Langde- 
breuil In VoL 11. m» p» 6, last L , read certainly, 
' old Leacher.' In VoL L i, p. 16, and note, 
St 3d is occupied with the mention of some 
of Spenser's writings ; but (eheu I) st 4on re- 
connderation I see passes on to his qualities — 
poetic ait, reason, judgment, and wit. Con- 
sequently the allunoB is ffo^ to Spenser's lost 
trcatiif on poetry. 

As widi Shakespereana (II.) it were easy 
manifoldly to continue Notabilia from Bre- 
ton ; but my intention is rather to whet than 
satiate the Reader's appetite. By 'search- 
ing' the Works for themselves, students will 
come upon well-nigh innumerable note- 
worthy things. They lie like shells — tiny 
and dainty of hue — on sea-shore sands. I 
can scarcely conceive any t^te unsuited, 
any line of research unrewarded. 

IV. Satires AMD Epistles-dedicatory, etc 
(a) Satires. — In the Memoir (I. Bio- 
graphical) I have quoted as fully as might 
be under the conditions, from 'No Whip- 
pinge nor Trippinge : but a kinde friendly 
Soippinge.' I recur to its title-page, be- 

63 



cause nothing serves better to mark out the 
distinction between Breton and earlier and 
later Satirists. With all their salt of wit and 
value as pictures of their periods, it must be 
conceded that Donne and Marston — to 
name them only as types — are coarse and 
savage; while others, 'as represented by 
Bishop Hall, are spiteful and envious, e^» 
I must set down Hall's ist Satire in Book 
VI. of Vu*gidemiarum, as striking at Spenser 
and Samuel Daniel, while 'Adamantius 
my dog,* and ' Semelefemorigena ' meant the 
elder Scaliger. There is a fierceness and 
ribaldry of invective, a vulgarity and broad- 
ness of phrasing, an offensive iteration of 
double-meanings in contemporary Satirists — 
alike in Satires-proper and in Epigrams, — 
that one can scarcely exaggerate. With 
Breton there is nothing of all this. If he 
flings dirt at all, it is 'dry dirt,' or as a 
handful of sand, and because he would not 
use a stone so as to hurt He has the bee's 
sharp sting, but its honey-bag close beside 
it. He is stirred and fired with indignation ; 
but his passion is compassion. He would 
have shared Robert Bums's ruth for even 
the Devil. You hear indeed the crack of 
the lash, but it is in the air, not to leave weals 
on the offender's back. I grant that he 
impales your ' pretender,' but he does it as 
Isaak Walton his frog, ' as though he loved 
him.' There is a humanity in all Breton's 
Satires, a ripple of light-hearted humour, 
that in my estimate place him in a most 
amiable light. I trust I shall not plead in 
vain for a deliberative reading of the ' Pas- 
quil' series, as refHroduced in his Works, 
viz.: — 

Pasquil's Madcappe, etc (Vol. I. e,) 
Pasquil's Foole's Cappe, etc. {Ibid, /) 
Pasquil's Passe and Passeth Not, etc. 
(Jhtd,g,) 

Alasl that I can add neither 'Pasquil's 
Mistres,' nor * Old Madcappe's Newe Gally- 

h 
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mawfry'! I would allure to such critical 
study by a few quotations, taken almost ad 
aperturam libri. Here is a pungent assault on 
the all-attracting, all-swaying power of mere 
Wealth and the humiliation of Poverty, 
from 'An Invective against the wicked of 
the world*: — 

' The wealthy Rascall be he ne're 80 base, 

Filthy, ill-fouord. vgly to behold. 

Moale-de, plaise-mouth, dogges-tooth, and camel's foce, 

Blinde, dumbe, and deafe, diseased, rotten, olde. 

Yet, if he haue the coffers full of golde, 
He shall haue reuerence, curtsie, cappe and knee, 
And worship, like a man of high degree. 

He shall haue Ballads written in his praise, 

Bookes dedicated to his patronage, 

Wittes working for his pleasure many wales, 

Petigrees sought to mend his parentage. 

And linkt perhaps in Noble marriage. 
He shall haue all that this vile worlde can giue him, 
That into pride, the deuUl's mouth may driue him. 

If he can speake, his wordes are Oracles, 

If he can see, his eyes are spectacles, 

If he can heare, his eares are miracles. 

If he can stand, his legges are pinacles : 

Thus in the rules of Reason's obstacles. 
If he be but a beast in shape and nature. 
Yet. giue him wealth, he is a goodly creature. 

But, be a man of ne*re so goode a minde. 

As fine a shape as Nature can deuise ; 

Vertuous and gratious, comely, wise, and kinde. 

Valiant, well-giuen, luU of good qualities, 

And aloxttt free from Fancie's vanities : 
Yet let him want this filthy worldly drosse, 

* He shall be sent but to the Beggars Crosse. 

The foole will scoffe him, and the knaue abuse- him, 

And eueiy rascall in his kinde disgrace him. 

Acquaintance leaue him, and his friends rsAise him : 

And euery dogge will from his doore displace him. 

Oh this vile world will seeke so to defiaoe him 
That vnUU death doe come for to releeue him, 
He shall haue nothing hcere but that may greene him. 

If he haue pence to purchase pretty things. 
She that doth lone him will dissemble loue ; 
While the poore man his heart with sorrow wrings 
To see how want doth womens lone remooue. 
And make a iack-dawe of a turtle-done : 
If he be rich, worldes seme him for his pelfe, 
If he be poore, he may goe seme himselfe. 

If he be rich, although his nose doe mnne. 
His lippes doe slauer, and his breath doe stinke. 
He shall haue napkins faire and finely spunne, 
PiUes for the rfaewme, and sudi perftomM drinke 
As were he blinde, he shall not seeme to winke : 



Yea, let him cough, halke, spit, fart and pisse. 
If he be wealthy, nothing is amisse. 

But with his pence, if be bane got him power. 
Then halfe a god. that is more halfe a diuell ; 
Then Pride must teach him how to looke as sower. 
As beldam's milke that tumid with her sneuill ; 
While the poore man that little thinketh euUl, 
Though Nobly borne, shall feare the Beggar's frowne. 
And creepe and crowch vnto a filthy downe. 

Oh. he that wants this wicked cankred coyne. 

May fret to death before he finde reliefe, 

But if he haue the cunning to purloyne 

And ease the beggar of his bit^ griefe. 

Although (perhaps) he play the priuie thiefe : 
It is no matter if the bagges be fiiD, 
Well (are the wit that makes the world a Qua* 

(Vol I. €, p. 5.) 

Such is very much the * burden' of 
' Pasquil's Madcappe.' His outlook is — 
' Where gnodesae sinnes doe in their glocy sit' 

Finnly-lined — ^bitten-in as your Etcher 
says — are his portraits of those he thus sees. 
Let these testify for the rest : — 

' Let bat a fdlow in a fox-frnrd gowne, 

A greasie night-cap and a driueled beard. 

Grow but the baliffe of a fisber-towne, 

And haue a matter fore him to be beard ; 

WiA not his frowne make halfe a stzeete afeard ? 
Yea, and the greatest Codshead gape for feare 
He shall be swallowed by this vgly beare. 

Looke bat on heggtrt going to the Mockes, . 
How master constable can march before tbem« 
And while the beadle maketh £»t the lockes. 
How brouely he can knaue them, and be-whore them. 
And not afford one word of pitty for them. 
When it may be poore honest seely people. 
Must make the church make curtsie to the 8teq;>le. 

Note but the beadle of a beggars Spittle, 

How (in his place) he can himaelfe adnance. 

And will not of his title loae a tittle. 

If any matter oome in vaziance. 

To try the credite of his countenance : 

For whatsoeuer the poore beggars say. 

His is the word must carry all away. 

Why let a begger bat on cock-horse sit. 

Will he not ride like an iU-fiuioard king? 

And will h not amaae a poore man's witte^ 

That cuckoes teach the nightingale to sing? 

Oh, this same wealth is such a wicked thing. 
Twill teach an owle in time to speake true latine. 
And make a frier forswraare our Ladle's mattine. 

Take but a peasant newly from the cart. 

That only Hues by puddhigs, beanes* and pease. 
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Who neuer kaniM any other arte, 
Bat how to driiie his cattle to the leas, 
And after worke. to sit and take his ease ; 
Yet pat this asse into a golden hide, 
He shall be groome vnto a hansome bride. 

Take but a rascall with a rpgish pate. 

Who can but onely keepe a counting-booke. 

Yet if his redming grow to such a rate. 

That be can angle for the golden hooke. 

How-eoer so the matter he mistookcp 
If he can deeiely ooner his deceite. 
He nuy be hrid a man of deepe oonoeite. 

Finde out a Villaine, borne and bred a knaue. 
That neuer knew where honesty became, 
A drunken nscall and a doggM slaue. 
That an his wittes to wickednesse doth frame. 
And onely fines in infamy and shame ; 
Yet let him tinke vpoa the golden pan. 
His word may passe yet for an honest man. 

Why. take a Fldler but with halfe an eye, , 

Who neuer knew if Rla were a note. 
And can but play a Round or Hey-de-gey, 
And that perhaps he onely hath by roate. 
Which now and then may hap to get a groate ; 
Yet if his Crowde be set with siluer studdes. 
The other minstrels may goe chew their cuddes. ' 

{JHd. p. 7, col. a.) 

He thus closes the ' Invective * : — 
' Then let a knane be knowne to be a knaue, 
A theife a villaine, and a diurle a hogge ; 
A minkes a menion, and a rogue a slaue, 
A truD a tit. an ▼sorer a dogge, 
A ksbbe a kmte, a beauy loll a logge : 
And enery birde goe rowst hi her owne nest. 
And then perhaps my Muse will be at rest 

But if a lacke will be a gentleman. 

And mistris Needens kdy it at least. 

And enery goose be saucy with the swanne, 

While the asse thinkes he is a goodly beast. 

While so the foole doth keepe ambition's feast ; 
My Muse in conscience that cannot be quiet, 
Wm glue them this good aawoe vnto their diet. 

But I doe hope I am but in a dreame, 
Fooles win be wiser then to loose their wittes ; 
Tbe oountrey wench wiU looke vnto her creame. 
And wockemen sea. but where their profite fits. 
And leave iantastickes to thefar idle fita: 

Pride shaU goe downe, and vertue shall encrease, 
And then my Muse bo still, and hokl her peace. 

Bat if I see the world wffl not amend, 

Tbe wealthy beggar counterfdte the king. 

And idle spirites att theh: humours spend. 

In seeking how to make the eodLoe shig ; 

If Fortune thus doe daunce fai FoUie's ring, 
When contiaries thus go against their kindes, 
My Muse resofaies to teU them what she findes. 



For she cannot be partial] in her speech. 
To smooth, and flatter, to eclogue and lie ; 
She cannot make a breast-plate of a breech, 
Nor praise his sight that hath but halfe an eie. 
She cannot doe herselfe such iniurie ; 
For she was made out of so plaine a molde, 
As doth but Trueth for aU her honor holde. ' 

{JHd. p. 10.) 

After the 'Invective' comes 'Pasquil's 
Message/ It thus opens : — 

* Goe Muse abroade, and beate the world about, 

TeU trueth for shame, and hugger vp no ill ; 

Flatter no foUie with too plaine a flowt. 

Nor on a buzsard set a falcon's bill : 
Doe no man wrong, giue euery man his right. 
For time will come that all win come to light. 

Doe not persuade a foole that he is wise. 

Nor make a begger thinke he is a king ; 

Say not a mole can see that hath no eyes. 

Nor Starke dead stockes haue any power to spring ; 

For while that loglcke woukl maintaine a lie, 

TIs easdy found out in philosophie. 

TeU idle des that know not how to looke, 
Then- wanton thoughts wiU worke them nought but woes. 
TeU addle wittes that haue the worlde mlstooke, 
Vnbridled willes are Reason's ouerthrowes : 

While onely Trueth that walkes by Wisedome's Une. 

Happieth the heart, and makes the soule diuine. ' 

{JHd, p. ii/i.) 

With * Goe ' for refrain, there follow like 
mordant, but ever and anon graciously- 
touched, delineations of the 'Court* and 
'King,' 'Lordes and Ladies,' 'Courtiers,' 
'Lawyers,' 'Schollers,' 'country Players,' 
'Fidlers,' 'Swaggrers,' 'Diuine,' 'Souldier,' 
* Craftesman,' 'Fencer,* the 'wretch that 
would and cannot thriue,' the 'crow,' 
'Aesop's pie,' 'beggar,' 'lailour,' 'pri- 
soner,' 'Poets,' 'Authors of high Tragedies,' 
'Scriuener,' ' luglers,' ' Pander and Parasite,' 
'Traitour,' 'Farmers,' 'Labourers,' All 
these are wisdy counselled. I limit myself 
to three of these, as thus : — 

1. 'Country Players.* 
' TeU country Players, that old paltry iests 
PronounoM in a painted motely coate, 
Filles aU the world so fiill of cuckoes nests. 
That nightingales can searody sing a note : 
Oh bid them tume their minds to better meanings. 
Fields are iU aowae that ghie no better gleanings.' 

(R ii/a.) 
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3. ' Poets and poore Writers.' 
. ' Goe tell the Poets that their pidling rimes 
Begin apace to grow oat of request : 
While wanton humors in their idle times, 
Can make of Loue but as a laughing iest : 
And tell poore Writers, stories are so stale. 
That penny ballads make a better sale.' 



(Ibid.) 



3, 'Authors of high Tragedies.' 
' Goe tell the Authors of high Tragedies, 
That bloudlesse quarrells are but merry fights ; 
And such as best conceite their Comedies, 
Doe feede their fancies but with fond delights ; 
Where toyes will shew that figure Trueth's intention, 
They spoyle their spirits with too much inuention.* 

* Goe bid the Poets studie better matter. 

Then Mars and Venus in a tmgedie ; 

And bid them leaue to leame to lie and flatter. 

In plotting of a Loner's Comedie ; 
And bid Play-writers better spend their spirits. 
Than in foz-burrowes, or hi oony-ferrits.' 

{Jhid* p. 13.) 

'Pasquil's Foole's Cap' with 'Pasquil's 
Passion for the World's waywardnesse ' semi- 
lifts the veil of anonymity, inasmuch as his 
epistle-dedicatory to Master Edward Con- 
quest is signed ' N. B.' It is really a vindi- 
cation of the ' Madcappe/ but relies more on 
raillery than sarcasm, on pleasantry than 
rebuke. He dons the cap and bells, the 
« Foole's Cap,' that he may * play the Foole,' 
yet has he again a grave message as ever 
was Hebrew prophet's. I can find room only 
for one consecutive passage, of alternate 
lightness and gravity, and not without (I fear) 
autobiographic home reminiscences : — 

' Hee that loues to be noted for sirattgi fashions. 

And for his lockes, and for his kinde ofgeUe : 

And in his Muses, and his Passions, 

Will not be thought an ordinary mate : 

If that his Wittes come to themsdues, too late, 

I know not well how to be his Aduistr ; 

But euen be sory, that he was no wiser. 

He that will hoorde vp ally^ a durtytan ; 
Yet in the meane time want necessities : 
He that will be vnto himselfe so neere. 
As bring himselie into extreamities. 
By his owne wilfull caus'd calamities. 

This is the end that will fail out of it ; 

Sudi Niggasrd FooUs haae neuer better Wit. 



Hee that doth put kis walth vpon a Coekg, 

A Carde, a Di*, or such an Idk toy ; 

And hath his humour so much on the SmocJU, 

As if it were his Sprits onely ioy : 

When Soorrowes sighes doe shewe the heartes annoy : 
Let him goe backe vnto Repentance scho<4e, 
And see how long his Wit hath plaid the FooU. 

Hee that will busie be with Entry matter. 
Vet scarce hath power to bring one well to passe : 
And neuer leaues to ooaen, lie, and flatter, 
Vntill hee prooue himselfe a CrafHe Asse : 
Let him but looke in the Foles looking Giasse, 
And there his IVoodcocJU IVit shall plainly hane 
The true proportion of a Paltry Knaue. 

Hee that would perswade himselfe He is a King, 
Yet all the world doth for a B^ger knowe him : 
And he that takes the Winter for the Spring, 
Because the Snmu a little light doth showe him : 
If want of Wit doe wholly ooerthrowe him. 

And that the Coekes eamte to his cappe doe falL 

Tb not my fault, I can not doe withal. 

Hee that putsX^"'' '^^ >'*^ « Rn^k 
And seauenteene yards into a swag^ring slappe .- 
And ttoentie thousand CrmonMS into a Mnjk, 
And halfe his land into a hunting Cappe : 
If that the/bole doe catch him in his trappe, 
There like a Woodcoehelet hfan walke about : 
When hee is in, I cannot helpe him om. 

Hee that in all his thoughts is so vnhoiy, 
Hee makes no care of any good conoeight : 
But giues himselfe so much to Idle folly, 
That Tuto He/l Hee runnes the highway straight : 
If hee be poysoned with the Diuels baight. 
I cannot choose bat teU him like a friend. 
Such wicked Footes will hane a wofuU end. 

Hee that will Brase his face at lothehay, 

Because he will not blush at Knamry : 

And he that wiU refuse no drudgery. 

To gather Drosse by any Slauery, 

And yet will stand vpon his Brnuery : 
He is nofboU, whoeuer be an Asse, 
Makes such a Cooer for a looking glane. 

Hee that repents him of no wickednesse. 

Nor takes delight in any godlinesse : 

But in the way of all ynthriftinesse. 

Doth wast the Time of Natures wretcfaednesse ; 

Where helplesse Sorrowes, in. ynhappmesse. 
Doe breede the Spirits endlesse heaninesae : 
That Foole is in the height of foolishnesse.' 

(Ihid. p. 24.) 

A vein of melancholy though not of repin- 
ing, runs through ' Pasquil's Passion.' Let 
its opening send every student-reader to the 
whole, to be delighted with the vigour of thp 
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thinking and the finnness of the workman- 
ship: — 

' wicked, vngratious. and vngodly Ag^^ 
Where batefiill thoughts are gotten to their height, 
How should my spirit in true passions nge? 
Describe the courses of thy vile oonceight, 
That feede the world but with the diuels baight : 

While wofull hearts, with inward sorrowes wounded. 

Finde Wit and R*ason in thdr sense confounded. 

No, no, the depth of thy vnknowne distresse 
(Wherein the heart is ouerwhelm'd with woes) 
EiTffdfB the power of passion to expresse ; 
While so much griefe within the Spirit growes. 
As an the power of Patienct ouerthrowes : 
While vertuous minds, within their sowles agrieoed, 
Must hflplfwe die, and cannot be relieued. 

The cUartit «yt must seeme to haue no seeing. 
And Bloqmimce must be to silence bound. 
And Homorurs tssemce seeme to haue no beeing, 
Where wicked windes runne Vertmes skippe a ground. 
While healthinll spirits fall into a swound ; 
That only Frtdt, that weares the goldtn hormt^ 
May Ihie at ease and laugh the world to soome; 

If enery right were rightly apprehended. 
And hai dtseruings best might be rqjarded. 
And Car^U workes were to their worth commended, 
And GratioMs spirits grotionsly rewarded, 
And wicked craft from Conscience care discarded ; 
Then might the Angels sing in Heauen, to see 
What blessed courses on the earth would be.' 

{Ibid, p. as/i.) 

'Pasquil's Passe and Passeth not' is first 
signed 'N. B.' to epistle-dedicatory, and 
then, to show that he was 'Pasquil,' the 
Epistle to the Reader is signed < Pasquill/ 
I must ask my Readers to ttum to these 
further Satires. I had marked very many 
His for quotation; but I refrain. I must 
repeat that the explicit acceptance of the 
authorship of these Pasquil poems by Breton 
in ' No Whipping ' — ^as given in the Memoir 
(I. Biographical) and the discovery of a 
* William E' as author of * Palinodia,' and so 
of ^ Cornucopia' (L Biographical, p. xxx/i), 
relieve me from the necessity of establishing 
Breton's authorship of the one set as of his 
non-autfaonhip of the other set, and the utter 
mistake of the late Rev. Thomas Corser 
and others in assigning 'Comucopiae' to 
Breton. I may add that doubtless Breton 



fetched his name of ' Pasquil ' from Thomas 
Nash's trenchant productions under that dis- 
guise, and availinghimself of their popularity, 
if indeed, in his sore straits, our worthy was 
not quite willing to have his Pasquil pieces 
taken for posthumous work of the recently 
dead earlier Pasquil ' Marphorius' was of 
course taken from the same source. Both 
are combined in 'The Retume of the re- 
nowned Cavaliere Pasquill of England from 
the other side of the Seas, and his meeting 
with Marforius at London upon the Royal 
Exchange' (1589.) One need not go 
searching further.^ 

{b.) Epistlbs-dedicatorYi etc — ^As a 
rule the Epistles-dedicatory and to the Reader 
of the Elizabethan period are well-turned and 
gracious; but Breton's are peculiarly so. 
Bacon and others led the way in adulation 
and exaggeration of rank above brains early 
in the reign of James i. I find nowhere 
in Breton's books either flattery or fawn- 
ing. There is directness, fine simpleness, 
manly self-respect in his Epistles, while I 
look in vain elsewhere for such felicitous 
and deserved compliments, such pleasant 
in-working of passing circumstance, such 
gentlemanly phrasing, such daintily wrought 
turns of expression, such sprighUiness. I 
shall be glad if my Readers study the Epistles- 
dedicatory and to the Reader of the Verse 
and Prose alike. For one thing, it will result 
that no one will do so and be entrapped, — as 
Mr. W. C. Hazlitt was, — by his ever-recur- 
ring trick of expression, to think the ' Olde 
Man's Lesson ' was edited but not composed 
by him. So too with the guises and dis- 



1 It is to be remembered that ' Mehmcholike Humoon' (Vol. 
I. A,)— a collection of small fueces first published in ihit same 
year with the first of tKe Pasquil series— was probably issued 
on the streocth of the popularity of the others. Tboufhitbean 
Breton's name, the address ' To the Reader ' begins ' Pasquil 
having been long in his dumps,' etc, the name ' Pasquil ' being 
brought in apparently to reveal that ' Melancholike Humours * 
was by Pasquil Madcappe, and that Pasquil Madcappe was 
Nlcholaa Breton. Nash died late in 1599, or very early in 
t6oa 
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guises in the Pasquill set and elsewhere. 
They will not hide Breton himself from any 
one who has eyes in his head, not merely 
spectacles astraddle his nose. I am glad 
here to be able to give one additional Epistle- 
dedicatory, a Preface, and a Publishei's 
Epistle, from the late lamented Mr. Henry 
Huth's volume of Prefaces, etc. (1874, 50 
copies only) edited by Mr. W. C. Hazlitt. 

I. To • The Works of a Young Wit; 

1577:— 

* The Letter Dedkatorie, to the Reader/ 

I Haae both heard and read oft tymes, that Bookes 
and Cheeses may veiy well be likened one to the 
other in this poynt : for the diuenitie of mens iudge- 
mentes giaen of them. For they are wares both, to 
be looked on for lone, and bought for money. The 
Cheese, once oat of the Presse, shortly after comes 
to market to be solde, where (perhaps) it is tasted of 
many, before it be bought; and bookes once 
imprinted are presently in shoppes, where many 
pemse them, ere they be solde. Nowe, some thiU 
haue tasted the Cheese, wil say (perchamice) tis too 
diye : an other wyl say, tis too f ol of whaye : the third 
wyll say, the meate is good, but it is yll handled : the 
fourth wil (contrary) say, it lookes better then it is. 
Come another, he wyl say, Berlady, tis prety good 
meate. Some wyl say. It is litle worth : and some 
wyll say. It is starke nanght; bat that is an euyl 
toungd felow. Some wyl say, *Tis Cheese : thats a 
blunt whorson. Some wyl say, Twil serve : he is 
to be borne withal. Some wyl say, Tis good meate 
when one is hungry : he is woorthy to haue a peece of 
it (if he can get it), when he hath nothing els to 
dynner. Some wyl Uke it very well, and giue money 
for it : he is most worthy to haue it, and much good 
may it doo hym. And tims of Bookes, and so of this 
my booke among others. Some wyl say, It is too 
dry, it wants the sap of Sapience, neither hath it 
yenough of the Runnet of Reason. Some other wyl 
say. It is to fol of the whay of wantonnesse which, 
in wise mens taste, seemes very sowre. Some wyll say. 
The inuention is prety, but it is yll pend. Some 
other wyll more commend the pennyng, then the 
matter. Some wyl say. It is prety Poetrie. Some 
wyl say, It is meane stufie. And some (perhaps) wyl 
say, It is bald ryme, not worth the reading t but that 
is a malicious Lob for my lyfb. Some wyll say, 
Tis verse : he speakes his mynd plainly. Some wyl 
say, Twil passe for Poetrie : let hym passe for & 



cetera. Some wyl say, It is good enough to reade, 
when a man hath nothing els to doo : he may reade 
it (if he can come by it) in such idle tyme. Some 
(perhaps) wyll prayse it more then it deserues, and 
geue coyne for it, rather then goe without it Such 
are best woorthy to haue it : and wel may it like them 
when they haue bought iL Well, such as like it not, 
I pray you beare a good tongue, and let it alone, 
and God be with you. I wish you well, and perhaps 
I wyl, agaynst the next Terme, prouide you some 
other newe ware for your olde golde. Tyll when, 
and euer, I wish you all, with my selfe, the grace of 
God, and well to fiue. From my lodgyng this xiii 
of May, Anno Domini. 1577. Your poore Coantrey- 
man N.B.' 

2. ^ A Flourish upon Fancy^ i577'' Our 
text of Flourish upon Famy was the second 
edition (1582). It omits the Preface to the 
portion entitled The Toys of an Idle Head: 
and it is specially gratifying to be able to 
reproduce it here : — 

'THE PREFACE. 

My friend, who so thou bee, that faine wouldst buy 

this booke. 
To passe away the time thereon, in ydle times to 

looke: 
If so thou fyndste that like thee not, yet pardon 

graunt to mee, 
And wish me from thy harte no wwse, then I wish 

vnto thee. 
Against my will it shall be much, if many I offende 
With these rude rymes which I haue made vnto none 

other ende. 
But as I sayde before, for want of other glee. 
For pleasaunt heads to looke vpon, when they at 

leysure bee. 
But some there are, I must oonfesse, gainst whom in 

great despight 
Some running rymes, which here yon see, I chamiced 

to indight. 
But such I count my deadly foes : and such one if 

thou bee 
That buiest my boke, then take the same in deepe 

despight of thee. 
But if you be my friend, and take all in good parte 
That there you fynde : and thinke it is for want of 

better arte. 
Then here with right good will I offer it to thee^ 
And doe but thanke me for my paynes, it is ynough 

for mee. 
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Of troth I promise yee, tis not for want of will. 
That nidelj thus in rymes I run, but want of better 

skilL 
For if that I had Quid's pen, ech worde in printe to 

place, 
Or Homer's ezercyse I had, to gine my verse a grace. 
Or Tullie*s Eloquence to talke, as I in minde thought 

best. 
Or Aristotle's pregnant wit, that passeth all the rest, 
Some prety peece of worke perhaps then mooghtst 

thoulynde 
Among so many mery toyes, that mought content thy 

minde. 
Bat tosh, my beetle biayne can no such firuictes bring 

forth; 
My Teraes are but mgged rimeSi and therefore little 

worthi 
My head Tnhooded yet, I ready am to flye 
At every little paltrye bird« that goeth whisking by. 
I neaer hane respect to any kinde of Game, 
Like to the hooded Hauke that, kepte a long while 

When that he Game doth spring, she knowes it by 

the whnrrc^ 
And then, to make a wing thereat, she ginnes of[f] 

fyst to sturre. 
But till the Game be sprong, on ^t she pearcheth 

still, 
But I (God wot) to choose my game haue no such 

kinde of skill. 
I stryke at what I may, and geue God thankes for 

•n. 

And stande contented with the same, till better doth 

be&n. 
And glad I am sometime to pray vpon a Byrde^ 
I hane no wit to waye the best, but enery worthe- 

lesse worde 
I ready am in ryme to put, although my reason be 
But small (God wot), and that too small, as you may 

plainly tee. 
Bat since yon see my simple head vnhooded (as it is). 
Accept the symple frnicttherof, and be content with 

thi& 
Vntill I hane the skill to flye at better Game, 
Which when I kill, yon shall be sure to taste some 

of the same. 
Bat if ye now disdayne these Byides, whereon I 

With better game hereafter I perhaps wiU flye away. 
And lyke a very Chnde, then will I parte with none. 
Bat feede vpon the best thereof vnto mysdlf alone, 
Where few or none shall see, what foode I feede 

vpon, 
No^ nor yet where I hyde the same, till aU be spente 

and gone. 



Wherefore, my friende, I say, if so thou doest desyre 
More of my workes, and wouldst not haue the rest 

throwne in the fyre, 
Skome not these ragged lymes, but rather soone 

amend. 
What so thou fyndst that likes thee not, and so I 

make an ende. 
Wishing thee well to fare, if so thou be my friend, 
But if my foe, then ill and worse, and so agayne I 

end. 

Finis.' 

3. The Bower of Delights. Seeing that 
neither the 1591 nor 1597 editions of the 
'Bower' is at present available (though at 
Britwell) I gladly give here the Episde of 
the Publisher Richard Jones, the more 
readily that it explains Breton's disavowal 
in the Postscript of the Epistle to his 
Pilgrimage to Paradise : — 

•TO THE GENTLEMEN READERS. 

Gentlemen: I present you here, in the Anthonrs 
absence^ with snndrie fine Deuioes and rare con- 
oeytes, in English verse, by the names of Epitaphes, 
Poems, Pastorals and Sonnets : some of worthines, 
and some of wantonnes, yet (all in my poore censure) 
wittie, pleasant, and commendable : If any like you 
(as I hope they wyl), partly for the well penning of 
them : but specially for the Subie[c]t and worthinesse 
of the persons the[y] doo concerned though (happly) 
you esteeme the rest of lesse regard : I then haue my 
desire, and count my labour and changes well be- 
stowed. I am (onely) the Printer of them, chiefly to 
pleasure jrou, and partly to profit my selfe, if they 
prooue to your good liking : if otherwise, my hope 
is frustrate, my labour lost, and all my cost is cast 
away. 

Pardon mee, (good Gentleman) of my presump- 
tion, and protect me, I pray yon, against those 
Cauellers and find-fiuilts, that neuer like of ai^ thing 
that they see printed, though it be neuer so wel 
compiled. And where you happen to find any fault, 
impute it to bee coittmmed by the Printers negli<« 
gence, then (otherwise) by any ignorance in the 
Author : and especially in A 3, about the middest of 
the page, for iim€ or lead^ I pray you read it Um or 
lead. So shall your poore Printer haue iust cause 
hereafter to be more carefull, and acknowledge him- 
selfe most bounden (at all times) to do you seruioe 
to the vtmost of his power. 

Yours, R. I. Printer.* 
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V. Claims. — I hope that what I have 
already said of Breton's Characteristics, 
viz., his — I. Style — concinnity and melody. 
2. Brightness. 3. Freshness. 4. Tenderness. 
5. Purity, and given under Shakespereana, 
NoTABiLiA, and Satires and Epistles- 
Dedicatory, etc., together with a critical 
study of the full Glossarial Index, will 
win assent of capable and sympathetic 
readers, when I claim for him first of all 
a place among the 'Sweet Singers' of 
our England. It seems declarative of 
the extremely superficial knowledge of 
Elizabethan and Jacobean literature, that 
our (so<alled) Historians of Literature, 
larger and lesser, as well as our Anthologies 
and books of Extracts, have no recognition, 
or such recognition as betrays it to be 
second-hand and traditionary, of so fecund 
and long-sustained a Writer as our present 
Worthy (and indeed the same remark holds 
of weU-nigh all except prominent and ex- 
ceptional names). I must regard it as 
blameworthy, that to so sorrowful an extent 
the bye-ways of our literature are left un- 
trodden. Such treatment of the great body 
of Elizabethan-Jacobean Verse and Prose 
reminds me of your vulgar Cook 'personally- 
conducted tours' along beaten tracks and by 
cheapened hotels, rushing forward in stone- 
eyed disregard of everything save the ' ad- 
vertised' goal of the day. The very soul 
and joy of travelling is to 'turn aside' into 
the inviolate quietudes and sanctities of 
Nature, and of Biography and History. If 
you would hear the Nightingale really sing, 
you must leave even the glorious streets of 
Florence and hide you in a pine-dell of 
Fiesole. Similarly, if you would get at the 
actual literature of any period, you must not 
limit yourself to a few outstanding names, 
but give willing and laborious nights and 
days to those books that made the reading 
of the vast majority, alike gentle and simple. 
For Nicholas Breton I claim that any one 



who dedicates the necessary time to his 
Works as a Poet, will find himself or (her- 
self) if not in a ' Nightingale Valley,' yet in 
greenwood, vocal with many and many a 
sweet bird-voice, and bright with colourings 
of leaf, and flower, and butterfly's wings, and 
tenderest fragrancies, and dewy freshnesses, 
and patterings of soft rain. There is an 
uncloying sweetness in the Poetry of Breton 
that I hold justifies a demand that he shall 
henceforward be represented in every History 
of our Literature, and in every Collection or 
Selection professing to be based on first- 
hand knowledge. Even the (relatively) few 
things that I have quoted or indicated (as 
supra^ II. I.) will bear out my claim ; but it 
were easy to multiply proofs an hundred-fold. 
My design was (and is) like Alexander 
Wilson's little boy in the well-known anec- 
dote, to allure into the woods themselves, 
ue, to persuade those who have hitherto not 
read Breton to do so for themselves. If 
after that he be not accepted as a ^ Sweet 
Singer' I shall indeed be disappointed. As 
nearly as possible I have arranged the Works 
(Verse and Prose alike) chronologically ; so 
that his growth and culture from the ' ragged 
rimes' of the 'Flourish upon Fancy' and 
other early books, onward to the almost 
perfect work of his middle-period and later, 
can be readily and suggestively traced. 

I further claim for Nicholas Breton a 
still higher place as a Sacred Poet In no 
department of our Literature is the ignoiance 
of our Historians and Critics of Literature 
more crass than this of our religious Poetiy. 
The surprise of our representative literary 
journals over Dr. George Mac Donald's 
' Antiphon ' would have been ludicrous if it 
had not been so deplorable. It is a ch arming 
little book, doubtless ; but after all it is thin 
and shallow because restricted in its range. 
Yet restricted as it is, the utterances of 
various Critics on its selections satisfies one 
that to them even the Fletchers, and 
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Georg£ Sandys, Henry More, and Richard 
Baxter, and Henry Vaughan were all but 
unknown. Similarly with the reception of 
Archbishop Trench's still more inestim- 
able anthology, his 'Household Book of 
English Poetry.' Its Critics are in open- 
mouthed wonder over the 'new' names 
introduced; and yet his Grace would be 
the first to acknowledge that his representa- 
tion is inadequate, that is, omits others whose 
faculty was as genuine and as noticeable as 
any represented in his book. The religious 
life of England has with rare exception beat 
strong and high, and has all along been 
nurtured in its deepest and finest elements 
by sacred song- The very substantiveness 
and prodigiousness of the theological pabu- 
lum furnished necessitated this. 'Praise' 
alone could catch up those yearnings, aspira- 
tions, conflicts, triumphs, sorrows, and de- 
spairs, alternated with gladness and raptures, 
that belong to the reality of Christian experi- 
ence; and when you come to 'search* you dis- 
cover that England never (or rarely) has been 
left without its sacred Poets. A thorough 
History of our Literature would reveal this 
most gratifyingly. I claim, then, for our 
Worthy, that he did much that deserves our 
thanks in his sacred Verse. I would send 
the reader, with all confidence, to his 
'Solenme Passion of the Soule's Love' 
(1595); his 'Melancholike Humours' (1600); 
his ' Pilgrimage to Paradise ' joined with the 
'Countesse of Penbroke's Love' (1592); his 
'Rauisht Soule' and 'Blessed Weeper' 
(1601} ; his 'Longing of a Blessed Heart' 
(1601); his ' Soule's Harmony ' (1602); his 
'Soule's Immortal Crowne' (1605) ; and his 
'Countesse of Pembrook's Passion.' It is 
simply a discredit to our critical authorities 
and 'Histories' that poems so matterful, so 
radiant, so pure, so musical, so memorable, 
should remain unstudied. Even my well- 
informed friend Professor Morley, in his 
Library of English Literature : English Re- 

63 



ligion : has a very imperfect appreciation and 
representation of Breton. His bits from 
' I would and I would not ' give no idea of 
the spiritual wealth and poetic fineness of 
workmanship of his elaborate sacred Poetry. 

I claim, again, for our Worthy, that in his 
Prose, regardingthe books broadly, his English 
is rich and pure. I have elsewhere accent- 
uated its concinnity. I think now of its fine 
simpleness, unpretence, ease, continuous- 
ness. There is nothing of Horace's ' purple 
patchwork.' All is of the every-day speech ; 
now of the 'gentle,' and now of the 'simple.' 
Our Glossarial Index will guide to abundant 
proofs and examples of this. Whether he 
is dashing off a ' Character,' or sketching a 
'Portrait,' or filling in a 'Landscape,' or 
telling a ' Fire-side Chat,' or carrying on a 
'Dialogue,' all is done with spontaneity 
and naturalness. When you examine details 
you find, doubtless, that there must have 
been 'pains' and 'art;' but the working is 
concealed, and only the work shown. For 
bright, I might say sparkling, pleasant, 
equally-sustained, and immistakable English, 
I claim special praise for the Prose of 
Breton. Except in its orthography and 
occasional obsolete words (some of which 
might to advantage be revived) his English is 
as much Victorian as Elizabethan-Jacobean. 
But as a phraser, as a maker of short, sharp, 
pointed sentences, he has no successor or 
representative in our day. It were better 
if, for the platitudinarian rhetoric of our 
time, we had something of his brevity, com- 
pactness, sententiousness, finish. 

Before leaving this claim for his good 
English^ I may notify certain peculiarities 
in Breton. He generally doubles the oxnz. 
number of words, e.g.^ doo, dooth, doone, 
prooue, mooue, etc He also frequently adds 
the letter «, ^.^., chaunging, demaund, etc. 
Could this spelling be phonetic? It was 
not peculiar to Breton. He often writes con 
for dan or tion^ as in admiracon, mencon. 
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disposicons, etc. : doubtless the c was pro- 
nounced as 1. The use of i and y inter- 
changeably, is common to him and other 
contemporaries. The words travail and 
travel are generally, but not always, used in 
the reverse meaning of modem usage, e^g.y 
travails modern travel, and vice versa, travel 
= travail (in childbed). The singular verb 
following a plural noun was frequently used 
by Breton, as by contemporaries, e,g, — 

'The apes that rides them now' (I. a, p. 10/2, 
1. 29). 

'That iudgements prooius uniust' (1. it, p. 14/ 1, 
1. 16). 

Further, I claim for Breton that he was, at 
an imitative period, specially original. I 
cannot think of any contemporary, whether 
as Poet or Prose Writer, resembling him. 
There are accidents of parallelism in thought 
and wording; but I think it must be con- 
ceded that throughout, our Worthy drew on 
his own resources. He does not hesitate to 
repeat himself, or quote from himself. Thus, 
in the 'State of Treason,' or 'Invective 
against Treason ' (Vol. I. r), there are three 
stanzas identical with three in the ' Soule's 
Immortal Crowne' (VoL 1. o\ viz., p. 4/2, 
St. 2, p. 5, last stanza, p. 6, first stanza=st 
1-3 of * Humilitie ' in the 'Soule's Immortal 
Crowne.' ^ Again, in the 'Soule's Immortal 
Crowne' there is much of similarity between 
p. lo/i, L I, and the opening of the 
* Pilgrimage to Paradise.* En passant the 
resemblance of these two passages to that of 
theopening of 'The Passion of a Discontented 
Mind' may have originated the misascrip- 



1 Farr in his ' Select Poetry, chiefly Sacred, of the Reign of 
James I.' (1847), extracts four stanzas from the jninted edition 
of the • State of Treason.' Three of them vary verbally only 
from my text (via. the Author's u&, in British Museum) ; but 
the following is entirely different It seems to answer to p. s/a» 
St. 7 of my text. It is a line short : — 

* Let pride be hatefiiU vnto every state,— 
It is a rice with vertue not allowed ; 
And such a vice as vertue hath in hate. 
For vertue neuer makes the spirit prowde. 
And in advauncement of nobilitie 
Giues greatest graces, Truth's humilitie.' 



tion of it to him, albeit the styles are charac- 
teristically different^ 

In the * Honour of Valour ' (Vol. I. q) the 
style is somewhat stilted. He had evidently 
been studying Michael Drayton, and 
endeavours to catch his tone. Again, in 
the 'Arbor of Amorous Devices' (p. id/')? 
< Of his Mistresse Love ' may be compared 
with Griffin's Fidessa, Sonnet 57. The two 
are from the same original, viz., a French 
Sonnet by Philippe Des Fortes, with copying 
from whom and Petrarch, Drajrton reproaches 
his contemporary Sonnetteers. The present 
may be reckoned a translation ; Grif&n's is 
an imitation or paraphrase. The French 
begins: — 

• Un jour, I'aveugle Amour, Diane et ma maistresse.* 
I doubt if *Of his Mistresse Love* is by 
Breton. Once more: It is interesting, be- 
cause of the biographic fact — ^as shown in 
(I. Biographical) — ^that Breton's mother in 
her widowhood married George Gascoigne, 
to find that his step-son paid him the 
most flattering of all homage, of walking in 
his footsteps. There are various evidences 
that the poems of Gascoigne were ^miliar 
to Breton. Thus, in the 'floorish vpon 
Fancy' (Vol. I. a), the < Dolorous Discourse 
of one that was bewitched with loue ' (pp. 
25-6) echoes Gascoigne's 'Passion of a 
Lover ' (edn. Hazlitt, i. 38). Lines 7-8 are 
taken in substance from it, as cf. : — 

• Some other saye they hope, yet live in dread. 
They fuese, they flarae, they flie aloft, they &1L' 

Yet Breton here, as on p. 14, indulges in 
a gird or two at Gascoigne, who wrote in his 
* Strange Passion of a Louer ' (edn. Hazlitt, 
i. 40) :— 

' Amid my bale I bath m blesse. ' 



1 In the ' Arbour of Amorous Dences' there is at least one 
poem common to it and the 'Phoenix Nest,' ▼}<., A Sonnet 
(pL z3/a). It is anonymous ia the latter, but the Cosens mr. 
(Dafibdils and Primroses) is evidence that Breton wrote iL In 
pp. 9-11 'Britton's Divinitie' ia its opening is repeated finm 
the ' Pilgrimage to Paradise,' and axteen stansas fuzther on 
from * The Countesae of Peabrook's Love.' 
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C£ Breton, L 13 : — 

'Tiiey bide In blesse amid their weary bale.' 

Also : — 

* I langb sometimes with little lust' 

Cf. L 14 :— 

' With heanie hearts they show a smiling face. ' 

And again : — 

' And yet mistrust breedes myne anoye. 
I liue and lacke, I lacke and haue : 
I faaae and misse the thing I craue.' 

Cf. IL 9-12 :— 

' The feeld once wonne, yet ielousie full ofte 
With vile suspect, theyr yrkesome hearts doth teare. 
They Uue and lacke, they lack, and yet they haue, 
And hauing, yet they lai^ the thing they craue.' 

So too the opening of ' A Gentlettian talking 
on a time/ eta (p. 34/1), is nearly verbatim 
from Gascoigne (L 362), * When first I thee 
beheld in colours black and white/ It is thus 
clear that in his earliest book, the * Floorish 
vpon Fancy/ the influence of Gascoigne was 
deeper than that of any other in his after- 
books, though he studied his friend Sidney, 
and also Southwell, to advantage. 

Further: Turning to the 'Countesse of 
Pembrook's Passion,' there are several things 
to be noted. I suppose by 'Passion' 
Breton meant 'trials.' At all events, he is 
particularly fond of putting * patience ' and 
'passion' in juxtaposition; and which jux- 
taposition it was tiiat led me in Gleanings 
(Vol. I. 1^) to assign to him the stanzas from 
Rowley's Book of Tablature. But a much 
more important matter fiills here to be con- 
sidered, viz., that th^e are lines common to 
the * Countesse of Pembrook's Passion ' and 
Thomas Watson's 'Tears of Fancy.' My 
deliberate opinion is, that Breton was the 
original and Watson the copyist To the 
proof. Thomas Watson, to begin with, was 
an unconscionable spoiler of others. Let 
any one study his 'Tears of Fancy' with 
Geoige Gascoigne before him, and he will 
come on abundant passages taken bodily 
from Gascoigne. Even in lesser things he 



pilfered from him, ^.^., the opening lines 
of Watson's Sonnet 48 are concocted from 
the same poem of Gascoigne to which he 
was indebted for the last six lines of 
that Sonnet, and the whole of Sonnet 47 
(also his Sonnet 60 belongs probably to 
the Earl of Oxford). The case therefore 
stands thus : Watson or his literary executors 
(for the book was posthumous) undoubtedly 
stole eight whole Sonnets and parts of two 
others firom Gascoigne; one Sonnet and 
eight lines of a second are found also nearly 
verbatim in a poem of Breton's : the presump- 
tion consequently is, that he appropriated 
Breton's lines as he did Gascoigne's. My 
friend, Dr. Brinsley Nicholson, in his 
Letters in the Athefiaum (October 13, 1877, 
and 9th March 1878), if I rightly under- 
stand him, sets internal evidence of two 
kinds against this: (i.) That the lines are 
in Watson's style and not in Breton's; as 
to which I can only answer that to me the 
exact reverse seems to be the simple matter 
of fact; (2.) That the style of the whole 
' Passion ' resembles Breton's about the year 
1600, ue. considerably after Watson's death. 
I demur. I have yet to see marks of likeness 
between this poem and those of that date, 
which are not to be found in the ' Countesse 
of Penbroke's Love' of 1592; which seems 
to me in substance as in name the companion 
poem. And the title itself, though not 
proving so early a date as 1592, seems to be 
against the notion that it was written so late 
as 1600. For while 'Marie's Exercise' be- 
longs to iS97> in * Wit's Trenchmour' of the 
same date an autobiographic passage quoted 
by us (L Biographical, pp. xxvi-viii) makes it 
self-evident that he had then forfeited the 
favour of the renowned Countess, and, as we 
have shown, because of this, suppressed the 
second poem of the Countess's 'Passion.' 
These considerations determine me to date 
the 'Passion' not later than 1597. I must 
say finally, that Watson has been, in my 
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judgment, preposterously extolled. He is 
the merest mocking-bird beside Nicholas 
Breton. Matter and workmanship are poor. 
There is no life, no pathos, no imagination, 
in all his writings. His Latin is mechanically 
accurate only. Let the Reader judge of 



Watson's spoliations of Gascoigne by these 
tabulated quotations; for it seems due to 
Breton to exhibit the *theftuous practice' 
of over-praised Thomas Watson as above 
stated. 



WcUson's Teares of Fancy. 

Son. 90, 1. 13-14. 

' Eies wept and gaz'd too much, 
Yet must I gaze because I see none such.' 



Son. 34. 

' Why liue I wretch and see my ioyes decay. 
Why liue I and no hope of loues aduancing : 
Why doe myne eies behold the sunnie day. 
Why liue I wretch in hope of better chancing. 

O wherefore tells my toung this dolefull tale, 
That euery eare may heare my bitter plaint : 

Was neuer hart that yet bemond my bale, 
Why liue I wretch my pangs in vaine to paint. 

Why striue I gainst the streame or gainst the hill, 
Why are my sorrowes buried in the dust : 

Why doe I toile and loose my labour still. 

Why doe I feede on hope or bild on trust, 

Since hope had neuer hap and trust finds treason, 

Why liue I wretch disdainde and see no reason?' 



Son. 35. 

' Amongst the Idle toyes that tosse my brayne, 
And reaue my troubled mynd from quiet rest : 
Vyle cruell loue I find doth still remayne, 
To breede debate within my grieued brest. 
When weary woe doth worke to wound my will. 
And hart surcharged with sorrow Hues oppressed : 
My sowlen eyes then cannot wayle there fill. 
Sorrow is so far spent and I distressed. 
My toung hath not the cunning skill to tell, 
The smallest greife that gripes my throbbing hart : 
Myne eies haue not the secret power to swell, 
Into such hugie seas of wounding smart. 
That will might melt to wanes of bitter woe, 
And I might swelt or drowne in sorrowes so.' 



Gtuc&ignis Works, td. HoMlitt, voL i. 

P. 46. 1. 3-4. 

' Though I loke to much, 
Needes must I loke because I see none such. 
[See also p. 399, 1, 23-24.] 



P. 40Q, last four lines ; p. 401, n. 1-4, 9, 10, za, 13, 
IS, 16. 
* Why liue I wretch quoth he, alas and well away. 
Or whybeholde my heauyeies this gladsome sunny day? 
Since neuer sunne yet shone that could my state aduance. 
Why liue I wretch, alas, quoth he, in hope of better 

chaunce? 
Or wherefore telles my toung this drearye dolefuU tale. 
That euery earr might heare my grieefife, andsobemone 

my bale? 
Since earr was neuer yet that harkened to my playnte. 
Why liue I wretch, alas, quoth he, my pangs in vaine 

to paint? . . . 
Why striue I with the streame, or hoppe against the hill 
Or search that neuer can be found, or loose my labor 

stiU? 
Why liue I wretch, alas, quoth he, with lucke thus ouer- 

leyde? 
Why feedes my heart on hope? why tyre I stiU on 

trust? . . . 
Since hope had neuer hap, and trust always found trea- 
son, 
Why liue I wretch, alas, quoth he, where aU good luck 

is geason?' 



p. I3Z, n. 7-18. 

' Among the toyes which tosse my braine, 
and reaue my mind firom quiet rest ; 

This one I finde doth there remaine, 
to breede debate within my brest 

When wo would work, to wound my wyl, 

I cannot weepe, nor vraile my fyll. 

My tongue hath not the skiU to tell 
the smallest griefe which gripes my heart, 

Mine eyes haue not the power to swell 
into such Seas of secrete smart, 

That will might melt to wanes of woe, 
and I might swelt in sorrowes so.' 
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Son. 36. 
' My waterie des let £a11 no trickling teares. 
But flouds that ouerflow abundantly : 
Whose spring and fountaine first inforst by feares, 
Doth drowne my hart in wanes of misery. 
My voice is like unto the raging wind, 
Which roareth still and neuer is at rest : [= stay 

The diners thoughts that tumble in my mindep 
Are restlesse like the wheele that wherles alway. 
The smokie stghes that boyle out of my brest, 
Are fam vnlike to those which others vse : 
For Loners sighes sometimes doe take their rest. 
And lends their minds a little space to muse. 
Bat mine are like vnto the surging seas. 
Whom tempest calme nor quiet can appease.' 

Son. 37p U. I- 13. 
' Where may I new my careful! corps oonuay, 
Prom company the worker of my woe : 
How may 1 wrinke or hide mine des ahoaies. 
Which gase on that whereof my griefe doth growe. 
How ska// 1 seeme my sighes for to suppresse, 
Which heipe the hart wkuk else would swdt in sunder. 
Which kMris the helpe that makes my torment lesse : 
Which kel^s and kurts, O woefull wearie wonder. 
How now, but thus in solitarie wise : 
To step aside and make hie waie to rooane, 
To make two fountaines of my dasled des, 
To sigh my fill till breath and all be gone.' 

Son. 4a 
' The common ioye, the cheere of oompanie, 
Twixt myrth and mone doihp/agut me euermore : 
For pleasant talke or musicks melodic, 
Yt/ds no such salue vnto my secret sore. 
For still I line in spight of cmell death, 
And die againt in spight of lingring life : 
Feede still with hope which doth prolong my breath ; 
But choackt with feare and strangled still with strife, 
Witnes the dales which I in dole consiune. 
And weary nigkis heart record of my woe : 
O wrongfoll world which makst my fistncy fume. 
Fie fickle Fortune fie thou art my foe; 

keauie kap so fix>ward is my chance. 

No daies nor nights nor worlds can me aduance. ' 

Son. 43, II. x-4. 
' Long haue ) swome against the wished wane, 
But now constrained by a lothsome life : 

1 greedHie doe seeke the greedie gnraue, 

To make an end of all these storms and strife.' 

Son. 47. 
' Behold deare Misires kow each pleasant greene, 
Will now renew his sommers liuerie : 
The fragrant flowers which haue not long beene seene. 
Will flourish now ere long in brauerie. 



p. I9X. U. 19-33. 35-38 ; p. 133, IL 3- 8. 
' Yet shed mine eyes no trickling teares, 

but floudes which flowe abundantly, 
\^'hose fountaine first enforst by feares, 

found out the gappe of ielousie. . . . 
My voice is like the raging wind 

which roareth still and neuer staies ; 
The thoughtes which tomble in my minde, 

are like the wheele which whirles alwayes : . . 
The sighes which boyle out of my brest. 

are not lyke those which others vse. 
For louers sighes sometimes take rest. 

and lend their mindes a leaue to miise. 
But mine are like the surging Seas, 

whome calme nor quiet can appeas.' 

p. 400, IL 1-4, 7-10, 13-16. 
might I then 

which worketh all 
might alway 

should 

that 
hurt 

helpe and hurte 
how 



[Only the above words different. ] 
P- 399. 11- 13-16, 19-33 ; p. 398, 11. 7-12. 
plundge 



Yeeld 
Lo, thus 

Fedde 



as fast 



Ay me, 

Alas ! the nightes which witnesse well my woe. 



Out and alas, 



[Ibid.^ 



p. lao, U. 1-4. 
' Which makes me swim against the wished wave. 
Lo thus (deare wenche) I leade a lothsome life. 
And greedely I seeke the greedy graue. 
To make an ende of all these storms and strife.' 

p. 358, 11. 11-14, 17-20. 23-38. 

Alas I quod she, behold 
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But I alas withia whose mourning mind, 




The grafts of griefe are onelie giuen to grow : 


graffes 


Cannot inioy the spring which others find, 




But still my will roust wither all in woe. 




The lustie ver that whilome might exchange, 


which 


My grief to ioy, and my (Ulight increase : 


theiv my ioyes 


Springs now else where and showes to me but strange, 




My winters woe therefore can neuer cease. 




In other coasts his sunne dotk cUarely shine. 


full deare doth 


And comfort lend to cuery mould but mine.' 


lends 



Son. 48, lines x, 3, 5, 7, 9-14. 
' The tender buds w^hom cold hath long kept in, . . . 
Will spring and sprowt as they doe now begin, . . . 
But cold of care so nips my Ioyes at roote, . . . 
No sunne doth shine that well can doe it boote, . . . 
For what can spring that feeles no force of ver, 
What hvwer [flower] can flourish where no suime doth 

shine : 
These balUs deare loue within my brest I beare, 
To breake my barke and make my pith to pine. 
Needs must I fall, I fade both root and rinde. 
My branches bowe at blast of euerie winde.' 



Son. 58, 11. 1-13. 
* When as I marke the ioy of euery wight, 
Howe in their mindes deepe throbbing sorrow ceaseth, 
And by what meanes they notuish their dehght. 
Their sweet delight my paine the more increaseth. 
For as the Deare that sees his fellow feede, 
Amid the lusty heard, himself sore brused : 

Or as the bird that fccles herselfe to bleede, 
And lies aloofe of all his pheeres refused, 

So haue I found and now too deerely trie, 

That pleasure doubleth paine and bliss annoy : 

Yet still I twit my selfe of Surcuidrie 

As one that am vnworthy to inioy 

The lasting fnite of such a heauenly loue.' 



p. 358, 11. 15, 16, 21, 22. 29-31 ; PL 359, U. 1-3. 



The 

What plant 
floure 



them 



bales, quod she. 



p. 44. last 3 Kncs : p.45, 1-3, 6 ; p. 118, IL 21-23. 
' And there to marke the iestes of euery ioyfiil! wight. 

And with what winde and waue they fleet, to nourish 

their delight 
For as the stricken Deare. that seeth his fellowes feede. 
Amid the lusty heard (vnhurt), and feeles hbnselfe to 

bleede 
Or as the scely byrd that with the Bolte is bnisd. 
And lieth aloofe among the leaues. of aU his pbeares 

refusd 

Euen so I finde by proofe. that pleasure dubleth payne. 

And styll accuse my selfe of Surpudty : 

As one that am vnworthy to enioye 

The lasting fruite of such a loue as thine.' 



It is curious that Mr. J. Payne Collier, who 
is so preposterously and uncritically hard on 
the venial borrowings of Griffin's * Fidessa,' 
should have selected as a good specimen of 
the Tears of Fancy ^ a sonnet (No. 47) which 
is all but verbatim from Gascoigne, as No. 
60 has already been seen to belong almost 
certainly to the Earl of Oxford Dr. Nichol- 
son also would have been safer to have 
eschewed the sonnets, necessarily all suspect 
by Watsonian plagiarisms elsewhere. For my 
part, having regard to Watson's poverty of 



poetic gift, and the character of his ' Tears 
of Fancy/ I must hold him to have been 
the thief in each case. I would however 
remember that as 'Tears of Fancy' was 
posthumous, its editor rather than its autfior 
must bear the blame of its wholesale 
depredations.^ 

It will be understood that idiere only 
single words or so are placed opposite, 

1 1 wish spedally to acknowledge the great help rendered me 
in this detection of Watson by my friend J. M. Th<»ason, 
Esq., of Edinburgh. 
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Watson has only to that extent departed 
from Gaflcoigne. 



All this being so I place in similar tabu- 
lated form Watson and Breton :— 



Watson's Tears (f Fancy. 
Son. 56. 
' Were words dissolued to sighs, sighs into teares, 
And enerie teare to torments of the mind : 
The minds distresse into those deadly feares. 
Thai find more death than death it selfe can find. 
Were all the woes of all the WOTld in one. 
Sorrow and death set downe in all their pride : 
Yet were they insufficient to bemone, 
The restles horrors that my hart doth hide, 
Where blacke dispaire doth feede on euerie thought, 
And deepe dispaire is cause of endles griefe : 
Where euerie sense with sonrowes over-wrought. 
Lines but in death dispairing of reliefe. 
Whilst thus my heart with loues plague tome asimder, 
May of the world be cald the wofiill wonder. ' 

Son. 57 (1. 1-8). 
* The hunted Hare sometime doth leane the Hound, 
My Hart alas is neuer out of chace : 
The Uue-hounds life sometime is yet vnbound. 
My bands are hopeles of so high a grace. 
For natures sickenes sometimes may haue ease, 
Fortune though fickle sometime is a friend : 
The minds affliction patience may appease. 
And death is cause that many torments end.' 



Brttom's Countess of Pembroke's Passion. 
Where words desolve to sighes, sighes into teares, 
And euerye teare to torments of the mynde ; 
The mynd*s distresse into those deadlye feares. 
That finde more death, than death it selfe can finde. 
Put all the woes of all the worlde together, 
Sorrow and Death sitt downe in all tfaer pryde. 

With all the horrors that the harte may hyde. 



St. 5, 1. 1-4- 



St 6, 1. I, a. 



St 6, 1. 4. 



Wher every sence with sorrowes overwrought. 

Lives but in death, dispayring of relef ; 
Whilst thus the harte with torments tome asunder, 
Maye of the worlde be cald the wofuU wonder. 



\ 



St. 2, 1. 3-C- 



The hunted harte sometymes doth leave the hound, 
My harte, alas, is never out of chase ; 
The lime-hound's lyne sometymes is yett unbound. 
My bands are hopelesse of so high a grace. 
For nature's sicknes sometime maye have ease, 
Fortune, though fickle, sometime is a friende ; 
The mynde's affliction patience maye appease, 
And death is cawse that manye torments ende. 



St. 13, 1. 1-4. 



St. 7. '• '-4 



I for one have not a shadow of doubt that 
again Breton was the original and Watson 
the copyist. Breton's was too rich a mind 
and too self-contained to filch from so 
meagre a poet as Watson. Need it be re- 
called that it was the mode to circulate 
poems,— especially in ms., — ^long prior to 
publication ? 

There are traces of Spenser, Sidney, and 
Southwell and Drayton in Breton, as there 
is tender and fine praise of the first two. 
But with every allowance for inevitable 
obligations to others and semi-unconscious 
impressions firom others, our Worthy remains 
notably original. His use of the word 
•compiled' in some of his title-pages was 
fetched from his step-fiither-in-law, Gascoigne, 
and others used it ; but it was equivalent only 
to oar * composed/ 

Fmally — I claim grateful and positive 
recognition of Breton for his Purity. He 



is out-and-out * clean.' His sacred Verse 
and his religious books, e.g, 'Divine Con- 
siderations,' necessitated that ; but the same 
attribute belongs to all he wrote. This is 
something to be remembered in recollection 
of the abandon^ the insinuation, the provoca- 
tiveness, of a good deal of contemporary 
writing. It is pre-eminently satisfying to 
compare and contrast his * Passionate Shep- 
herd ' with like collections of the period. 
The shepherds are shepherds. The maidens 
are virgins. The love is heart-deep, not lip- 
shallow. The lights and shadows of wooing 
mean wedlock. The love-gifts are love- 
tokens, not snares. There is the smell of the 
breath of kine and hay and butter-cups and 
May-blooms in the vernal or summer air. 
The argument of the *Hesperides' might 
fitly have been prefixed to these Works : — 

' I sing of Brooks^ of Blossomes, Birds, and Bowers : 
Of Apri/, May, of June, and y«/y-Flowers. 
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I savgoi May-poles, Hock-carts, Wassails, Wakts, 
I write of Youth, of Lcwe, and have accesse 
By these, to sing of cleanly- Wantonnesse. 
I sing of Detoes, of Haines, and piece by piece, 
OiBalme, of Oyle, ot Spice, and Amber-Greece. 
I sing of Times irans-shifting ; and I write 
How Roses first canae Hed, and Ullies White, 
I write of Groues, of Twilights, and I sing 
The Court of Mab, and of the Fairie-King. 
I write of Hell ; I sing (and ever shall) 
Of Heauen, and hope to have it after all.' 

But his 'Hesperides' has no leering | 
Satyr, no gorge-raising (scunnering, Scotic^) | 
brutality of thought or epithet I think of 
him as of a singing brook that wells out 
softly and quietly from some bosky cleft, and 
glitters through the green grass and beneath 
green boughs, and falls into some pure 
river (rather than the sea) uncontaminated. 
Witness his * What is Loue ' (I. k, pp. 12-13) 
— with its Shakespearean parallels. 

The flowers and greenwood of Breton are 
natural, not artificial. A good three cen- 
turies have come and gone since they 
bloomed and bore, but they are as daintily- 
hued and rich-flavoured to-day as in the 
beginning. So that as we gather them from 
book to book, we admire alike their fra- 
gility and indestructibility. Let the clos- 
ing lines of one of Henry Ellison's fine 
Sonnets interpret all this for me : — 

• On a Flower-worked Stone Table, 
Ye flowers, your stone hues still delight the eye ; 

Your marble-blooms have known no sere decay 

Of elements ; rude Autumn cannot lay 
Your brightness in the dust or bid ye die ! 
Yet has the heart with ye small sympathy, 

Ye art-made things : e'en Fancy will not play 

*Mid your un wind-stirred clusters, which no ray 
Of sunshine ever wanned ; we pass ye by 
With a chance-glance, and dream of ye no more ; 

For we can pluck ye not to deck the brow 
Of those we love ; ye give us back no store 

Of early thoughts ; and tho' the flowers that grow 
Wild in the fields, must wither in their hour, 
Tis like ourselves, with hopes ye never know !** 

I think that Nicholas Breton deserves 
our revival of his Works. I think that his 
life-time popularity alluded to in Beaumont 
and Fletcher, and elsewhere, was deserved, 

^ Mad Moments, i. pp. 115-116. 



and was a factor in the formative elements 
of the grand Elizabethan and early Jaco- 
bean age. I think that while without 
that pronounced genius that compels our 
wonder and our submission, he had things 
in him that only genius owns. I make no 
' great ' claims for him. He was of the rank 
and file, not of the Leaders and ' mighty ' 
Captains ; but within his own lowly and 
homely and familiar sphere, he is worthy of 
our gratitude as of our praise, and of our 
study as of our remembrance. For myself, 
there are Poems in his Verse as there are 
maxims, apophthegms, counsels, vivid putting 
of things in his Prose, that never can leave 
my memory. In the illustrious gallery of 
English Worthies, I write out for enduring 
honour, the modest yet distinct, the un-noised 
but living name of 'Nicholas Breton, 
Gentleman.' 

VI. Desiderata. — No one but myself ever 
can know the toil and anxiety involved in 
bringing together iox the first time these works 
of Nicholas Breton. No one either save 
myself can estimate the disappointment that 
I feel in being unable to * complete' the 
Works by adding the Four preserved in 
the famous library of Britwell. I trust 
some after-comer may be fortunate enough to 
supplement my collection with these, either 
by access to those now withheld, or by the 
discovery of other exemplars. They are 
these : — 

I. The Workcs of a young Wyt trust vp with a Far- 
dell of pretie fancies, prontable to young Poetes, 
preiudicial to no man, and pleasannt to eae^r 
man to passe away idle tyme vrithall : Where- 
unto is iomed an odde kinde of wooing with a Ban- 
quet of Comfites to make an end withalL Done 
by N. B. Gent. Imprinted at London nigfa 
vnto the three Cranes in the Vintrec by Thow 
Dawson, and Tho. Gardyner. 1577. 4^ 39 
leaves (Hazlitt's Hand-Book and Collections 
• and Notes j.».). 

3. Brittons Bower of Delights, contayning many 
most delectable and fine deuices of rare Epi- 
taphs, pleasant Poems, Pastorals and Sonets. 
By N. B. Gent Imprinted at London by 
Richard Ihones, at the Rose and Crowne^ neere 
Holbonie Bridge. 1591. 4^, 30 leaves («An/.). 



Digitized by 



Google 



MEMORIAI^INTRODUCTION. 



Ixxiii 



3. Pasquils Mistresse ; or the worthie and vnworthie 

woman ; with his description and passion of that 
Furie Jealousie. Imprinted at London for 
Thomas Fisher, and are to be soulde at his 
Shoppe, at the Signe of the White Hart in 
Fleete Streete. 1600. 40, 24 leaves (i^u/.). 

4. Old Mad-Cappes new Gallymawfiy, made into a 

Merrie Messe of Mingle-Mangle out of these 
three idle conceited Humours following. I. 
I will not. 2. O the merrie time. 3. Out 
▼pon Money. At London, Printed for Richard 
Johnes neere S^. Andrewes Church in Holborae. 
1602. 4S 20 leaves {ibid.). 



With reference to No. 2 it is to be 
remembered (i.) That in his Pilgrimage to 
Paradise Breton repudiates responsibility 
for it ; (2.) That in Daffodils and Primroses, 
through the Cosens ms., we have probably 
all in it that really belonged to him. It is 
probable that much of No. i. is similarly 
represented. But the others it makes me 
heart-sore not to be able to reproduce. 
Another book recorded by Hazlitt is : — 

A Merrie Fitte of a Poeti- 
: good to read, better to follow, 
at London by W. W. for W. Jones. 



'Honest CounsaHe. 
call Furie 
Imprinted at 
1605. 4».' 

Of this no exemplar whatever is known. 
Neither has any exemplar come down to us 
of these entries in the Stationers^ Registers: 

a. The Payne of Pleasur, compiled by N. Brit- 

ten : 9<n» Sep. 1578 (vol ii. p. 337). 

b. Nay then by Nicholas Bretton. 5^ July 1622 

(vd. iv. p. 73). 

e, A booke called Notkmge by Nicholas Bretton 
(iM, ) : also entered 9^ August 1622, as ' A 
booke Called Oddes : or all the world to 
Nothing; by N. B. {ibid. p. 77.) 

I have also failed to trace a copy of the 
1603 edition of ' A Mad World my Masters.' 
My text of 1635 is without the Epistle- 
dedicatory to valiant John Florio, that I 
should have liked to give. 

Such is the (comparatively) little all of 
Breton's numerous books that are required 
to make the Works ' complete.' Because of 
their lack I have not — as in the others — 
put 'complete' in the title-pages; but I 
am thankful that what I lack is so small 

63 



beside what I have obtained and actually 
reproduced. 

Of books mis-assigned to Breton it needeth 
not that I add much. No student of 
Breton will hesitate in rejecting 'A small 
handfuU of fragrant flowers,' etc. (1577). 
It is the very antithesis of his style, while 
' N. B.' (without his usual, if not absolutely 
invariable * Gent') belongs rather to Na- 
thaniel Baxter of ' Ourania' — ^itself so long 
ascribed to Breton — at any rate not to 
our Worthy. 

'Marie Magdalen's Love. A practical 
discourse on lohn xx. 10-18. 1595 ' (i6mo) 
is intensely Roman Catholic, while Breton 
was as intensely and evangelically Protestant. 
It is a pity that the late Rev. Thomas Corser 
so hastily assigned this book to Breton from 
the mere accidental binding up of his copy 
along with Breton's ' Solemn Passion.' Be- 
sides its Roman Catholicism, neither his 
name nor initials anywhere appear in it. 

The ' Passion of a Discontented Minde,' 
1 60 1, has neither his name nor initials nor 
the mint-mark words of the period, whereby 
the Breton authorship should have been 
betrayed. 

In the 'Case is altered. How? Aske 
Dalio and Millo,' 1604, the initials «F. T.' 
to the Epistle-dedicatory and to the Reader 
— Mr. Collier assigning these to Francis 
Thynne — ^must decide the non-Breton author* 
ship of this tractate. So too with ' Barley 
Breake or a Warning for Wantons,' 1607. 
The initials * W. N.' assign it necessarily to 
another ; while, as I have shown in my repro- 
duction of it in Occasional Issues, its whole 
substance and manner are anti-Breton. 
Everybody now knows that Lowndes erred 
in placing among Breton's writings ' Pleasant 
Quippes for upstart new-fangled Gentlemen ' 
(1595) and 'England's Joy' — well-known 
productions of others. 

An anonymous book that internally seems 
out-and-out Bretonese is the following:— 

k 
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' Choice, Chance and Change : or Conceits 
in their Colours. Imprinted at London for 
Nathaniel Foxbrooke, and are to be sold at 
his shop in Paul's Churchyard, at the signe 
of the Hehnet.' 1606. (4to.) As I read 
and re-read this singularly brilliant and 
unforgetable manners-painting book, I felt 
here was the ' fine Roman hand ' of Breton. 
But seeing that there is no external authority 
for giving it to him, I reluctantly decided 
not to include it among his Works, but 
rather perhaps find a place for it among my 
Occasional Issues. 

I have now in conclusion to return my 
heartfelt thanks to all who have in any 
way aided me in my * labour of love,' of pre- 
paring these Works of Breton. In their 
places I acknowledge special help with rare 
exemplars, etc. etc. I would repeat empha- 
tically here my sense of obligation to my 
dear friends Dr. Brinsley Nicholson of 
London ; George H. White, Esq., of Glen- 
thome, Torquay, and John M. Thomson, 
Esq., Edinburgh. I wish also to thank 
Henry F. Bailey, Esq., London ; Rev. T. 
O. L. Davies, M.A., Southampton; Rev. 
J. W. Ebsworth, M.A., Molash Vicarage, 
for excellent help throughout ; and last, but 



not least, to my admirably intelligent and 
kindly cooperative printers.* 

I would fain persuade myself that the 
completion of these two massive volumes 
shall lead a select number of sympathetic 
minds to acquaint themselves with the Works 
of Nicholas Breton. I would send such 
to them confident of this, that none will do 
so unrecompensed. For it is with his bright 
and pleasant books as with those commended 
of Caxton. With his gracious inviting words 
applied to our Worthy I close my Introduc- 
tion: — 

'The exercises of duvalry are not used and 
hononrad as they were in ancient time, when the 
noble acts of iht knights of England that used 
chiyalry were renowned through the universal world. 
O, ye knights of flngland, where b the custom and 
usage of noble chivalry ? What do ye now bat go 
to the bains and play at dice? Alas ! what do ye 
but sleep and take ease, and are all disordered from 
chivalry? Leave this, leave it, and read the noble 
volumes of St. Graal, of Launcelot, of Tristrem, of 
Galaod, of Perceval, of Perceforest, of Gawayn, and 
many more ; there shall ye see manhood, oonitesy, 
and gentilness.'* 

Alexander B. Grosart. 

1 See Appendix B for a number of odds and ends desernnf 
preservation. 

s ' Of the Order of Chyvalry and Knyghthood,' qootod in 
Oxlandus, Broadstone of Honour (voL iv. pp. 403-4 : edn. 187^ 



%* Three little things promised in Notes and Illustrations I add here :— 

(a) In ' A Mad World * (IL f^ p. 6, 1. 13 from bottom) reference is made to an ancient description of 
'Mock-Beggars* HaU.' It is as follows :—' Mock-B^gers Hall, with his situation in the spacious conntiy 
called Anywhere.' n.d. Roxb, Coll, 

{b) For 'A Mother's Blessing' (I. m, p. 6/2, L 15) Dean Ramsay furnishes this Scottish eiampleof a 
shepherd's wit :— ' Lord Cockbum, the proprietor of Bonaly, amongst the Pentlands, was sittiitf on the hill-side 
with the shepherd, and observing the sneep reposing in the coldest situation, he observed to him, "John, if I 
were a sheep, I would lie on the other side of the hill." The shepherd answered, '* Ay, my lord, but if ye bad 
been a sheep, ye would hae had mair sense. " ' (Reminiscences, ch. I. : cf also anecdote of shepherd and Lord 
Rutherfurd, ibid,) 

{c) In ' Wonders Worth Hearing ' (II. g, p. 9/2, L 23), I refer to Sir John Davies' use of the phrase, 
' There is no fishing to the sea nor seruice to the King.' It occurs in his ' Lottery.' See it in Grosart's edn. 
of his Poems, vol. li. pp. 87-89 and relative note : also Fuller Worthies' edn. of Works, voL i. p. 291. 

Finally, as suppfementing and confirming our remark in this Introduction (I. page xxix) very sweet and 
pathetic is st 153 of* I would and I would not ' : — 



'Thus would I spend in seruice of my God, 

The linfring nowres of these fewe dales oi 
To shew now &inne and death are ouertrod. 



Bnt by the vertue of the power diuine. 
Our thoughts but vaine, our substance slime and dust, 
And onely Christ, for our Etemall trust.' 

In 1 6 14 he was (probably) beyond his three-score years and ten. 
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VISITATION OF LEICESTERSHIRE 1619 {ColUge of Arms, C. 8. fo. 48»>). 



William Bb£Ton » 
of London. 



•- Elizabeth dau. of 
. . . Bacon. 



^« 



Richard Bkbton 
of London 



• Katharinb dan. %A 
£dw: Guest of 
Worcestershire. 



Nicholas BreUm 
of London, 



Robert Breton 
of Barwell in 
Com; Leic : 



Alice, dau. of Richard 
Wright of Sutton juxta 
Brooghton in 00m. 
Leic: 



Mary, mar. to 
Edw. Newton 
of Ldcester. 



Elizab : mar. to Francis 
Ducket of Broughton 
in Com. Leic : 



Richard Breton, 
son and heyr, 
aeCaL 20 in 1619. 



Danibll, 

2^ son, 
set. 19. 



William, 
3<*son, art. 
16, a Schol- 
ler in Cam- 
bridge. 



Francis, Robebt, John, Thomas, Katherine, Mary, 
4* son, ^ son, 6* son, 7**» son, aet 14. act i. 
set. 12. set. 8. set. 6. set 5. 



APPENDIX B. 
ODDS AND ENDS. 



Vy/ITH reference to 'Merry WoDders' 
VV (VoL II. g), p. 8/2, U. 39-41, this 
Epitaph is assigned to John Hoskins in 
the Dr. Fanner Chetham ms. and in Cam- 
den's Remaines concerning Britaine. Page 
10/I9 L I, John Owen afterwards put this, 
neatly parodying Virgil, thus : — * Una salus 
sanis nuUam potare salutem.' 

In ' Daffodils and Primroses ' (Vol. I. /), 
p. 169 No. 89 the first four stanazs are set 
to music in R. Dowland's Musical Banquet^ 
(1610); but the author's name not given: 



p. 17, No. 13, is preserved also in Harleian 
MS. 6910, and thence printed in Excerpta 
Tudoriana. In the Harleian ms. it is sub- 
scribed Finis La. R. (Rich, I suppose) ; but 
there seems no great doubt that Breton was 
the author: p. 19, No. 18, this was printed 
by Fry in Pieces of Ancient Poetry, 1814 : 
p. 20, No. 21, there is another anonymous 
copy in the 'Phoenix Nest:' ibid. No. 22, 
the last three stanzas of these are also in 
* A Most excellent Passion ' in the * Phoenix 
Nest (as at p. 6, supra) : p. 22, No. 27, this 
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is set to music in Bartlet's Ayres^ 1606 : he 

reads in st 2, 11. 4-5 : — 

* Love hiinselfe is sworne to seme thee 
Princesse in a Goddes place.' 

Instead of the ms., st 3, he has the follow- 
ing:— 

' Looke how loue thy seruant dyeth, 

Harke how hope for comfort crieth. 

Take some pity on poore fJEUicy, 

Let not fJEUicie proue a franxie :' 

p. 28, No. 31, forms the conclusion of the 
long Elegy on Sidney printed in the Dr. 
Farmer Chetham ms. This is an addi- 
tional proof that the Elegy is Breton's, not 
Dyer's : ibid. No. 33, the first twelve lines 
were printed in Percy's 'Reliques* fi^om a 4to 
MS. in Percy's own possession. He added 
twelve other lines of his own. I had in- 
tended giving a more minute account of the 
Cosens ms. ; but my space is exhausted. 

In my notice of the letters not found in 
the 1603 ed. (on p. 52) of *A Poste, etc.' 
* 77 to 85 ' ought to be ' 78 to 86,' the 1637 
numbers having been altered by my insert- 
ing the Answer of the Laugh as Letter 57. 
I regret that I detached this last from the 
Letter to which it is a reply: a 2d Part, 
1606, of these Letters was probably the ist 
ed. of the 2d Part 

In the * Arbour of Amorous Devices' 
the Epistle (p. 3) mentions 'many men's 
workes.' The following identify some, /^., 
'A Lovers Complaint' (p. 6/2, and p. 7/1) 
is from Sidney's Arcadia (No. 40): 'A 
Poeme both pithie and pleasant' (p. 5/2), 
and 'Fantasma' (p. 6/1), are among the 
anonymous pieces in Tottel's Miscellany, 
(1557) — too early for Breton : the latter, 
according to a broadside copy reprinted in 
the late lamented Mr. Huth's Ancient 
Ballads and Broadsides^ is by a certain J. C. 
[Canand], 

In 'Will of Wit,' etc (p. 17, L 43), c£ 
Donne and contemporaries on the 'flea,' as 
I meant to have illustrated. 

In 'Floorish vpon Fancy' (p. 14/2) these 



allusions may be helpfully filled in: L z6, 
* Pride and Fowle disdaine.' See Bausle/s 
Treatyse shewing and declaring the Pryde 
and Abuse of Women Now a Dayes \circ. 
1550] in Hazlitt's Early Pop. Poetry, voL iv. : 
1. 17, 'letters amatorie' — see W. Fulwood's 
Enimie of Idlenesse (1568)— a voL of letters 
like Breton's 'Poste,' etc, some in verse: 
L 19, 'Pretie Pamphlets' — a section of 
'A Gorgeous Gallery of gallant inventions' 
(1578), is headed ' Pretie Pamphlets by T. 
Proctor:' 1. 20, 'Posies' — ^the 'Posies' of 
Geoige Gascoigne, Esquire, 1575: Md. 
'Satirs'— 'The Steele Glas A Satyre com- 
piled by George Gascoigne Esquire 1576': 
L 21, 'Falconrie' — ^Turberville'sBookeofFal- 
conrie or Hauking (1575): IL 22-23, 'Day 
of Doome,' etc — Gascoigne's Droonmie of 
Doomesday (1576) : 11. 24-6, 'Tales of Lap- 
wings ' — Gascoigne's Complainte of Phylo- 
mene (1576) : L 27, 'Songes and Sonets ' — 
'Songes and Sonettes written by the right 
honorable Lorde Henry Howard late Earle 
of Surrey and others' (1557). 

I regret that after-researches have not 
yielded me materials for illustrating certain 
names that I had counted on being able to 
illustrate. I decided to leave the ' Countess 
of Pembroke's Passion ' itself to vindicate its 
Breton authorship, as well as those that bear 
his initials reversed, and other disguises. 
They abundantly do so. ¥(x 'Good and 
Badde,' I have mislaid the spurious 'Vn- 
worthy Queen' of a later edition. The 
student for himself will easily discern in 
'Good and Badde 'Thomas Fuller's proto- 
type. It was my purpose to have gleaned 
facts and references confirmatory of Breton's 
Travels and knowledge of Italian, etc, and 
to have noticed some of his proverbs, inns, 
etc. etc If any other points promised in 
Notes and Illustrations or elsewhere, to be 
noticed, have been inadvertently overlooked, 
I crave pardon. G. 
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A Floorish vpon Fancie 

AND 

The Toyes of an Idle Head. 

1 577-1 582. 
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NOTE. 

The 'Flourish vpon Fancie' and *Toyes of an Idle Head' were re- 
printed from the edition of 1582 in 'Heliconia.' It is Breton's usual 
small quarto— 50 leaves — black letter and occasional lines and words 
in Roman, somewhat arbitrarily. I am indebted to Henry Huth, 
Esq., London, for his nearly unique exemplar of the same edition; 
whereby I have been enabled to correct the all-too-many negligences 
and corruptions of words and orthography in 'Heliconia' — including 
restoration of so many as four lines and more at a time in three places. 
I have, however, to suit our double columns, divided the long lines as in 
' Hdiconia ' and occasionally substituted the author's fovourite colon ( : ) 
for a conuna, and conversely. It is noticeable that (i) The semicolon 
nowhere occurs in these two booklets ; (2} The adjective, not the noun, is 
made prominent by a capital letter. The first edition (1577) it has not 
been my good fortune to see. Of both these most characteristic eariy 
works of Breton, see our Memorial-Introduction. — G. 
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As gallant a Glofe, vp- 
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Compiled by N. B. Gent. 
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To all younge Gentilmen, 

That delight in trauaiU to Forreine Ccuntreis. 

YOU GALLANT YOUTHRS, who are of minde. nthor addicted to tranaile through the world, for experience 
in the diuersities aswell of Countries as cnstomea : of men, as of manners : of languages, as of other bwdable 
points, too tedious to discourse of: as well to the commodity of your Countrej, comfort of your Parents, 
content of your freends, as cheefely to your owne aduannoement : rather then to sit at home, as a Chicke vnder a 
broode Hen, esteeming warmthe, the dwefest wisdome : golde, their God : and a whole skinne aboue an Honomable 
name : As many,— the more pittie,— by too much dandling of their Dads & making of their BAams, do now adayes. 
To you, my young Mates, I say— I heere vnnamed (as young as one) hauing lately taken in hande to passe a looge 
Pylgrimage to PARNASSVS HiU, to PALLAS and her NIMPHBS, to sue for a ScfaoUerBhip hi the Sdioole of 
VEPXys : I was not £u* out of mine owne Contrey, but suddenly, in a place ▼tUmowne, a league or two from any 
towne, vnperfect to retume the waye I went : standing in a muse a while, not knowing what best to doo, seeing many 
footepathes leading diuers waies : at last I thonglit good to take the moste beaten way, as moste likely to leade me to 
some place of habitation, where for that night to take vp my lodging, and the next morning to enqune further 
onwarde on my loumey. But not bearing in minde, that the broade waies are commonly beaten with Beasts : and the 
footepathes (I meane) are very narrow, I foolishly followed the Coxcomes Causey before me, which led me on a long 
streight to the Forrest of Fooles, and so to the Forte of Fande : of which Forte, cum /trttmimci/s, of my ritwnmm^ 
thither, abode there, and retume from thence, I haue more laigdie then learnedly discoursed. Yet as it is, I hope it 
will seme your tumes : though not as a direction to the place I ment to goe too, yet as a disswasion (in your tnvafle) 
fipom that way that hath led mee so much out of the waye before .you. Thus, hoping to tume the thriitlesae fruite of 
my fonde trauaile to the conuiodity of a great many of yee : that I hope some of yee wiU one day thanke me for : 
I wishe you all, with my selfe, in trauaile, to treade the I^euhe that maye bring vs all to perfiect Paradise. 



From hit duaiber in HolbounM^ 
this XX. of Febnuury. 



THE PREFACE. 



AProuerbe oUe, and therewith trae there is, 
That haste makes waste : ecfa thing must haaa 
his time: 
Who high aspires must erer looke to this,— 
To marke his steppes before he ginne to clime : 
For who hi climing takes no care at all, 
Ere he get vp, is like to catch a &1L 

Who dooth desh« to HONOR high to clime. 

By due desart, must woorshippe first attaine : 

Then for to seeke, in fieuther tract of time. 

The meane, whereby to HONOR to attaine : 

For he that thinkes to be a Lorde first day, 

Will misse a Lorde, and prooue a Loute, straight way. 

Who doth assault the huge high FORT OF FAME, 
Must first beginne to scale the outward walles : 
Long is the Ladder that dooth reach the same. 
And happie he that gets vp without fisUes : 
Tedious the thne, the labour nothing short. 
To take in hande to scale so high a Forte. 
This Proueibe olde. my selfe obseraed well. 
Who not assault the gallant FORT OF FAME : 
But FANCIES FORTE, not minding there to dweD, 
But for to see the secretes of the same : 
And many times I thought to make retire. 
But in the ende obtain^ my desire. 

I scalde the walles, and got into the Fort 
With ease inough. short time and little fight : 
And there I sawe whereof I make report, 
Eche thinge that was for to be scene worth sight : 



And when that I somethne therein had past. 
How, by good hap, I got away at last. 

Now fiure horn this, I see THE FORT OF FAME, 

A harder thinge, to giue assault vnto : 

I dare not seeke the meane, to scale the same^ 

And, if I durst, I knowe not what to do : 

In scalinge Fortes, my skill is too too small. 

Then if I dime, I needes must catch a fiedl. 

By lying stOl, I can but little gaine, 
By diming too, the feare is but a fall : 
No praise in deede is gotten without paine. 
Small hurte by falles, if bmxe growe not withall : 
No bmxe norfisU takes hee that takes good heede. 
No taldng heede, great haste and little speede. 

Then when I dime, my selfe am wamde to leame 
The way to scale, ere ought I take in hande : 
To set my LADDER, wisely to disceme. 
To choose a place, where it may surely stande : 
Then for to make my LADDER of such stulfe 
As I may trust, to treade on sure ynoofie. 

But then the ROVNDES must not be made of RIMES. 
My feete will slippe, m treading on the same : 
And REASON sayes. that who so fondly dymes, 
Falles downe into the Ditche of foule Defame : 
God keepe me thence, and hdpe me so to dime. 
That REASON yet, may nyse me vp in time. 

P/MS, 
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SCHOOLE OF FANCIE. 



METHINKES I see yoa smfle. 
before you gin to reede. 
At this same title of my T^ : 

bat, for you shall not neede, 
To marnailf at the same. 

Ffarst, read it to the ende. 
And mazke ye still, through all the tale. 

wfaerto eche point dooth tend : 
And yon shall see I hope, 

that this same title semes 
Fit for this tale : els, sore my minde 

from reason greatly swarues : 
Who is expat in any Arte, 

dooth beare a liiaisters name : 
Then be who cheefe is in an Art, 

dooth well deseme the same. 
Of Arte of hidclesse Lone, 

first Fande is the ground, 
Ahhoogh that Cupid, with his Dart, 

doo giue the deadly wotmde. 
First, Fande liking breedes, 

and liking breedeth Lone, 
And Lone the breeds sodi passing pangs. 

as many Loners proone : 
And when the troubled minde, 

with torments is opprest, 
Fande dooth finde some secret meane, 

to breede the hart some rest : 
And Fande, diee sometime, 

to breede the Louers ioy, 
A thonnand sundrie wayes (at least) 

dooth sdll her pafaies imploy : 
She thinkes on this and that, 

ihee tcacheth how to looue. 
And tels the Loner what to doo, 

as best for his bdioooe. 
But least I go to Sure, 

smd run too mndi at large 
Ontofthewaye, and take no care 

what thing I bane in charge : 
I frill b^gin to show, 

what kinde of Schoole this is. 
What orders too shee keepes therein. 

Firtt, k> the Sdioole is this. 



The roome bothe large and long, 

and very darke of sight. 
The most sight that her Schollers haue. 

is chieflie by fier light : 
Whidi fier dooth bume so bright, 

as giues them light to see 
To read such books, as there are taught : 

but what this fier may bee, 
Nowe thereby lyes a case. 

Well marice what I doo wright. 
And you shall know : for I my sdfe. 

hane seene it burning brighL 
Fhvt, Fande fetdieth ooales, 

and calles for Deepe desire : 
By him shee setteth Vaine delight, 

and biddes them bk>w the fire : 
And when the fire once bumes, 

for to maintaine the same. 
The Colier Care, bee brings in coales 

▼nto this daintie Dame. 
Hee makes his Coales of wood, 

that growes on Haire braine hill : 
The Groue is cald. the ThrifUes thicke 

of wilde and wanton will : 
The wood is of small groth, 

but stickes of Stubbome youth. 
Which semes as fittest for that fier, 

God wot, the greater mthe : 
Lo thus, this fier dooth bume, 

and still dooth giue the light 
To Fandes Schollers in her Schoole : 

they haue none other sight : 
Now, Sir, hi this hot Schoole, 

first Fande highest sittes. 
And out of all her Schollers still, 

she takes the wildest wittes. 
And those she takes in hands, 

to teach the Art of loue : 
Which bdng taught in that vain Art. 

do soone fine schollers prone. 
She teacheth them to moume, 

to flatter and to laine : 
To speake, to write, and to indight, 

to labor and take paine : 
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To go, to run, and ride, 
to muse and to deuise : 
To iuggle with a deerest freend, 

to bleare the parents eyes : 
To spend both landes and goods, 

to venter Um and life. 
To make foes frends, and twizt deere frends, 

to set debate & strife : 
To doo, and vndoo too, 

so that they may obtaine, 
Their mistresse looue : and nener care, 

for taking any paine. 
To iet in braue attire, 

to please their Mistris eye : 
Although perhaps they vtterly 

vndoe themselues thereby. 
To leame to singe and daunoe, 

to play on Instruments, 
To speake choice of straunge languages, 

to trie experiments 
Straunge, seldome had in vse : 

in fine, to tell you plaine, 
To doo almoste they care not what, 

their Ladies loue to gaine : 
And thus in tract of time, 

by such instructions, 
Shee makes them tread, the perfect pathe 

to their destructions : 
Some other SchoUers now, 

are taught within her Schoole 
By Vsshers that teach vnder her : 

of which one is a foole 
By nature and by name, 

for FoUie men him call ; 
And he will teach his SchoUer soone, 

to prooue a Naturall. 
The second, Frensie is, 

in teaching too as bad : 
For he will teach his Schollers most, 

the way to make them mad : 
The Vssher Follie first, 

he teacheth to be bould, 
Without aduice to giue no eare, 

to oounsaile that is tould : 
To take delight in gauds, 

and foolish trifling toyes. 
In things of value, little worth, 

to set his chiefest ioyes. 
To prate without r^garde, 

of reason in his talke, 
To thmk black white, and wrong for right, 

& know not cheese fr6 chalke : 
To loue the things in deede, 

which moste he ought to hate : 
For trifling toyes, with deerest fireends, 

to &11 at dire debate : 
To looue to play at Dice, 

to sware his blood and hart, 
To fiace it with a Ruffins looke, 
and set his Hat a thwart. 



To haunt the Tauemes late, 

by night to txaoe the streetes. 
And swap ech slut vpon the lippes, 

that in the darke he meetes : 
To laughe at a horse nest, 

and whine too like a boy. 
If any thing do crosse his minde, 

though it be but a toy : 
To slauer like a slane, 

to lie too Uke a Dog, 
To wallow almost like a Bcare, 

and snortle like a Hog. 
To feede too like a Horse, 

to drinke too like an Oze, 
To shew himselfe in each respect, 

a very very Coxe. 
But such a Scholler now. 

is chosen of grose wit. 
Because that Beetle heads doo serue 

for such instructions fit. 
The other Usher now, 

that Frenzie hath to name, 
His kinde of teaching, hee againe, 

another waye dooth firame : 
Hee teacheth how to rage, 

to sweaie and ban and curse, 
To fret, to fume, to chide, to chafe, 

to doo all this and worse. 
To teare his flesh for griefe, 

to fill the aire with cryes. 
To harbor hatred in his hart, 

and mischiefe to deuise : 
To hate all good aduice, 

to follow witlesse will. 
And, in the end, for want of grace, 

to seeke himselfe to kill 
And sutch his Schollers are, 

ripe wits, but wanting grace. 
And sutch vngratious giaffes, doo leame, 

sutch gracelesse geare apace : 
These Schollers all are young, 

except that now and than. 
To be a scholler with the rest, 

there step in som ould man. 
Who when that he a while, 

hath bin in Fande's Schoole, 
Dooth leame in his olde crooked age, 

to play the doting foole. 
And such there are sometime, 

(more pittie) for to see, 
That in their crooked doting age, 

would faine fine louers bee. 
Which beeing in that Schoole, 

doo prooue, for all their paine, 
By Frenzie mad, by Folly fooles, 

or els by Fande vaine. 
My selfe can tell too well, 

for I haue seen the Schoole, 
And learned so long there, till I prou'd 

more halfe a very foole. 
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First, Fande dandled me. 


IF Me thought that wisdome came, 


and held me on her lap : 


and warned mee in hast. 


And now and then, shee woidd me feede. 


To lothe sutch lessons as I leamd. 


with worldly pleasures pap. 


ere that my youth were past. 


Shee tonld mee, I was jpoung, 


For short should be my sweet. 


and I my youth must spend 


and time would passe away : 




The man is in his giaue too day 


how soone my life would end : 


that lined yesterday : 


Be merry while I monght, 


Thy life (quod hee) poore soule. 


Set carke and care aside : 


is like vnto a flower. 


How mad were he, that mought in Uisse, 


That groweth but in daunger still 


and would in bale abide? 


of cropping eueiy hower : 


Such sngred speach of hers, 


And if it be not cropt. 


had soone mtrapt mee so. 


yet soone it will decay. 


That I did thinke, that did me good. 


And like the flower, hi little time^ 


that wrought (in deed) my wo : 


it wither will away. 


Remayning thus a whUe, 


Thy pleasures wilbe paine, 


at last I had an eye 


thy game will tume to greefe. 


To see how Folly taught his Yoothes. 


And thou wilt seeke hi vaine to late, 


and some rules, by and by, 


when y» wouldst finde rdeef : 


My selfe began to leame : 


Arise thou sluggish slaue. 


First this, for to be bould. 


out of that k>thsome hip, 


And to refuse to lend my eare. 


And be no longer like a Babe. 


where good aduise was touki 


so fed with pleasures pap. 


In foolish trifling toyes 


Lose no more labor so. 


to take a great delight : 




To take in hand to prate of that. 


Where as the best that thou canst gaine. 


wherein I had no sight. 


is but to prooue a foole. 


These rules I soone had leamd. 


Study some better Art, 


bat when I came to that, 


for lo thy wits will serue 


lAThere Ruffins card & dice, and sweare, 


To leame to doo, that may hi thne, 


and ware aside their hat. 


a good reward deserue : 


I read no farther then, 


Better then best degree. 


bat up againe I went, 


that thou art like to take 


Unto my Mistrisse Fande fine : 


InFandesschoole: I teU thee plame. 




therefore I say, awake, 


Unto the nether ende 


Awake, hi haste, awake. 


of all her Sdioole bdow. 


and hie thee hence. I say : 


Where Frenzie sat : and sweating hard. 


Take warning in good time, poore soule. 


he gan to pufie and btow. 


for time will sone away : 


He little likte my minde, 


But smce that with such Youthes, 


yet would I ye or no. 


words sddome will preuaile. 


I leamd some of his raging rules, 


With this same rod, thou foolish boy. 


ere I away did go : 


I meane to breech thy taile. 


I kamd to fret and fume, 


With which (me thought) he gaue 


though not to ban and curse. 


a ierke, that made me smart : 


And oft for griefe, to sigh and sob, 


Which soden smart, although bat small. 


and many times doo worse : 


yet made me give a start : 


Bat yet, I thanke my God, 


And in my startmg so, 


I neuer had the will, 


I waked sodenly ; 


In greatest franticke fit I fdt. 


And so awakte, I cald to minde 


to seeke my sdfe to kilL 


my vision by and by. 


Bat to make short my tale. 


Thus thinking on my dreame. 


his lessons likte me not, 


I heauy grew in minde. 


Bat up againe hi haste I went, 


Which by and by, when Fande fond. 


to Fancie fond, God woL 


gan by my countenfice finde : 


And lying in her lap. 


How now, my youth (quoth she) 


I fell a sleepe anon : 


what ailes thee seeme so sad ? 


Where sleepmg so, I dreamed sore 


What cftst thou think to cheare thy minde. 


that I was wo b^on : 
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No, no, (quoth I) I not 


But now. that I am out. 


bdecuc these woords of thine. 


by grace of God, I sweare. 


Thou sausy slaue (quoth she) darest y« 


While I doo Uue, if I can choose. 


mistiust these words of mine? 


neuer more to come there. 


And, therewith in a rage, 


But Fande, hearing this, 


Shee threwe me from her lap. 


to make mee styU to stay. 


And with the &U. be shrew her hart. 


To fetche mee hi with pleaauit sportes 


I caught a cruen dap : 


inuented many a way : 


Wherwith, sumthing displeasd. 


But when I dyd percdue 


Why fine Mistris (quoth I) 


how neere mee still she came. 


What can you bide no iest ? a]as,— 


Then from her quite I floong in haste, 


And therwith, angerly, 


and so I left this Dame. 


Without or taking leaue. 


Loe, thus I tell you how, 


or any duty done. 


I came from Fandes Scoole : 


From Fande in a rage I flong, 


Where, leamyng but a little while, 


and out of dores I ronne : 


I proou'd more halfe a foole : 


And bcyng out of doore. 


Wherfore, since my good hap. 


these wordes me thought I said, 


hath ben to come from thence. 


Fie on thee FANCIE, flatteryng flyrt. 


Although with labour k>st. hi deede. 


I hold me wd apaide : 


and some, too mutdi ezpence : 


That I am got away, 


I now haue thought it good. 


out of thy skyUesse Scoole : 


to wame eche one my frende. 


For now I see, thou wentst about 


To keepe themsdnes fixmi Fancies Schoole. 


to make mee a right foole ; 


& so I make an ende. 



FINIS. 




Digitized by 



Google 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

As FANCIE bath a SCOOLE, 

so hath she too a FORT. 
Of which, the chiefest points, my sdfe, 

wyll somwhat make report. 
The groond wheron it stands, 

and the fomidation then : 
How it is built, how it is kept, 

and bj what kynde of men : 
What Unde of cheere she keepes, 

who are her diiefest gesse : 
What drink she drinks, who ar her cookes 

yt al her meat do dres : 
Whom most she loues, who is her foe, 

ft who againe her frend. 
And how the Fort may soone be scald, 

ft ther to make an ende. 

THE FORTE OF FANCIE 

rHE gronnd wheron it stands, 
is haughtie Harebraine Hyll, 
Hard by the Thick I tould you, of 

wild and wanton will. 
The food Foundation is, 

fiUse Fortunes fickle whede, 
WhkA neuer stands, but stil eche way, 

b ready for to reele : 
Now here, now there againe, 

with euerie blaste of winde : 
Not as she list, but as it most 

doth please Dame Fortunes mind. 
Tile House it selfe is calde. 

The Lodge of luckelesse Loue ; 
Within the whiche are diuers roumes, 

beneath and dee aboue : 
The names wherof anon, 

I meane at large to showe : 
Bat first, the outside of this House, 

I must declare, I trow : 
The oommyng to the same, 

the walks, the Gates, and then. 
The base couru, courts ft gardens 

then, ft then the gards of men : 
The Pdrters to the Doores, 

the Officers within : 
And therefofe, thus in order, 

I wyll now my tale begyn. 

53 



IT The oommyng to the same, 

is by a great hie way, 
Faire beaten plaine, with Fooles footsteps. 

and troden euerie day : 
The Soyle is pleasant sure, 

bedeckt with gallant flowers, 
But, being gatherdonoe, wil scarce 

bide sweet aboue two houres : 
And in this Soyle, there standes, 

a Forrest large and wide, 
Which b wel stoard w* thicks ft woods, 

the beasts therin to hide : 
Of which great peece of grounde, 

for to declare the name. 
The Forrest (Sir) of Fooles it b : 

k)e, now you know the same : -^ 
And in thb Forrest now, 

thb beaten way doth lie. 
Which leadeth unto Harebraine Hyll, 

the right way redyly. 
At foote of thb same Hyll, 

and round about the same. 
There b a Ditche, which Deepe 

decdpt b calde by name : 
Ouer thb lies a Bridge, 

but trust mee, verie weake: 
For when you are in midst therof , 

then sodenly twyll breake : 
And downe into the diche, 

of Deepe decdpt you fell : 
Rise againe, as you can your sdfe, 

you get small helps at all : 
The Bridge b calde, the breache 

of perfect amytie : 
Tb made of Hollow harts, 

of such as wanted honesde : 
Which, behig rotten styll, 

wyll neuer beare the waight 
Of any man, but sodenly, 

downe casts hym in Deodght : 
Now sir, although you fell, 

no bones shall yet be burst. 
Nor what so euer hurt you take, 

you fede it not at fiirst : 
But beyng fialne, if you 

can make a shift to swym. 
Though it be but a stroake or two, 

yet may you get up trym, 

B 
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Unto the bankes therof, 


That leades into the Court : 


and so by shrabs that growe 


further you can not passe. 


Upon the bankes, to make a shift. 


Except you let a lackeanapes, 


vp to the gate to goe : 


to ride you lyke an Asse. 


But if you can not swym, 


But if you wyll do so, 


you may catch such a £elI1, 


then may you passe vp straight, 


That you may diaunoe, vnto your cost. 


Into th' inner Court (forsooth) 


to catch a bruse withall : 


where long you shaU not waight, 


Not swimming as in Seas, 


But out vnto the doore, 


for feare in deepe to drowne, 


comes out an officer. 


But swimming sir, m Workily wealth. 


And gently (Sir) into the Hall, 


for feare of fedlyng downe. 


this man wyll you prefenre : 


But if that you can swym, 


But now sir, wyll you know. 


then soone perhappes you may, 


wliat meanes these Armies so. 


By shrubs and bushes, to the Gates 


That standes to gard Dame Fancies Fort? 


make shift to finde a way. 


well marke, & you shal know. 


Then beeing at the gates, 


The Gard of Geese are first. 


there shaU you standing finde 


Vngratious Graftes of Youth, 


A peltikg patch for Psorter time, 


That wallow euery wanton way, 


of nature very kinde : 


and misse the txackt of truetb. 


His name is Daliaaoe : 


The Duckes (good Syr) are DoulU, 


a foolish crafty knane, 


as well both yong as olde. 


Who needeth not, to let yon in. 


That in that carelesse Court are set. 


too much intreatie haue. 


to keepe a foolysh holde. 


Welcome, good Sir (saith he) 


The Asses they are Loutes, 


now trust me, by my fay. 


of wisdome none at all : 


I thinke that yon hate tiauailed 


Yet haue a oertaine kinde of wit. 


a wery peece of way : 


to play the fooles withall. 


Wilt please you to go in. 


The Apes, that rides them now. 


andtakealitUerest? 


and rules them euerie way. 


Thus by the Porter Daliance, 


& tume their heads which way they list, 


you go in as a guest. 


a thousand times a day, 


Now if up to the gate 


Are Foolysh Apish toyes. 


you cannot finde the way, 


fond heads for to ddite : 


Then lustdy to scale the walles 


Not voide of reason vtterly. 


you must somewhat assay : 


though voide of wisdome quite. 


Which walles you soone may scale. 


Their Weapons are their Tongues, 


if you will take the paine, 


wherewith they make a aye. 


Or els may qiuckly beat them downe 


Away, I say, away, stand backe, 


with beetel of your biaine : 


soft Syr, you come not by : 


Few are to make defence. 


But if so bee they see. 


and such as are, will stay 


one ridden like an Asse. 


Their hands from dooing harm to you, 


Then will they make but small a doo. 


but rather, make you way. 


but let him gently passe. 



And siiall I show in kinde, 

what gallants you shall see ? 
That for to garde this Forte are set, 

and what their vreepons bee? 
It were a sporte to tell, 

to set them out in kinde : 
Well. I wyU showe them aU, as weU 

as I can beare m minde : 
First, loe, a Garde of Geese 

and Ganders, in one nmcke. 
With doutie Duckes and Drakes hard by, 

vpon an other bancke : 
A sight of Asses then, 

there stoode in Battell ray. 
With lackeanapeses on thdr backas : 

and they stoode in the way 



Now Syr, thus like an Asse, 

he goes to the Hall doore. 
And there becomes a Man againe, 

and stands an Asse no more : 
Yet though his eares grow short, 

he is not altered so. 
But he shall beare an Asses head, 

where euer so he go. 
And be he Man or Asse, 

Jacke an apes hee must beare. 
As long as hee is in that Forte, 

or els he bides not there; 
Now Syr. at the Hall dore. 

the Porter Pleasure standes : 
He looks for, ere he farther go, 

some money at his hands. 
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He lets in none for tbankes. 


Besides, hi pictures too. 


he mnst han^ monevi hee i 


and toyes of straung deuise, 


He goes not in ds, I am sure, 


With stories of olde Robin Hood. 


for so hee delt with mee. 


and Walter little wise: 


But if hee him rewarde. 


Some showes of warre long since. 


he brings him to the Hall, 


and Captaines wounded sore. 


And there the Vsher. by and by. 


And souldiers slaine at one oonflkt. 


good Syr. hee meetes withalL 


a thousand men and more : 


Hee entstaines you then, 


Of hunting of wilde Beastes. 


in such a pleasaunt wise, 


as Lions. Bores, and Beares : 


As makes you thinke yon aie aniude. 


To see how one an other oft. 


in place qfPanidise. 


in sunder stnumgely teares. 


Not k>ng he bides with yon. 


Of gallant Citties. Townes : 


bm to the.Chamberlaine 


of Gardens. Ffowers. and trees : 


Hee brings you vp. where curiensly 


Of choise of pkasant heibs. and firoits. 


hee dooth you entertaine 


and such lUce toies as these : 


With Bexoles manos. 


These hange aboute the waUes, 


unbrasings downe to knee: 


the floore now is troade 


WhhCapofcurtesie: aodagmoe, 


With pleasant flowers, herbs. & sweets. 


the braoest that may bee. 


which in her garde grode. 


This is a gentle youth. 


But now. the names of them. 


but ere I farther go, 


I purpose to descrie : 


The names of these same OflSoers, 


In steede of Fenell. Syr. 


I plainely TmwTff to show : 


the first is Flatterie, 


The Vsher of the Hall. 


The other Herbe is Sawainesie. 


is called Vaine delight: 


in steede of Sauouiie: 


Hee entertaineth none, except 


In steede of Basell, now 


he be some witlesst wight. 


there lyeth Bnuierie : 


The Cbamberlaine is 


And for sweete Southernwood, againe. 


called Curiositie. 


is secret Slanerie : 


And fellow with this Vaine delight. 


In steede of Isop. now. 


andofaffinitie: 


there lies Inuention: 


For at request of this. 


And in the steede of Camamill. 


his feUow. Fond delight. 


there lies Confusion: 


Hee brings you where of Fancie foire. 


The Fk>wers now are these : 


you soone may haue a sight : 


in steede of lylliflowers. 


And if you like him well. 


Fayre lestes : that last not sweete. atas. 


hee workes so in the ende. 


aboue two or three houres. 


That hee will in your snte. foorthwith. 


For Roses. Rages : which 


cause Fancie stande your Ireend. 


wyli not so soone decay : 


To Fancie then, good Sir. 


For Paunseies. pretie Pmotises, 


he brings you. by and by. 


that alter many a way : 


And there may you befaolde her. how 


For Marygoldes. Miscfaiefe : 


she sitteth gaUantlie : 


for Walflowers. Wantomiesse : 


Her Chamber lai^e and long. 


For Pindces. Presumption: 


bedect with thousand toyes : 


for Buttons. Businesse : 


Braue hanging ck>thes of rare deuise. 


For Daysies, Doubtfulnesse : 




for Violets. ^Tidousnesse : 


And Girles too. now and then, 


For Primroses. Foolysh Pride : 


of sixeteene yeeres of age : 


for Cowslips, Carelesnesse : 


That will witUn a yeare or two, 


With these flowers and Herbes. 


grow fit for mariage. 


with many moe (God wot) 


But they must haue a Lawne. 


Doth Fancie strow her Chamber floore. 


a Scarfe. or some sutch toy. 


whiche I remember not. 


To shrowde their shamelastnes withall : 


Now Syr. in this same roome, 


but if it be a boy. 


thus brandy bedect. 


Hee standes without a Lawne. 


Syts Fancie in her bnuierie : 


as naked as my naile : 


and Syr. in eache respect. 


For Fancie hath a sporte sumtime. 


Soseruedmherkind^ 


to see a naked taile. 


with her fine Chambcrlayne, 
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That not for any thyng she hath, 
that she needes to take payne. 
Fine Curiositie. 

her Chamberlahie, doth all 
The sendee fai her Chamber. Syr : 

but the Vsher in the HaU 
He doth her semioe too, 

although not all so neere 
Her person, as her Chamberlayne : 

she houldeth him more deere. 
The order how she sittes, 

is this Syr, in a Chayre, 
Fine carued out with Gamers woilce, 

and couerd, yerie ftdre. 
With a strange kind of stuffe : 

the colour is all green : 
Braue fringde and hang'd, with two fine Pearles, 

the like but seldom seen : 
Now Syr, her Chayre (in deede) 

is but a Youthful! brayne. 
Whose head is verie greene, in deed : 

the Frindge, to tell you plaine. 
Are Hahm upon the head : 

the Pearles, they are the Eyes : 
Fast set vnto the head (good Syr,) 

and loe, thus in this wise, 
I shewe you Fancies seat : 

but if the eyes dyd see, 
What great dishonour tis to them. 

in Fancies Chaire to bee : 
They rather would fall off, 

then hang in such a place. 
Where they are mid, when tiiey mougfat mle, 

and so to gayne disgrace. 
But be they as they be, 

I shewe you as they be : 
Bdeeue me, when that you come there, 

then you your self shall see. 
WeU Sir, thus Fande sits, 

before whom you must stand, 
Tf II she her sdfe do bid you come, 

and take you by the hande : 
And that she soone wyll doo, 

for she b curteons ; 
And where she takes a likyng too, 

she is as amorous. 
Now, beyng come to you, 

these wordes first she wyll say, 
She wyll be askyng, how at first, 

you thither found the way? 
Wherto, your Answere made^ 

then she wyll take the payne. 
To shewe you all her roomes within, 

and shee wyll entertayne 
You in so braue a sorte, 

that you shall thinke, a whfie. 
You are in heauen : with sugred speedie 

she wyll you so beguSe. 
Now, first, she leades you in, 

i^to her Garden gay : 



She shews you flowers, but tds yon not, 

how soone they wil decay : 
Shee telles you this braue tree, 

a gallant fruict wyU beare. 
This is a gallant Princely Plum, 

and this as braue a Peaie : 
This is a Pippyn right, 

this is a Philbeard fine. 
This is a Damson delicate : 

but fewe suche fralctes as mine : 
When God, he knowes, the Tree 

whose firuictes she bragges on so. 
Is but a plant of peeuishnes, 

and brynges foorth fruits of woe. 
Her Plum is but a Pate, 

that puffed is with pryde : 
Which eyther quickly rotten growes, 

or breakes out on som side : 
Her Peare is an olde plant, 

that bringeth Outwarde ioye 
To sight, at least : but, eaten once, 

wyU cfaoake you with annoy. 
Her Pippyn is a Crabbe, 

that growes in Sainct lohns wood : 
Which makes a shewe of a fidre fitiict, 

but in taste is not good. 
This is a secreate foe, 

that seemes a faythifuU firende. 
But wyll be sure, who trust in him, 

to fiiile hym in the ende. 
Her Fylberds hone fidre shales, 

but KeraeUes all are gone, 
Her Damsons are deoeiptiull froicts, 

as hard as any stone : 
Harde : how ?-~not hard in hand, 

nor very hard in taste, 
But beyng swallowd, very hard 

for to digest at last. 
These Trees, with many mo 

which I not call to mynde. 
In Fandes gallant Garden plot 

you shalbe sure to finde. 
Now in this Garddn, more 

alas, I had forgot : 
About the midst therof (I gesse) 

there standes a prety plot, 
Wherin is made a Mase, 

all bordered with Wnde breere. 
Set all about the bankes with Rue, 

that grew there many a yere. 
Just in the midst wfaerof, 

a huge high Mount dooth stand. 
Which grew by nature in y* place, 

not made by Gardeners hand : 
The hill on the one side, 

is made mudi lyke a Hart, 
And as like to a Hed againe 

vpon the other part. 
And in this Mount, there dwels 

a number of mad men : 
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Some mad in hart and aome in bed. 


His Oiganes, with the beUowes burst. 


and encrjr one his den. 


and battred many waies. 


Upon the Hart dde, stands 


His Fife, three holes hi one : 


thecttveofcmeltie. 


his Harpe, with neare a string : 


A conish knanet whidi with his teeth» 


Great pittie, trust me, for to see, 


sdn gnashii^, dose doth lie. 


so broken euery thfaig. 


Bf him hath foole Deqpigbt 


A Pen and Inke he hath, 


a i^dthy Den tykewisea 


and Paper too hard by, 


Which, in thai lothsome lodge of his. 


But paper quite in peeces tome, 


Still fretting, da^ Ijes. 


pen burst, and Inkhome drie. 


Bf him hoRiUe Hate, 




hatfadttakmdeofOuie. 


that in her Garden growe, 


LOce a foole hole : bat good inoogh 


He drinks of Drugs of foule Despigfat, 


IbrsQcfaafihhyslane: 


a beastly broth I trow. 


Upon the bedside now. 


He feares no heat nor oolde. 


lies Mdanooly first. 


for if with heate he glow, 


Bee beates his head with studie so. 


The wanes of wo wil ooole him strdght, 


as if his faraines would burst. 


yt there by tides do flow. 


By Um Yile Enny next. 


For through this Forrest runnes, 


Ibiile fiend, with fierie eyes. 


the Seas of sorrow sore : 


Boond about bed wt Serpent skfames, 


Whose Wanes do beate against this Fort, 


in lothsome manner lies. 


that bordereth on the shore. 


Rig)tt oner him dooth keepe 


And if with colde he quake. 


fierce Frensie, in his cane : 


the Beate of raging ire 


Hee finets. bee femes, he staropes and stares, 


Will quickly warme hhn so, that he 


ft neoer lins to mne. 


shall neede none other fire. 


Abone them all, ipon 


In raging Ftantick fittes. 


the top of this same hffl. 


he passeth foorth the day 


Dwels liiadnes, Maisterof them all, 


In straunge perplexities, himselfe 


and with him, witlesWUl: 


tormenting many a way. 


His k)dge is like a boose. 


Among many mad toyes. 


dMt had bfai boiU of stone, 


I saw him play one parte, 


That bad bin onertbrowne, ft nought 


With k)oke full fieree I saw hhn holde. 


left bat the walles alone : 


a Dagger to his Hart, 


Ithaibakfaideofroofe, 


Redie to km himselfe. 


hot all vncooerad : 


and with his heare vprigfat. 


So that the raine Tpon him fiEdles, 


He dyed, he would rather die. 


as bee lies in bis bed: 


then bide sutcfae deepe dispight : 


And far the mannernow 


At which same crie of his. 


how be Ues, credit mee. 


me thought that euery one 


It is die atnomgest sight mee thinkes. 


Withm their Canes, all sodefaily 


that enerl did see. 


did make a piteous mone : 


His Bedsteed is of Wood, 


With which amased halfe. 


h^granen with Vgly frees: 


not knowing what to say. 


And staadcs morehalfe a sonder, burst 


By helpe of God. I know not how, 


fai twenty sundry places : 


but straight I got away. 


His Bed with fethers stuft. 


And then I was ngaine 


bat an the Downe fiowne out : 


with Fande. by and by, 


And those yt bkle, are stubbone qoiUes, 


Out of the Mase hi her Gardehie : 




who led me presently. 


Upon an okle crackt Forme, 


As she will you likewise. 


by his Bedside, there Ues 


if you will: backeagafaie 


Oold faistramaits of Musicks sound. 


Into her house : where you will thinke 


all broke hi wondroos wise. 


in heanen for to remaine. 


A Lute, with bat tfare strings. 


The Entrie first, before 


and all the pinnes neeie out : 


you come vnto the Hall, 


The bdly crakt, the back quite burst, 


Is set out gallandy with toyes. 


and rhien round about. 


and that of cost not small. 


His Vhrginals, with nener a lack. 


The Pauemenu are of stone, 


and[but]halletheke3pcs: 


which Hard bans haue to name : 
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They grow «]1 in a minde of man, 

and thence she hath the same : 
About the Entrie walles, 

doo hang devises straunge : 
And, by the brauerie of the same, 

much like the Low Exchange. 
Ftom Entrie then yon oome 

streight way vnto the Hall ; 
And that with manie Jeweb ricbe 

is hanged round withalL 
The roome it selfe is longi 

and therewith somewhat wide, 
And for the foshion, in my minde, 

not much unlike Cheapeside : 
There hang great store of gaudes, 

of which the Vsher straight, 
Dooth offer to Dame Fancies de. 

and therfore there dooth waight, 
Chaines, Jewels, Cups, & pots : 

Pearles, precious stones, & Rings, 
Fine whisteb, Corals, Buttons, Beads, 

ft such like costly things : 
Fine Brooches for your Hat, 

fine Aglets for your Cap, 
Fine Tablets for a gallant Dame, 

to hang before her Is^. 
These things, with many mo, 

in this same Cheapeside Hall, 
Hath Vaine ddight, to please Fancie, 

his Mistris minde withalL 
Now though she see them all, 

her Chamberlain must chuse 
What he best thinkes will like her minde, 

& what she wil refuse. 
That Chamberlaine (you know) 

is Cnriositie : 
He euer chooseth all the ware, 

that Fancie fond dooth buye. 
Now from the Hall, vnto 

the Parlor straight you go. 
Which, as the Hall, with Jewds riche, 

is braudy hanged so : 
The roome is long, not laxge, 

I met it not with feete : 
But, as I gesse, in £uhion tis, 

much like to Lombarde streete : 
This roome the Vsher too, 

dooth looke too, with the Hall : 
Wdl, there within a little while 

you quickly will see all : 
Which, beeing seene, you passe 

into the other roome, 
Which called is her Counting house : 

wherin when you be come, 
There shall you see her bookes, 

that treates of many toyes. 
And most of them doo show the cause 

of loners greefes or ioyes. 
Some volumes Syr, doo treate 

of naught but Vanitate, 



But very few that speaket « worde 

of perfect Sawtate. 
Some aundent Authors write 

Dt arts amoMdi : 
Which who so stndias throqghly, 

runs mad or ere he die : 
And, in the steede of TuUict workes, 

written De qficijj. 
There standes Tom tatkn trtatiae, Syr, 

Defin* Brandicijs: 
Among the rest are some, 

Belle discorce itawwre. 
And some doo write discourses 

De graundis/iwu) dolore : 
Some bookes doo make disoourae 

of Pride and Foule disdaaae. 
Some letters Amatorie are : 

some of Despite againe. 
Some Pretie Pamphlets are, 

some Posies, Satirs some : 
Some doo discourse of Faleontie, 

and some of Day of Doome ; 
And they are called Drummes : 

and some tdl pretie tales 
Of Lapwings, Swallowes, Fesant codes, 

& noble Nightingales : 
Some SoQges and Sonets axe, 

and some are Loners layes : 
Some Poets paint The pangs of loue, 

a thousand sundry waies. 
Now with such bookes as these, 

with other such like toyes, 
Dooth Fande store her Counting house, 

for to instruct her boyes. 
And girles too, now and than : 

at least, if they doo reede : 
And in such vaine Dtsoourses, most 

her selfe ddights indeede. 
Now Syr, when you haue seene 

her fine Librarie there : 
She shewes you then her other roomes, 

ft leades you euery where. 
But sure her Counting houses 

of all that ere I see. 
Is built as like to Poules Chuidi yarde, 

as euer it may bee. 
Now next she leades you too 

her Wardrope of fine doth. 
Of diners kindes of colours Syr : 

what, laugh you Syr, of tiothe? 
Beleeue mee, when that you 

to Fandes Forte doo go : 
And if you oome into her Couite, 

then you shall finde it so. 
The colours of her doath 

are fture and verie gay : 
White, red, blewe, greene, Cemation, 

Yelow and Pop]miay : 
Of blackes, but very few : 

but other colours store 
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Of mingled colours, or snche as 


Except they first be looked on 


Itoldeyouofbefore: 


by Curiositie : 


Horn, she that keepes that roorae 


But Follie, manie times, 


is a yonge pleasant Dame, 


standes at his elbow so. 


And Wantonnesse I tiow it be, 


That makes Urn choose the worse somethne. 


that Fancie calles her name : 


and let the better go : 


Nowe Wantoimesae againe. 


Well, there not longe you bide. 


shee keepes a pietie knane, 


but downe you come againe 


That eoery day deviseth styll. 


Into the Hall beneath good Syr, 


newe fiashions for to bane. 


wheos longe you not remaine : 


He hath a knanish head. 


But to the Kitchin stieight. 


fine knackes for to inuent, 


she forthwith leadeth thee : 


Wherof good stoare of cloathe, in haste. 


Where, how she dresseth all her meate. 


in fiishlons may be spent : 


the order thou shalt see. 


In gardes, in weltes, and iagges. 


And what kinde cookes she hath. 


in laying doath npon cloath : 


and how they make their fyre 


And this same yooth a Tailor is, 


To roast, to seeth, to broOe. to bake. 


far men and women bothe. 


and what you will desire : 


His name is Fond denise : 


The roome is narow syr, 


he came of Apish race : 


in which a Harth, all bare. 


A man, for such a mistris meete. 


On which the Cook powers on his coales, 


and fit for such a place : 


ft kindels the with care : 


Bnt for Dame Fancie fine. 


Then layes he to the Spit, 


no gaiments Syr, he makes : 


if any meate be roast : 




And if the fyre be once a flame, 


Curiositie takes: 


then it beginnes to toast. 


And if he like it well. 


The meate that most he roastes. 


then will she stand content : 


for Fandes daintie toothe, 


Ifnot^hiskOxniraUislost, 


Are Partridges, larkes. plouers greene, 


and cost in vaine is spent. 


ft such fine foule (for sooth). 


Now this same Wardrop Syr, 


The Coles are made of stickes. 


is likest, in my minde. 


of stubome youth (God wot) 


To Watling streete. of any place. 


Which kindle quickHe of themsdnes. 


that encr I could finde. 


and blowing needeth not : 


Now ^rr, from thence yon come : 


The kinde of woode is Will. 


when yon haue seeneall there. 


drie, without Sapience sappe : 


Yon go into her Oidlarie, 


The lobcoke Lust, firom thriftlesse thick. 


a roome that I dare sweare, 


both bring the in his lap : 


The like is seldome seene 


Which wood with lying still. 


for gaflant setting out : 


IS growne so verie drie, 


If one shoidd ttniaile euerie day, 


That with a Sparice of Sporte, alasse, 


ahnost the world about, 


they kindle, by and by. 


For dwice of Gallant stuffe, 


The Cooke is Cardesse calde : 


and fine deuises strainge : 


the fowles he roastes, are these : 


No place so hke, that ere I see, 


For Larks, are looks ; for Plouers. thoughts : 


as b The high Exchange : 


for Partridge, Practises : 


Snch purses, gloues, and pointes. 


The Larices are Lookes : 


of cost and fashion rare. 


which when they Ihie. doe ^t : 


Soch cntworks, pattlets, sales of lawne, 


But beeing stroken dead, they serue 


boograces. & such ware : 


for Fande. by and by : 


Socn gorgets, sleeues, and luffBS, 


The Partridge. Practises : 


linings for gownes, and caOes, 


which, liuing. seeme so good. 


CooKSy cnppins, coiaets, bSDaments, 


That they are put mto the fjrre 


mnske boxes ft sweet balles, 


to serue for Fandes foode : 


Pfncases, pkktoothes, bearde brashes. 


For as the Partridge keepes 


comes, needdst glasses, bdles. 


her selfe close to the grounde. 


And manie such Hke toies as these : 


Because, by colour of her eoate, 


that Gaine to Fancie sels. 


she may not so be founde : 


But yet. of an these toyes, 


So Practises, Uiat shift. 


not one win Fancie buye, 
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Are Fonles most at for Fancies tooth : 


Doo make it readie for the MyU : 


and now, for Plouers greene. 


then he that grindes the giiest. 


Greene thoughts, that flie about : 


Is Many better sir, 


now here, now there againe : 


an arrant craftie knane : 


But if, by cfaaunce, by Cupids dart. 


Who, with his toulyog, wyll be sure. 


they hap for to be slaine. 


a good round gaine to bane. 


Then lying but a while. 


Now sir. this MyU doth stand. 


at this same flaming fire. 


Tpon an Hyll on hie. 


They make in deede a meate, that most 


Whose Sayles are driuen by blBfltes of winder 


fond Fande doth desire. 


ft so grtod merdy : 


Now hauing seene all this. 


Now Syr, the Come thus gioands : 


then shall you see, hard by. 


to Fancies Fort, strrigfat way. 


The PlAstiie, Mealdiouse. and the roome. 


The MyOer corns, and in the house, 


wheras the Coales do ly : 


there down his Meale doth lay : 


The Coalehouse is a Caue 


Now Syr, when you haue ben 


ofcareandmiserie: 


in all those Offices. 


The Pftstrie, is a Place 


And that at Fancies handes. you finde 


of open patcherie : 


suche loue and gentlenesse. 


The Mealehonse, is a Place, 


To shewe you all her House : 


with set mischiefe fraught. 


but soft, I had forgot 


For sure, the meale is made of come. 


To speake of her Rfdchamher fine. 


y* is much worse then naught. 


which now sir, I wyU not 


The Come is called Rye : 


Let sUppe, for any thing : 


and diners kindes there bee 


the Roome it sdfe is ronnde. 


Of this same Rye : as you your self. 


And in the night dooth stand hir Bed. 


when you are there shall see. 


with Curtens brauely boCid. 


For there is one kinde Rye» 




is called Knauerie : 


on thone side verie fiidre : 


Another, Flatterie, 


Vpon the other side againe. 


with Tretcherie, and Patcherio : 


darke hangings of dispaire. 


An other Thmiperie, 


Strange pictures by hir Bed : 


an other Mockerie, 


on thone side, fittes of greefe. 


And Baudxie too : and yet the best 


On thother side, to eoerie paqge. 


is but a kinde of Rye, 




Wherof the Meale is made. 


Upon the one side, swcete aooordo. 


that maketh Fancies bread : 


on thother Dire ddiate, 


And that is baked in the brainc , 


Vpon the one side, Naked fooe : 


ofahotfoolyshhead: 


on thother, Couerd hale. 


The Graine is sowne by sundrie slaves : 


On thone side. Prodigies, 




with pleaaaunt Dames in loye. 


The other Secrete sawdnesse : 


On thother side, Chanmg Peaaoods : 


another Trayterousnesse : 


in greefe and great annoye; 


An other Peenishnease, 


These diners contraries. 


and another WiUubiess^ 


with many thousands mo. 


\^th Lowtishnesse, and many moe. 


When Fande gaseth on a while. 


which I can not expresse : 


she is amaxed so, 


And reaped by suche slanes. 


That musing so a while. 


to Fancie, slaues, in deede. 


she shmibreth at the bit. 


Which bring the Come into the Bame 


And bedng in a shmiber so. 


of Beggerie, with speede : 


she deepeth, but not &s( : 


They now, that thresh the Come 


HerBedisaUofDowne, 


are two stronge sturdie knaues, 


i^iereon die lies so soft. 


Who haue great beetles in their hands. 


As any Ladie hi this land: 


in steed of thrasshing suues ; 


and at her Bed a loft. 


Of whome to tell the names : 


Are written in Cure faande. 


first. Lobcocke, little wit. 


and eade for to reede : 


And wayward Wyl : a good tugh knaoe : 




he stands, his feUowes sit: 


I k>thsome am in deede) 


They with their Beetels in 


Tliis solempne sentence. 


their hands, or heades^ at leatt. 


Who euer so dooth see^ 
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And dooth comadw the oonteDts, 

will ncaer like of me. 
Her Bed is thus bedeckte : 

the Curteynes are of Saje, 
Not gieene, nor Tealow, red nor blew. 

nor white, nor popiniaye : 
No soke, nor Cmel Saye : 

vfaat then may be the same? 
This Say is calde, saye for thy sdfe : 

lo, nowe you know the name. 
Her Conering. Curious cost : 

her Blankets. Loners blisse : 
Her Sheets are Shifts : to shroud her selfe. 

her quilts, are qnidities : 
Her PiUowes, they axe Points : 

that Loners leane ypon. 
Her Bolster, is a Beggar's Bagge : 

when coine and goods are gone. 
Her Bed she lyes vpon, 

is a yooge Mellowe braine : 
Where Fande softlie lyes and sleepes, 

and neuer fedeth paine. 
And of sndi Beds, she hath 

sndi stoare of dioise (by roode) 
Thai (if so be) she like not one, 

an other is as good. 
Of wfaidi, some are so softe, 

thai she dooth like them so. 
That with her lying in them long, 

thef more halfe rotten growe : 
And if they be not turned, 

or ere they go to forre. 
In time, both braine, and head, and al 

she wilbe sure to marre. 
Thus shaU you see her Bed 

and Chamber, brandy dec^e : 
And enerj roome within her house, 

set out in eadi respect. 
So gaOantUe : that as 

I aide. I saye againe^ 
You sure win thinke (at first) a while, 

in heauen for to remaine. 
Thus, when that Fande fine, 

hath led jrou rounde about 
Her statdie house, in everie roome : 

then shaU yon see a loute, 
Come with a napkin fine, 

about his body bound. 
Into the diamber, there where first 

Dame Fande fine you found : 
He comes to laye a doth, 

▼poo Dame Fandes boorde : 
And then to fannge in all her cates : 

and trust me (at a woide) 
It is to strange a sigfate, 

to see her seru^ so. 
At I shall neuer see the like, 

where ener so I go* 
Her Table is a Forme, 

thai stands without a fifame, 

53 



And none but she and her compeeres, 

can sit vpon the same : 
Her Stooles, stande without feete, 

I cannot shew you how. 
Though I baue scene them (credite me) 

I hane forgot them now. 
But you shall see them there, 

if thither you will go. 
Now sir, when you are there, 

and see this order soo, 
Then unto Dinner straight, 

she goeth by and by : 
There shall jrou see her fine Co m peeres, 

that beare her oompanie. 
First, vpper most she sittes, 

in a great maiestie : 
Then sits there downe by her, a Dame 

called Ladie vanitie. 
Then downe sits her Compeeres, 

FoUie and Fiensie both : 
Such oompanie, as for to keepe, 

a Wiseman would be k>the. 
Her Waiters at her horde, 

are Curiositie, 
Her Chamberlaine ; and next to him 

stands Carefulnesse hard by : 
The Cooke that drest the meate : 

then Nodcoke naturall. 
Then lacke-an-apes and busie Bee, 

worst manered of them all : 
1 Aus fumisht is this boorde, 

with waiters in such sorte : 
The meates whereof she feedeth most, 

I neede not make report : 
I spake of them before : 

but for her kinde of drinke. 
No beere, nor ale, nor wine it is : 

and what then doo you thinke? 
It is a drinke oomposde, 

of drugges of diuers sortet, 
Disoourtesie, Disdaine, Dispigfa : 

and mingled with Disportes, 
Sappe of ftdre Semblaunoe, 

with secret Simuktion. 
With loice of herties of hoUow hartes, 

and &lthiull protestation : 
These Drugges, with many mo, 

puts Fande in her drinke : 
Which though they sumwhat please the tast, 

yet make the bosom stinke : 
And workes so in their heads, 

that are not used theretoo. 
That maks them more half mad : for grdf, 

they know not what to da 
Now syr, this is her drinke : 

her meate before you know : 
Her aervaunts I haue showne you too, 

that do attend her so. 
Now Syr, when you haue fed, 

of Fandes fore one day : 
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I doo bdeeue that you will wishe, 


And there I hit The tnckt of Truth. 


your selfe, next day away. 


that I should first hane tane. 


I promise you (of troth) 


That leaues the Forrest quite : 


I did when I was there: 


which when I had hit on. 


And I would not be there agafaie, 


1 staide awhile, and there my walke 


for twentie pound, I sweare. 


I gan to thinke ipon : 


And more then wishing too. 


And thinking so, I saw 


atbordealoudelcride: 


a SchoDer oomming by. 


I would I were away, this fieure, 


That came from leamdd Vertoe's Schoole : 


I cannot I abide. 


and, sighhig heaudy. 


Which when that Fande sawe, 


I cakie him vnto me. 


she tooke me from the boorde, 


and tolde him of my wo. 


And thrust me out of dores in haste. 


Of my sore CelU. from Fandes Forte, 


not speaking any worde. 


and how I caught it so. 


And flonge me downe the steares, 


Which when that he had harde. 


wherewith I caught a Call, 


he tooke me by the hande. 


That greened me sore : but yet (me thought) 


And bedng verie weake On daede) 


I stood cOtent withaL 


scarse able for to stande : 


The Tsher of the Hall, 


He led me to a house 


he tooke me by and by, 


of Wisdome : an olde man. 


And out of doores too in like sorte. 


His Father (as he saide) he was : 


be thrust me presently. 


and there I rested than. 


Then euery ladse-an-apes. 


ThisJenUeyouth, ifl 


that rid upon an Asse, 


do not focget the same. 


Was ready for to ride me stiU, 


Is Honest Reason : so I thinke. 


as I the Courte did passe. 


his Father cald his name. 


The Geese and Ganders hist. 


Where, beyng but a while, 


the Duckes cride quack, at mee : 


my tale I gan to tdl 


Thus euerie one would hane a flyrt. 


To hym, of this my gentle walke : 


ere I could get out free. 


wherat he laughed well. 


The Porter Daliaunce, 


And laugUng so (quoth he) 


he draue me out in haste, 


go. Youth, here take a booke. 


And thrust me downe so hard the Hill, 


And write now. for remArenoe tUne, 


my neck was almost beast 


y^ when thou dianoe to b>oke 


And vp I rose againe. 


Upon the same againe, 


though brusM verie sore, 


then thou mayst take heede styll. 


And ment, if once I gat away, 


Of leauyng Wisdome's narrow Lane, 


for to come there no more. 


and follow wanton wyll : 


WeU, limpbig as I couMe, 


Loe, thus at his commannd. 


I hU the beaten waye, 


I wrote it by and by : 


Of fooles foote steps : through Forrest bade. 


And this it was. bdeene me now. 


that led me so astraye. 


or ds (at least) I lye. 


And bade ngaine I came. 




to Leaning's narrow lane : 


FINIS. 






In Difpight of Fancie, 



AH, feeble Fande. now 
thy force is notUng worth : 
Thou hadst me in thy Outd once. 

but now I am got forth : 
Thou barst a gallant flagge 

oflustiebrauerie. 
But I haue scene y* all thy showe, 
b but meere knanerift 



Thy Fethers flaunt a flaunte, 

are blowne awaie with winde. 
And Falshood is the tmstie lYoth, 

that one in thee shall finde. 
Thy valure is but vanntes. 

thy weapons are but wordes : 
Thou vsest Shales, in steede of Shot, 

and signes in steede [oQ swords. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE FORTE OF FANCIE. 



^ 



Thy Forte is of no fonse. 


Where when I was arriued. 


each foofe maie scale the same. 


by hdpe of a deere frende : 


And thoa thy seUe art but a flirt , 


Ttew reason : one with whom I meane. 


and not a noble Dame, 


to keepe till life do ende. 


As some doo thee acoompt : 


Now when that I came there. 


I know thee too too well, 


he did declare to me. 


And none bnt Dawes ft Doltes, wiUun 


What ment that foolish Forte of thine. 


thy IboUsh Forte do dweU. 


andaUthatldidse: 


ThyC:kMd]is,indeede. 


Which when I weU had marirt. 


aCaoeofmiserie, 


I did not all repent 


A place in short q»ce for to bring 


My labour in my Journey so. 


a man to beggerie. 


although my cost I spent 


Thy Forte defended is. 


Because thy nature so, 


by Dudes and gardes of Geese, 


and deeds I did discrie : 


By lacke an Apes, Asses too, 


Which deeds of thine. I doo detest. 


and sndi gallants as these. 


and thee I doo defie. 


thydeepeddigbtisall 


And now unto the worlde, 


in foolish trifling toyes : 


in deepe despight of thee. 


Thou makest a man in things of nought. 


I shew what a vaine flirte thon art. 


to set his cheefest ioyes. 


that euery man may see. 


Thy Sdioole maie well be called. 


I haue set out thy Forte, 


theSchooleoflitteUsUU, 


thy Force, and eke thy Schoole : 


Thy Schoolers most are waywarde wits, 


Thy Vshers too. that teach therdn. 


that folknr wanton wQ : 


a mad man and a foole : 


Thy Lessons knhsome are. 


Thy lothsom lessons too. 


thyselfeaMistristoo, 


and how. by great good happe. 


Of naught but Misdiede, which thou most 


I am got out. although long first. 


dnost nuJce thy Sdiolkn doo. 


out of thy lotbsome lappe. 


Thy Pleasure breeds Man's paine, 


What shall I farther say. 


thy Game doth tume to Greefe : 


I haue set out. in kinde : 


Thou woofkest many Deadly woe. 


Eche peeuish poynt I know in thee. 


bnt few doost lend rdeefe. 




Thou makest a man to gaine 


Therefore, let &11 thy fiagge. 


Dishonor and De&me, 


and all thy branerie ; 


Thou makst him thinke a Stinking Slut 


I haue at large. I thinke, set out 




thy sutdll slauerie : 




And that, in such a sort, 


and drowne m Deepe diqnise : 


as who so lust to reade. 


Thou makest him, like a mome, to build 


My whole discourse of thy dispight, 


ICgh Castds in the aire. 


will leame for to take heede. 


Thou makest him thinke Black White, 


Of all thy gaUant showe. 


h, when that all is known. 


they know now what it is : 


Thou makest him Like an Ask, to se 


Thou k>ng hast lined unknowen. alas, 


afoolesheadofhisowne. 


but now descride. I wis. 


Thoa art The cause of care. 


And for my selfe, thy Forte 


but comfort very small. 


I know so well, I sweare. 


And so, what euer is amisK, 




thon art the cause of all : 


and neuer to come there : 


My aelfe hane scene all this 


Butifldoolookeyp. 


that I report, and more : 


and follow thee againe : 


Tboo madest me thinke yt did mee good. 


Then keepe mee fiist within the Forte. 


that gfeeuM me fed sore. 


and plague me for my paine. 


Bmkmglwassoblinde, 


But trust me. I meane it not : 


thou so hadst dimd my aigfat. 


with Reason here, my frend, 


That I could nener see the craft 




ofthisthydeepedispight: 


and so I make an ende. 


Tm I out of thy Forte, 


And yet before I make 


was derdy got away, 


a flat ende. ere I go. 


And came to Graue adnises house, 


I wyll discharge my stomache quite. 


where now I hope to suy. 


and byd thee fiatfewell so. 



FINIS. 
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A Foole^ 

Dame Fancies man, 
speaketh in Defence of his Mistresse, Fancie. 



W^ 



THAT meanes that mad man, tro, 
that raOes on Fande so ? 
That seek«s to do her such dispight, 

ft sweres himself her fo : 
The man mistakes himselfe, 

it is not Fancie, sure, 
That for to fal into such rage, 

doth him so much procure. 
Why, Fancie, is a frende, 

to euery curteous Knight : 
Why, Fancie, is the cUefest thing, 

that doth the minde delight 
Why, Fancie. was the cause, 

that wunders first were founde : 
Of many fine deuioes strange, 

first, Fancie was the ground : 
Why, Fancie is the thing, 

that mooueth men to loue, 
And telles the Louers what to doo, 

as best for their behooue : 
Fancie, findes pretie toyes, 

to please each Courtly Dame : 
Fancie, to passe the time in sporte, 

inuented many a game. 
To Courtiers many a one, 

a good frende Fancie standes : 
She makes them reap good lyUng, at 

their louing Ladies' hands : 
She made the PoeU olde, 

deuioes to endight, 
Which they in wrightyng, left bdiind, 

for other men's delight 
She seeketh vnto none, 

but many sedse to her : 
And those who are her servamits styU, 

she seeketh to preferre 
To high degree in time : 

and that in Court (perchatmce) 
She hdpeth them, and many wayes, 

doth seeke them to adnumoe. 



Now some (pertiape) againe, 

that are of grosest wit 
And, by their dispositions^ 

For Follye Schdlers fit : 
Those now (perhaps) in deede, 

she letteth all alone. 
With Fonie, ondy, to rewarde, 

and them rogardeth none. 
But those that are againe. 

of quicke capadtie. 
Who can consider Vertne wise, 

from foolysh Vanytie : 
Soche men she chieffie looes, 

and suche, although they know her. 
Shall hane smal canse^ in tiaot of time, 

in deed, for to besfaraw her. 
I may not speake too mndie, 

for I am partiall, 
Bnt what I hane said is tnie, 

for I have tried all. 
And therfore, sure the man, 

that rayleth on her so, 
Hath done her wrong, without iust cause. 

to stand so much her fo. 
Faire wocdes are euer best, 

badfhiting is too bad. 
And therfore, I doo thinks the man, 

is either drooke or mad. 
That aecfces her sudie despigbt, 

so much without desaite : 
And, by her countenance, it seemes, 

it greeues her to the hart 
To be so mudie abusde : but wot 

you what no remedie : 
A wk:ked tongue doth say amiase, 

and will do tyll I die. 
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The Lamentacion of Fancie. 



ALAS, poora aedie wietefae, 
now maiste tboa weepe and myie : 
For BOW, thy Forte is of no fane, 

tfioa canst no more pnnayle. 
Faacie, let fidl thy flagge, 

thy braucrie is dcsciide, 
llijr shifts are seene, wherwitb thoa thoughtst, 

thy adfe from sight to hide. 
The man is got away, 

whom late I entertainde : 
And loe* by him I am defiundei 

and an my state is staind : 
WhydidlnotUmfeede, 

with some more sweete repaste ? 
Why dfd I not deniae to diesse, 

some toy, to please his taste? 
I pot into his drinkep 

too modi Drngges of despight : 
Thou mooghtst aUayd tibe bittames, 

with drams of sweet *^^^Hr 
Why didst thon. fai a lage, 

fint ffing fafattfrom thy lap. 
And leane to fiBede him any more, 

with Worldly pleasnns pap ? 
Why did I, in my rage, . 

not speakyog any worde, 
Tite him so nraghly at the first, 

and set 1dm from my boorde? 
And tfamst him oat of Doores, 

in sncfa a soomfuU wise : 
Tlioa hadst ben better let him dhide 

and let himsdf to rise. 
Why didst thon throw him downe 

the Steaies hi sncfa a socte 7 
Tlat he of thy diacoitesie 

amy instly make report : 
And beeing fidne downe so. 

why dklst thon. Vaine delight. 
Torast him out of dooies 

by force, insndi dispight? 
Yon, Jacke an Apeaes too, 

why caoght you at him so? 
To ride him like an Asse. as be 

along the Coorte did go? 
Whydidyoahisse, yon geese? 

and Dnckes, why Gride yon qoacke. 
To raile on him? why did yon not 

more gently let him pache? 
Why dkist tboo. Daliannce. 

so thnist him oot of doore? 
That made htm catdi so great a iall 

and bmae himself so sore. 



Alas, what Uame I yoa 7 

my sdf e I ought to Uame : 
For. iflhadfocfoiddenit. 

you had not done the same : 
Coolde none of all my Flowers, 

so iaire and sweete of smell. 
Cause him to haue desire, againe 

within my Forte to dwell 7 
Coulde not my Bedchamber, 

with all my Pictures ftixe. 
Make him yet ere he die againe. 

thither to make repaire? 
Alasae, I feare he sawe 

the words at my Beds head : 
And, out of doubt, I feare hi deede, 

that sentence he hath read : 
And that hath caused him 

to lotbe my Bed and me : 
But could not all the other sfghtt, 

that m the CSiamber he 
Did see, to mooue delight, 

make him liorget the same? 
Oh no, wen Fancie, yet 

sedce none at all to bhune. 
But euon thy ondy sdfe, 

who tookste so small regarde 
Vnto a Stranger in such sorter 

and handle him so barde. 
Well, suioe that be is gone, 

and that I am discride ; 
And that from him my shiftes, alasse, 

I can no longer hide : 
I must a warning take, 

the next that come againe 
Vnto my Forte, for seruioe mine, 

better to enteitaine. 
And though he thus be gone, 

1 doubt not but there be. 
Some youthes abroade yet in the worlde. 

y* wil come sedce out me : 
But all that I can euer 

haue, to ease my peine. 
Win neuer doe me halfe that good 

as to see him agafaie : 
Which if I ener haue, 

I now not sonow so. 
But I shan then reioyoe asmnch, 

and ridde me of my woi> 
Untin which time, abuse, 

I langniah stffl in^ peine. 
And so shaU doo, vntiU I see, 

my gentle youth againe. 
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A FAREWELL 
To Fancie. 



FONDE Fancie, now farewell, 
thy Lodging likes me not : 
I seraed thee long, foil like a slaue, 

yet little gaines I got. 
Yet though I say my selfe, 

no slaue that euer seni'de 
Of any Mistris in this world, 

haue more rewarde deseru'd. 
But he that bindes hinoselfe 

apprentiae to a Patch, 
At seauen yeares ende, will this be sure, 

to gain sum foolish catch. 
So Nodcoke I, that longe 

haue serued thee like a slaue ; 
For my rewarde, by dew desait, 

Repentaunoe gained haue. 
Thou never badst me go, 

but I would runne with speede : 
If thou didst bid me stale againe, 

two biddings should not neede. 
When I had better runne, 

when thou didst bid me stale. 
And better staide then goe on fbote, 

to breede mine owne decaye. 
When thou didst bid me looke, 

I readie was to marke. 
And would not loose the thing so soone, 

no, not in greatest darke. 
When better I had beene, 

for to have shut mine eye, 
Then for to cast mine eye on that, 

should worke me woe thereby. 
When thou didst bid me llke» 

I loouM, by and by : 
When thou againe badst me mislike, 

I hated oontrarie. 
What shall I further say, 

thou nothing badst me doe. 
But I was willing, by and by, 

for to agree thereto. 
But what, for all my paines 

bane I now reapt in fine. 



A goodly gaine, Repentannoe sore, 

of such great follie mine : 
When thou didst bid me go, 

my running made me fall : 
When thou didst bid me stay againe. 

twas for no good at all 
Thou madste me studie ofte, 

but what?— fonde trifling toyea : 
The Arte of Loue, and of the cause 

of louers greefes and ioyes. 
Thou madste me think, long while, 

that louers greefe was game, 
And that no ioye could be oompard, 

vnto a gallant Dame. 
Thou madst me thinke long time, 

no pleasure lilce to that. 
With Cortisans, in their kinder 

to doe, I say not what 
Thou madste me halfe amasde, 

sometime, with fi«ntick fits, 
And, now and then with thoqgfati of lone 

almost out of my wits. 
Thou maadst me take deligfat, 

in Lodge of Loue to dwdl : 
And for to coumpt that thing a heanen, 

which rather was a hell. 
Thou maadst me thinke that Lone 

did purchase heauenly Joy : 
Which now I see did puzthase paine, 

& wrought naught but annoy. 
Thou maadst me take deUgtit 

to iet in braue attire : 
Which now I finde was more, indeede, 

than reason dkl require. 
In Fethers flaunt a flaunt, 

and tossmg in the winde, 
Thou maadst me take deUgfat, which now 

a folly great I findeu 
Thou maadst me take ddiigfat 

in singularitie. 
In Tailors worke to bane a tricke, 

that none should haue bat I. 
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IIkmi HMftdst me oomnpt ft praise* 

some fiuhion to deuiae. 
Wherewith I sought in wisemens sight. 

07 selfe for to diagnise. 
Thoa maadst me spend my time, 

in vatae and foolish tojes, 
And ener didst withdraw my minde. 

from seeking perfect ioyes. 
ThoD maadst me thinlce it was 

a heanen. For to go gaye, 
Bm nencr badst me kx>ke in time, 

how long it would hould way. 
In fine, as long as I 

wss SdioUer at thy Scfao<^ : 
For all the leaning that I got, 

I proon'd my selfe a foole. 
Thoa didst withdraw my minde 

from Perfect pietie. 



And maadst me cfaeefely to delight 

in worldly vanitie. 
Bat now, since that I see, 

that it hath pleas6d God, 
To plague me well for my desarts, 

with smart of mine owne rod : 
And giue me grace to finde, 

what greefes by thee doe grow. 
And that, although vnto my cost, 

thy nature naught I know. 
What gaines by thee are got, 

what pinching penurie, 
What greef of minde, what plague of purse. 

what wretched misery : 
I now forsake thee quite. 

and neuer meane to dwell, 
Neere thee, by fiiteene thousand mfle : 

and so, Fancie farewell. 



FINIS. 
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The Toyes of an Idle head: 

verye pleasaunte and delectable, to passe away idle 

time withall. 



f A pretty Dittie in despight of Fantasie. 

IT THE ARGUMENT. 

IT Since Fantasye tfnx mooued mee. 
To rime thus ruddy, as yoa see : 
A prety Dittye of Despight, 
Gajmste Fantasy, first will I write. 



N^ 



[ OW, by my troth, I camiot cfaitse but smile, 
To see the foolish fittes of Fantasie : 
Vath what deceits she dooth the mind beguile, 
As pleaseth best her great inconstande. 
As well the wisest as the foolish man. 
She troubleth, I tell you, now and than. 

And no denyall : if she lyketh once. 
It must be had, what euer so it bee : 
And eadi day new Deuices for the nonce, 
Onely to please Mistxesse fonde Fantasye. 
For she can neuer like one thing two dayes, 
Though it desenie neuer so great a praise. 

This thing to day» to monx>w that againe, 
And yet the next day ndther of them bothe : 
That now she likes, anon she will disdaine. 
And whom she k>o(ki, seemeth now to loath. 
Thus diopping still, and chaunging euery day. 
With ?aine ddighu, she leades the minde away. 



She makes the Loner thinke his Lady fityre. 
Although she be as fonle as fbule may bee : 
Shee makes him eke. build Castles in the ayre. 
And Teiy fam in MUstones for to see. 
And in the ende, I thinke If all were knowne, 
Shee makes him see, a Fooles head of his owne. 

Shee makes my Lady so much to esteeme 
Of her greene pratling Panatte in the Cage : 
This makes her eke her little Page to deeme. 
The finest Boye in England, of his age : 

This makes her set more by her tame white Deare. 

Then some would doo by twenty pounds a yeare. 

And who can choose but laugh, to thinke vpoo 

Such frowarde fittes of foolish fantasie? 

And how, alas, the minde is woe-begon. 

If that it hath not eadi thing, by and by. 
That she desires, whateuer so it be : 
Cost life or death, it must be had, we see. 

Shee ieedes the minde of man with many a toye, 

Shee makes himselfe to sedce his owne decay ; 

In thinges of nought, she makes him set his ioye. 

And from all Vertue leades him quite away. 
And shee it is, that vainely causM me. 
Against her selfe to rime thus* as you see. 

FINIS. 
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A dolorous Discourse^ 

of one that was bewitched with loue. 



V THE ARGUMENT. 

IT Since that the passing panges of looue, 
Which many Loouers ofte doo prooue : 
I fynde the cause, firom time to time. 
That made men shew their mhides in rime. 
I doo intend, in verses few 
A ddloroas diaooane to shew, 
Of one that was bewitcht in looue : 
What passing paqgnes he ofte did proone; 
In which, God wot, the more his paine, 
Euen till his death he did remaine. 

IF I had skill to frame a cunning Vearse 
Wherein I mought my loathsome life lament, 
Or able were in rimes for to r^earse 
The gryping greefes, that now my heart hane hent : 
Such priuie panges of looue I could descrie, 
As neuer any Loner felt but I. 

Some say they freeze, they flame, they flie alofte. 
And yet they CiUl, they hope, and yet they feare : 
The feeld once wonne, yet ielousie full ofte 
With vQe suspect, theyr yikesome hearts dooth teare. 
They fine and lacke, they lack, and yet they hane. 
And haoing, yet they lack the thing they crane. 

They bide in bHsse, amid their weary bale, 
With beanie hearts, they show a smiling face : 
In figures thus, they tell a monmefull tale, 
And set their sorrow ont with such a grace, 
That who so reades the same, and markes it well, 
Would thinke a Louef s torments worse then HdL 

Then thinke yon, what vyle torments doo I feele, 
When an these pangues are but Flea-bytes to mine : 
I nener came to top of Fortune's wheele, 
Bat vnnemeath, in dolours still doo pine : 
I nener flew, whereby to hane a Call, 
Yet stoope I ofte, although my gate be small 

Aai I not then in case much worse then they 
That fiye sometimes, although they fall as fast? 
Ota yes, my case let any Louer way, 
And they shall see, I neuer yet did taste 

One sugred ioye that they hane swallowed ofte, 
That flye and foil, although they &I1 not softe. 

For they that flie. although they catch a 601. 
Yet while they flie, the time so ioyfull is : 
The barme they take by folfing is but small. 
For when vnto thcmsehies they thinke on this, 
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What a fyne flight, but euen ere while they had : 
For ioye thereof, they cannot long be sad. 

But Fortune neuer yet so fiuioured mee, 

To lend me winges to take on little flight, 

Whereby the hanne by fiiUtng I mou£^t see, 

Or yet in flying fynde the deepe delight. 
I cannot call to minde one ioyefull day, 
Which, for a time, my sorrowes may allay. 

But lye along all weryed with this woe, 
And know not how to prooue to make a flight : 
With chilling oolde, my ioyntes are frozen so, 
That when I striue but euen to stande vpright. 

I feele my feebled limbes to frunt so fast. 

That staggering still, downe flat I fall at Ust. 

My harte it selfe, is bitten so with frost. 

That all my senoes now are waxed nome : 

My tongue his taste of pleasaunt ioyes hath lost. 

My minde with cmell care is ouercome : 
My daseled eyes are waxed dimme with teares, 
Which shew the state wherein my life it weares. 

Mine eares waze deafe, no pleasaunt tunes they heare. 
That may reuiue with dole, my dulled braine : 
Where I was wonte with Musicke for to cheare 
My heauy heart, now seemes a deadly paine. 
For each sweete note I heere men play or sing. 
Thorough mine eare, like thunder dappes, dooth ring. 

But thus to line, oh what a lyfe is this? 
To line (alas) my senoes all bestraught : 
Though straunge it seeme, yet trust me true it is, 
Such chilliug cold my sences all hath caught. 
That I can neither heare, nor feele, nor see, 
Nor smell, nor taste, and yet aliue must bee. 

And shall I tell how fyrst I caught this oolde? 
By looting long vpon thy louely face : 
For when I did thy heauenly hew behold. 
And markt therewith thy braue and comly grace : 

Good Lord, thought I, what worthy wight is this? 

Some heauenly Dame, then Venus sure it is. 

Venus, quoth I ? with that I winckte for feare. 
And shut the windowes of my seeing shoppe : 
For greefe whereof my heart did swdte, I sweare : 
Then gan I striue against the hill to hoppe. 

With gasing eyes to stare on thee againe. 

Whose only lookes hane wrought me all this paine. 
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Bat wfaen I heard a name to thee assignde, 
And nwe thou werte an earthly Creature ; 
Then gan I thus imagine, in my minde, 
Which waye mought I this Ladyes Loue procure, 
To me poore Page, that thus sore wounded lye 
At point of death : yet dying cannot die. 

But when I nwe mine owne ynworthinesse. 
And oould not call to minde a due desarte : 
Whereon I mought presume, in this distresse, 
To craue of thee some salue for this my smarte : 
. .Withgnefie thereof, I caught this chilling ookte. 
Which, quaking yet, my quhiering corps dooth holde. 

Yet lookte I. loe, and stared still on thee, 
Thinking thereby to finde some ease of paine : 
But stxai^t, me thought, I sawe thee looke awrye. 
As who should say, thou didst my lookes disdalne. 
Which lowryng looke ^boue me into this f ytte. 
Which God he knowes, how it torments me yet 

But yet I must confesse at fyrst, deare dame^ 
That whot desyre my greefe hath caused so : 
But, by and by, my fierce and fierie flame. 
Was quiddye quenchte with wanes of wearie wo : 
In which wet wanes, I too and fro am tost. 
Seeking in value, tO finde scmie quiet cost. 

Now (noUe Dame) since that thou seest plaine. 
How fyrst I caught this greefe that gripes my harte, 
And makes me thus to pine in pangues of paine : 
Since that in thee it lyes to ease my smarter 
And only thee : (deare Dame) doe not dettyd 
To helpe me now. for if thou doest, I dye^ 

But thinke vpon my bitter passion. 
And eke the passing pangues wherein I pyne : 
And how fiaut bound, without redemption, 
I lynger foorfh this loathsome lyfe of mine : 

And how thou mayest with speede, if thee it please. 

Both set me free, tod care my straunge disease. 

Which if thou wilte, I know for oertaynty 
Thou canst not choose, but lend me some releefe : 
Thou wilt, beholding my calamity. 
Lend some one gxaine of comfort to my greefe : 
Which when thou dqest, for a Phisitions fee, 
A noble name thy greatest gayne shall bee. 

And so, deare Dame, when thon doest thinke vpon 
The lothsome lyues that Louers oft rehearse : 
Among the rest, let this of mine t)e one. 
Which here to thee dooth shewe itselfe in vearse : 
Then shalt thou^see how fisTre my passyon, 
In pangues of kme, hath paste them eueiy one. 



^ A Gendeman being on a Christinas Eue 
in a very soUitaiy place, among veij 
solemn Company: where was but small 
cheare, lesse myrth and least musicke : 



beeing very earnestly entreated to sing a 

Christmas CaroU, with much adoe sung 

as followeth. 

Now Christmas draweth near, & most me make good 
cheare. 

With heigh how, care away : 
I lyke a siely mome, in drow^ dumpes at home. 

Will naught but fiut and ptay. 

Some syng and daunce for lyfe, some Caide and Dyce 
asryfe. 

Some vse olde Christmas Games : 
But I, oh wretched wight. In dole both day and mgfat 

Must dwell : the world so frames. 

In Court, what pretty toyes, what fyne and pleasaunt 
ioyes, 
To passe the tyme away : 
In oountrey nought but cara^ aower Qieese curdes. 
obtefestfrtfe, 
Fbr.Wyne, a Boie of Whay. 

For euery daintie dish, of Flesh or cilse of Fish, 

And for your Drinke in Courte : 
A dish of young -fiTed F^oogges, Sodde houghes of 
mesled Hogges, 

A cnppe of small Tap wortei. 

And for ech Courtly sight, ech shew that may delight 

The eye, or else the minde : 
In Countrey Thomes and brakes, and many mieiy lakes, 

Is an the good you finde. 

And for fine Enterics, Halles. Chambers, GaUeiyes, 

And Lodgings many moe : 
Here desert Wooddes or plaines, where no ddigbt 
remaynes, 

To walke in too and froe. 

In Court, for to be shorte. for euery prety sporte* 

That may tiie heart delight : 
In Countrey many a greefe, and small or no rdeefe, 

To ayde the wounded wighL 

And in this Desarte place, I, WVetch, in woftdl case^ 

This merry Christmasse time : 
Content my selfe, perforce, to rest my carefull corse : 

And so I end my rime: 



^ In the latter end of Christmas, die same 
Gentleman was likevnse.desiied to sing ; 
and although against his will, was con- 
tent to singe as foUoweth, 

The Christmas now is past, and I haue kept my last. 

With prayer euery day : 
And like a Country Ctowne, with hoddfaig vp and 
downe, . 

Haue past the time away. 
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As for old Chriwiwut Games, ordaaunig with fine 
Dunes, 

Or shewes, or precjr pbyes : 
A solenmeosth I sweue, I came not where thejr were, 

Not an these holy dayes. 

I did not sing one Doate^ except it were by roate, 

StiU busing Uke a Bee: 
To ease my heaay harte, of some, though little snarte, 

For want of other glee. 

And as for pleasaimt Wine, there was no drinke so fine, 

For to be tasted heere : 
Fall simple was my fiue, if that I should compare, 

The same to Christmas cheoe. 

I sawe no Idnde of sight, that might my'mmde delight, 

Beleene me, noble Dame : 
But enery thing I saw,, did fireat'at wo my maw, 

To thinke vpon the same. ' 

Upon some bushy bailee, luU fiune I was to waJke- 

In Wooddes, finom tree to tree, 
For waste of better roome : but since my fieUall doome, 

Hath so appointed mee : 

I stoode therewith contept, till Christmas full was spente. 

In hope that God. wjill sende 
A better yet next yeare, my heauie heart to cheare : 

And so I make an ende. 

\ The same man beeing in very great dumpes 
the same time, beeing likewise intreated 
to write some dolefiill Dittie of bi3 pwne 
inuention wrote as foUoweth. 

What griping greefes, what pmching pangues of payne ? 

What deadly dinte, of deepe and daike annoye? 

What plagne? what wo, doodi in this world remaine? 

What Hcilish bappe ? what wante of worldly ioye? 
But that (oh Caytife) I do dayly btde. 
Yea, and that more then aH the world beskl& ' - 

If eoer man had cause to wish for death, 
Tocut atwo this tacklesse lyne of life : 



Why striue not I, with speade to stoppe my breath? 

Since crueU care, not liice a caruing knife. 
But like a Sawe» still hackling to and {roe» 
Thus gnawes my heart» with gripes of weary woe. 

What, doo you thinke I I^t, or that I ikhie? 
Or, Louer-like, my life I 'doo lament? 
Or that my fyttesare ftncies of .the bmine, 
Which wauer still, and neuer stande content ? 

Or that mysighes axe nought but signes of skxuh? 

Oh, thinke i^ so, beleene m^ on my troatfa. 

This I protest before my Cod on hie, 

If that I coukl my ddtoures Well declare : 

I thinke I should such priuie pangues defcrie 

Of sorrowes smarte,, as surely seldome are 
Scene nowadayes : I thinke, especially : 
Yea, jieene or'feltCr of such a Youth as I. 

But some perhaps will aske. what is my woe? 

What is the thing that'makes me so to moume? 

And why I walke so solemne too and fix>e? 

I aunswer thus : such fyry flames dooth bume 
Bothe day and night, within my boyling brest. 
That, God he knowes, I take but little rest. 

But shall T tell how fyrst this flame arose? 

And how these ColiQa were kindled^at the furst ? 

I may not so my doUoures deepe disclose : 

For credh me, I would fidne, if I durst : 
But since, alas, I mtey not as I would. 
Let this sufSce, ' I weukl fidne, if I could. 

What if I could ? nay, durst : what did I say ? 

For if I durst, I knowfiil] well I could : 

What could I doe? no whit more then I may : 

I know that too : but yet, if that I would, 
I could doe much more then I meane to doe, 
As thus advisde \ but wiietber do6.| goe ? 

What neede ao inai^y words, so much a doe? 
To blase the broyles that I doe dayly byde : 
Or else to tell of tormentes too and fro, 
Wherewith \ am beast «a eottyitydc? s' * 

These few wordes mought haue serued the toume, I 
trowe: 

Ten thousand pbgnes, bat {Measures none I knowe. 



^r A pretty gyrd, giueti by a Gentlewoman to her servaunt, 
whereupon these Verses were made as followeth. 



\ Farewell Youth, to your viitruth. 

Whem as thou faadst fareweD to myne Tntnieth, 
I hope tfaoQ spakest it but in iest, deare Dame : 



Or else, for that you thought tliat euery youth. 
Most commonly is touched with the same : 
Such youthes there are, I must confesse, in deede. 
As with vntrueth their Ladies fimdes feede. 
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Bat what of that : tush, I am none of thote. 
Though youthly yeares, I cannot well denie : 
For rather lyfe then troeth, I chiue to loie : 
Bjr tnieth, I meane my true fidelitie : 
Which who so breakes, to him, as to a youth. 
Thou mayest well say : farewell to thine vntiaeth. 

But yet, good Lady, aiy not so to mee, 
Till thou dooest see, my trueth by liEJsfaood staynd : 
Which when thou seest, then iustly spit at mee. 
As at a slaue, whose trueth is all but fisiynd : 
But till that time, say not to mine vntmeth 
Farewell againe, but ondy to my youth. 

For all Tntruethes I vtterly denye. 

And to my trusty trueth, I stoutly stand : 

And who so list against the same replye. 

Gainst him with speede, I goe, with sworde In hande : 
Into the Feeld. the same for to defend : 
For loe, in this my credit dooth depend. 

And though (pertu^s) most commonly, each youth 
Is giuen in deede, to follow euery gaye : 
And some of these are touched with vntruth. 
Yet some there be, that take a better waye : 
And stande vpon their trueth and honesty, 
More then vppon their foolish branerie. 

Which two I count to be the cbeefest poinctet 
That ech man ought to builde his life vpoo : 
And these holde I my cheefe and strongest JoyiicCes : 
For what were I, when these two poinctes are gone? 
Wherefore, deare Dame, as I begon I end : 
My Youth I gmunt, and trueth I still defend. 



It chaunced not long after, that this 
Gentleman happened to be in the com- 
pany of his very friend, which at Dyce 
lost much money : and after his losse, 
entreated him to write some despightfull 
Ditty, to diswade him from Cards and 
Dice: which with much intreaty he 
graunted, & wrote as foUoweth. 

My freend, I saye, if thou be wise, 
Use not to much the Gardes and Dyce : 
Least, setting all at sincke and syce, 

Doe make thee know the cost : 
Twill make thee weare a thinne light purse, 
Twill make thee sweare, and ban, and curse : 
Twill make thee doo all this and worse. 

When once thy Coyne is lost. 

Therefore, take heede in time, I say : 
For time at Dice runnes faax away. 
No time worse spent then at dyoe-play, 
I put thee out of doubt : 



And say not, but it was thee tolde : 
The nearer that thy purse is polde. 
The more still friendship waxseth colde, 
Yea. an the woride throughout. 

And then, when once thy coyne is gone. 
And friends to helpe thee thou hast none, 
Nor house nor Land to live vpon : 

Oh then, what wilt thou say? 
Well, once I might haue taken heede, 
I had a trusty freend in deede. 
That tould me true how I should speede. 

If I did hokl this way. 

For who continues in this vaine 

Of setting still, bothe bye and majrne, 

But in the ende he shall be fiedne 

To leaue it, will or nill : 
And doe the thing that dooth despight 
Most men, though some it dooth ddight. 
To them that play to holde the light. 

Full ill against thdr wilL 

Leaue therefore (friend) while thou art well. 
And marlce the woordes that I thee tell : 
If once thy lande thou fall to sell. 

Thy credit will impaire : 
And care not thou, though Gamsters say, — 
(These Gamsters, Roysters call I may) 
What, Dastard, darest thou not play? 

Howe, reach this man a Chaire. 

Well, if he bring it, sit thee downe. 

Or else go out into the towne : 

If not, then walke thee vp and downe. 

And beare a time his scoffe : 
And thou shalt see within a while, 
How thou mayest finely at him smfle : 
When he would gladly wish a file. 

To file his yrons off. 

For oonunonly, such knaues as these 
Doe ende their lyyes vpon three trees : 
Or lye in Prison for theyr fees. 

For all their bragging out : 
And though one yeare they goe full gaye. 
And euery day play lusty play : 
Yet with a Rope they make a firaye. 

Ere seuen yeare goe about 

And therefore, say they what they list, 
Take thou still heede of, had I wist : 
And vse not too too much thy fist. 

To shaUng of the Dice : 
For fyrst, thy gaine will be but small, 
The credit lesse, thou gettest with all : 
Thy estimation least of all. 

Though deare thou buy the piioe. 

Good Lorde, was not that man halfe madde. 
That once a prety lyuing had : 
And would not rest, but out must gadde. 
To Gardes and Dyce in haste: 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE TOYES OF AN IDLE HEAD. 



29 



And vsed them so lustily, 
Settiqg, and throwing cardesly : 
Tm in sborte space, full foolishly, 
He spent euen all, at laste. 

Enen 90 wilt thou, I promise thee, 
If thou doe not glue eare to me. 
And leaue thy trooling of a Dye, 

And that with speede, my fiiend : 
For they that vse so histily 
The Gardes and Dyoe^ most commonly 
Are eyther hmught to begjevy. 

Or hang else in the ende. 

And now, fiuvwell I since that I may. 
As now, no longer with thee stay : 
My oounsaile, therefore, beare away. 

And leane that vaine delight. 
That now thou hast in Gardes and I>yce : 
And leame betimes for to be wise : 
Once well wamde, is as good as twise : 

And so, my freend, good night. 



An other Ditde, after that» made by the same 
man (after a sorte) in defence of Gardes 
and Dice, as foUoweth. 

To play at Dice is bat good sporte, 

So it be vsed in good sorte : 

But who delists hi Gardes and Dyse, 

In deede, I cannot count him wise : 

For he that playes, till all be gone, 

With Robin Hoode and Uttle John, 

May trace the Wooddes : for wise men say, 

Keepe someiriiat till a rayny day. 

But win you, therefore, generally 
Diqmyse the Dyoe so spigfatfully ? 
What thing so good, that now is vsde^ 
Bat by a foole may be abusde ? 
I speake not this vnto that ende. 
That you should thinke I would defend 
Dyce playiflig Tnivcrsallye, 
But ondy used moderately. 

For who so long dooth vse the Dyce 
Tm he thereof hath knowen the price : 
I meane, till almost all be gone : 
Tlien marke this, stiaight way, such a cne, 
B^innes to leame to oogge a pace : 
Wherdiy he dooth so much disgrace 
The Gardes and Dyce, that men doo feare 
To play, for Gpggers euery where. 

Bat if that Gpggen all were barde, 
And cleanly cotters of a Garde, 
And eoery Gamster would play square : 
TlwD aome men wooki hope well to fiue. 



And then would few so much despise, 
As now they doe, both Gardes and Dyse : 
For neyther Gardes nor Dice be naught, 
If men would vae them as they ought 

For how can Gardes or Dice hurt those. 
That care not whether they win or lose ^^ 
But who doe so? such men these are 
As play no more then they may spare : 
And when they come to any Game, 
They make a pastime of the same ; 
But hab or nab, speede well who may. 
And merrily so wUl spend the day. 

And what is lost too, fetewell it, 

Neuer chafe nor freate a whit 

And they that vse play in this sorte. 

With Gardes and Dyce make preaty sporte. 

Then, therefore, since both Gardes and Dyoe 

Be good for some men, as I say : 

Who dooth abuse them, is not wise. 

Nor worthy, in my minde to play. 

Therefore, as I bq^one, I ende, 

Moderate play I doe defend. 



IT An other time, not long after, he chawiced 
to be in his friends and betters house : 
being in his bed about midnight^ by 
chaunce awake, heard in the next cham- 
ber a Page of the Ladyes of the house, 
lamenting, as he laye in his bed, very 
sore his vnhappie estate : which as he 
could well beare away in the morning, 
put it in verse only for his owne read- 
ing, to laugh at : but being by his friend 
intreated, put it, as you see, among his 
Toyes (as one not the least), which was 
as foUoweth. 

That I would not perswaded be, 

in my yong rechlesse youth : 
By plaine experience I see, 
that now it proouetb truth : 
It is Toms song, my Ladyes Pftge, 
That seruice is no heritage. 

I hard him sing this other night 

as be lay all alone : 
Was never Bole in such a plight, 
whoe should he make his mone? 
Oh Lord, quoth he, to be a Page, 
This sendee is none heritage. 
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Mine Unde told me tother day, 
that I most take great paine : 
And I most cast all sloath away, 
if I seeke ought to gaine : 
For sure, quoth he, a painefuU Page 
Will make seruice an heritage. 

Yea sure, a great commpditie, 

if onoe Madame he doe displease : 
A cuffe on the eare, two or three 
he shall haue, smally lor his oase. 
I would, for me he were a Page, 
For to possesse his heritage. 

I rubbe and brush almost all day, 

I make deane many a ooate : 
I seeke all honest meanes I may, 
how to come by a groate : 
I thinke I am a painefull Page, 
Yet I can make no heritage. 

Why? I to get haue much a doe 

a Kirtle now and than : 
For making cleane of many a shooe, 
for Ales, or Mistresse Anne. 
My Ladies Maides will wipe the Page, 
Alwayes oi sudi an heritage. 

The wCches they get Coifes and Cawles, 

FrCchhoods & partlets eeke : 
And I get naught but dieeks and brawles, 
a thousand in a weeke : 
These are rewardes iheete for a Pa^, 
Sordy a goodly heritage. 

My Ladies maides too, must I please, 

but chiefly mistresse Anne : 
For else, by the Masse, she will disease 
me Tily. now and than. 

Faith, she will say, yoa whoraon Page, 
lie purchase you an heritage. 

And if she say so, by the roode, 

'tis Cock I warrant it : 
But God he knowes, I WCK as good 
to be without[e&] it 
For all the gdnes I get, poore Page, 
Is but a slender heritage. 

I haue so raan7 folkes to please, 
and creepe and kneele ▼nto : 
That I shall neuer line at ease, 
what euer so I doe : 
lie therefore be no more a Page. 
But seeke some other heritage. 

But was there euer such a patch, 

to speake so lowde as I : 
Knowing what hold the Maides will catch, 
at euery fault they spie : 
And all for spight at me, poore Page, 
To pozdiase me an heritage. 



And if that they may heare of this, 

I were as good be faangde : . 
My Lady shaU know it, by Gia, 
and I shall sore bebaqgde? * 
I shall be vsed like a Page, 
I shall not loose myne heritage. 

Well, yet I hope the time to see, 

when I may run as Cast, 
For wandes for them, as diey for m6, 
ere many dayes be past : 
For when I am no longer Page, 
He give them vp tnine heritage. 

WeU. I a while must stand content, 

till better happe doo fall : 
With such pore state, as God hath sent, 
ft gioe him thankes for all : 
Who wyll, I hope, send me, poore Page, 
Then tU^ some better heritage. 

With this, with hands and eyes 

lift vp to heauen on high : 
He righed twise or thrise, 
and wepte to, piteoosly. 
Whidi iriiea.Isaw, I wisht the Page 
In fiaith, some better heritage. 

And weepfaig thus* food Ckxl. quodi he, 

tiaue merey on my soule : 
That ready I may be for thee, 
when that the bell dooth knoule : 
To make me free of this bondage, 
And partner of thine heritage. 

Lord, graont oie gnu5e ao thee to aeme, * 

that at the latter day : 
Although I can no good deaame, 
yet thou to me mayest say : 
Be thou now free, that werte a Page, 
And heere In heanen hane heritage. 



IT The same man beeisg desired the next 
day following, to singe some prety song 
to the Vfiginall^, by a Gentlewoman 
that he made no small accomnpt of: 
was faine, £ztempore^ to endite, and 
sing as foUowetL 

AMro my ioyes, such greefe I fynde, 
That what to doo, I know not I : 
My pleasures are but blastes of winde : 
Full wdl eoen now, and by and by 
Some sodaine panges torment me so, 
That I could eoen crie out for wa 
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And jet p q fo ic e no remedy : 

Needes mast I laugh when I could moiinre r 
Yea, <^ter I sins:; when presently 
To teares my siqging could I tourne. 
Such luck haue Gaimsters, some men say, 
Winne, and loose, and all fn a day. 

Bat some there are, whom Fovtane still 

Gtoes leane to winne. and seldome lose : 
Oh, woold to God, I had my wltt. 
That I might 90<me be one of those 
That are in Fortunes fiuioar so :. 
Then neede I not thos playne of WO; 

For if that I were sure, at least. 

For to oblaSne that I would oraoe ; 
Yea, Ihoagfa it #ere but one request, ' 
I would desire no more to haue : 
I aske but eoen one happy day,- 
Let me doo after as I may. 

And sore I see no remedy, 

Bdt enen to hepe on happe alone : 
And that it is that oomlbrtes ne : 
For when hope&yles, an ioyes are gone. 
Theniofe, what withhope and dispayre, 
My ioyes lye faoaering in the i^re. 

Which, would to God, would eyther fall. 

Or else be driiien quite away : 
That I might haue no hope at all. 
Or dae that I mi^t happily lay : 
Now haue I found the thipg I sought. 
Now win I take but little thought 

WcB, yet I hope, oi'ere I dye. 

To light on sj^ a happy day 1 
That I may sing foil morily, 
Not,' heigh ho wele, but care away : 
Ttae Ship, fall many lanpesis past, 
Hath reacfat the quiet Hauea at last Finis. 



V The next day after that he had written 
this passion of Loue, dyuers Gentle- 
women being then in the house: he 
was intreted by ,two or three of them at 
once, to make some verses: and one 
among the! rest, being very desirous to 
haue her request fulfilled, brought him 
a Pen, and ynke, and Paper: with 
earnest intreaty, to make some verses, 
upon what matter he thought best him'^ 
selfe : he, very vnwilling to write, not 
kaowii^ of.A aodain, how to please 



them all in vearse, and yet desirous to 
graunt all their requests, with much 
adooe, was in the end intreated to 
write, as foUoweth. 

* WHAT, shall I write some prety toy ? 

will that like Ijidies best? 
Or shall I pen the praise of one 

fiEdre Dante, abooae the rest? 
. Or shall I write atrrapdon else, 

what iyrst comes in my braine ? 
No, no : for wordtf onoe flowen abroade, 

can not be cald aflaine^ ... 
Why then, since none of these will serue, 
' what 'other kSnde of stile, 
. fihall I pickeovt to wvife npcm?— . . 

QCyw sure,. I needes must smile, 
To thinke vt)on my beetle brain, 

that can no fruite bring foorth : 
But 9ach Baldictum rimes as these, 

as are' not reading worth. 
.Faith, Ladyes, but for shame, I would 

not write one word at all, 
In ryme (at least) because you see, 

my reason is so smalL 
But since it b such as It id, 

indeede small and to6 smaiU : 
I must desyre you, for this once, 

to stand content withalL 
And take the same in as good ^Mule, 

asif awiseritaan 
Had better done : because you see, 

I do the best I can. ' 
And more then catt, yoti <ian flot craue : 

for if you do of me. 
Before you aske, be sure tb go 

without, I promise ye : 
But any thyng that well I can,* 

commaund you all of me : 
And I wyll do the best I can, 

to please each one of ye : 
And thus, as humbly as I can, 

I craue of you to lend 
Your pacience to my rudenesse this : 

and so I niake an ende. 
Full sory that I cannot write, 

so finely as I would. 
To like your fancies all alyke, 

for if I could I would : 
And so agayne, fiayre .Ladies all, 

in curteous sort I craue, 
As I deserue your favours so, 

and friend^yps, let me haue. 



IT Not many dayes after, hee sawe a Gentle- 
woman in the house, whom he ac- 
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counted his deere Mistresse, beginne to 
shew her euill countenaimce without 
cause, and to make veiy much of an- 
other, whom he thought very vnworthj 
of such good happe : and being not a 
little agreeuedy to see himselfe cause- 
lesse to grow dayly so much out of 
countenaunce, and his adversary so vn- 
worthy, esteemed : wrote one day among 
other, halfe a sheete of Paper in verse : 
wherein he priuily shewed his aduer- 
saries unworthinesse, his Mistresses in- 
constancy, and his owne euill happe : 
and finding a fit time, deliuered the 
writing to his sayde Mistresse : which, 
how she tooke in worth, that restes : the 
verses were these. 

When Flatterie &]les to play the fleoyns knaiie. 
And tried trust is put oat of conodgfat : 
And cogging crajft by subtyll shifles can haue 
The gaynes, for which doth fiEiythlull seruioe waight ; 
Then deepe deodght must needes possesse the parte 
That doth in deede belong to due desarte. 

% When fond suspect, shall cause a faythfuU Irende 
To deeme amisse of friend, without desart : 
And coy ooncd^t, shall cause a finall ende 
Of friendshyp there, where friendes were linckt in hart : 
Then double dealyng, must of force preuaile 
To winne reward, and £ftythfiill friendship fiJle. 

When men are soomde, and shadowes are esteemde, 
And shels are sau'd, and kernels cast away : 
And deedes be done, and woords f or deedes t)e deemde. 
And outward brauery beares the bell away : 

Then honest meaning may go chaunge his minde, 

Or dse is sure a oolde rewarde to finde. 

But when, in deede, vile flatterie fidse is found. 
And tryed Thist dooth reape his due rewarde : 
And deepe deoeite is digged ynder ground. 
And cogging craft can get no tale be harde : 
Then right may haue that reason dooth require, 
And due desarte may haue his deepe desire. 

Lo thus, deare Dame, this for my selfe I write : 
My troth. I trow, your selfe haue tiyed well : 
For which (alas) I reape nought but despight, 
The iust cause why, God knowes. I cannot teU : 
Except, by stealth, some fleering flattering knaue 
Hath got the gaines, which I desenie to hane. 



Or dse, perhaps, some ftlse suspect hath bread, 
MisUking some, of me, without desarte : . 
Or ooye oonoeyte hath entred in your head 
To hate the man who honoures you in hsrte : 

Or double dealing seekes some secreate meane. 

Betwixt true friendes, true lone to banish deane. 

Or else, I doubt, some shadow of a man. 
In my despight, some gallant wordes hath usde : 
On whome I yow to doe the best I can 
To sedce reuenge, where I am so abusde : 
Wherefore, good Lady, if such any bee : 
I humbly cnuie, hide not his name from mee. 

That I, with speede, may giue him his desaite. 
Or dse reoeane my iust and due reward : 
For then, when you shall see my honest harte, 
I doe not doubt your harte will t)e so harde. 
But yon at last, although fyrst somewhat kmg, 
>^11 make amends to me for euery wrong* 

And thus, in hope no fidse and fonde suspect 
Of liking yours, shall cause such sodaine chaunge : 
And that you will such ooye oonceyts rdect. 
As to your friend, doo make you seeme so stnumge : 
I rest the time that reason dooth require. 
When my desarte may haue his deepe desyie. 



Not long after, seeing his Aduersary still 
creeping in countenance, and himselfe 
almost excluded : sitting on a day alone 
in his Chamber, thinking on the de- 
spight of Fortune & the want of discre^ 
tion, in his discourteous Dame : wrote 
in haste these verses following. 

Oh 1 what a sp{ght it is vnto a noble harte 

To see a Scabbe, without all due desarte, 

V^th no account of credit nor of fame. 

To winne the loue of any gallant Dame. 
Which valyant haru, with tiauaile great and paine, 
Haue modi adooe, long time for to obtaine; 

My selfe I count of vaUande but small. 

Yet such as may my credit wdl defend : 

And such as in my Mistresselionour shall 

Be wdl content, with speede my lyfe to speod : 
Which, let me spend, and spend, and spend 
Yet shall an other sudce my sugred gaine. 

With much a doo, I once did fimoure winne. 
Of one, in deede, a fayre and gallant Dame : 
Which my good happe no sooner did beginne. 
But by and by, to ouerthrow the same, 
A privie Patdi, a whoreson scuruy Knaue, 
Inioyed the friuctes that was my right to have. 
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His fleeriqg fiMe» har peeoish iuide pieude. 
My tiTed troth was put out of ooncejte : 
Hegiadde, I sadde, be weD. and I diaeasde : 
He cangfat the Fish, for which I layde the baite. 
He idle aate, and nothing did all day. 
And yet at night did beare the Bell away. 

But anoe I lee, that caaes so fall ont. 
That vslyannt hearts so little are regarded : 
And gsDamit Dames win seeme to. lone a Lonte, 
And kt anoUe yonthe goe vniewarded : 
I will no mofe> henceforth, snch tranaile spende 
In cases siidi : and so I make an ende. 



f Not many dayes after, seeing his Mis- 
tresse* discourteous dealing, began to 
put her away, and chuse himself an 
other Mistresse: and, beeing then in 
the Christmas time, presented his new 
Mistresse with a new yeares Gifte, in 
thissorte. 

Tbis little Toye to thee, 

for wante of better shtfte, 
I heere ptesmne for to pre Bent » 

as a small Newyeares gifte. 
The ndne small whereof, 

weigh not, I humbly crane : 
Bnt take, in worth, his great good will 

whose friendly heart yon bane. 
To Tse braue vaunting words, 

win winne nanght bat disdaine : 
Bat valiant deeds, with words but few, 

be they that credit gainer 
Therefore, for to be breefe, 

tbos nrocfa I do protest: 
That if to wodEe your hatts conlmt, 

within my power it rest, 
Commaond what so thoa wilt : 

if I dsnye the same, 
God let me nerer haue good looke, 

of any ndble Dame. 
Bat you, perhaps, win thfaike, 

these wordes are aU bat winde : 
Bat doo not so : first trie, then trust, ' 

and fiuide, as you finde. 
And let not false suspect, 

once cause you for to deeme. 
That there is any one aline, 

whom I doo more est e cm e. 
Bat, as I doo protest, 

so coont me yonr deare /riend. 
Who nkes, who lones, who honoon yon : 

and so I make an end. 
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^ A verse or two written Extempore, vpon 
a sight of a Gentlewoman. 

I SIGH to see thee sigh : 

the iust occasion why, 
God knowes : and I, peifaappes, 

can gesse, ▼nhappily. 
But whatsoeuer I thlnke, 

I meane to let it passe : 
And thus, in secrete sorter to thinke 

▼nto my seUie (alas) 
Poore Uttle sedy soule, 

God quiddy comfort thee. 
Who could his siglies refraine, a Dame 

in snch sad sorte to see? 
The cause whereof I gesse, 

but not the remedy : 
I would I could a medicine frame, 

to cure thy maUady. 
For if it were fai mee, 

orifitener bee. 
To doo the thing, oh noble Dame, 

in deede, to comforte thee : 
My hart, my hand, my sword, 

my purse, which (though) but sman. 
At your commaond I offer heere, 

all ready at your calL 
Of which if any shrinke, 

when yon ¥oachsafe to trie : 
As I deseroe, disdahw me then, 

and God then let me dye. 
And thus, from honest harte, 

as one your foithlun friend. 
In few vn&yned friendly wordes, 

fiuewell: and so an ende. 



^ Verses written vpon this occasion : ayong 

Gentleman, Ming in loue with a Cure 

yong Damselly not knowing how to make 

manifest vnto her the great good will he 

bare her : vsing certaine talke vnto her, 

in the end of her talke demaunded of 

her, whether she could or no? she 

answered yea: vpon which yea, he wrote 

these verses following, and found time 

to present them vnto her presendy, as 

he wrote them. 

If thou canst reade, then marke what heere I write : 
And what thou readst, beleeue it to be true ; 
And doo not thinke, I doo but toyes indite : 
For, if thou mazke in time what dooth insoe, 
llien thou, ere tong, perhaps, shalt easily ^de 
The effect of that, that may content thy minda, 

£ 
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And, to be plaine, I lyke ud lone thee well, 
And that so weU, as better cannot be : 
What should I say? I wish that I did dwell 
In place where I thy selfe mought dayly see : 
That yet, at least, I mought injoy her sight 
In whom doth rest the stay of my delight. 



^ A Gentleman talking on a time with a 
yong Gentlewoman, being apparreled 
very plainly, shee tolde him she was too 
pl^e for him, he must go seeke some 
gallanter Geste, more meete for his 
tooth : to which, answering his minde 
afterwarde, wrote vpon the same as 
followeth : and gaue them ynto her to 
reade. 

When first I saw thee elad 

in coloues blaoke and white, 
To gase ypon thy seemely sdfe 

I tooke no small delight 
Thy blacke betokens modesties 

thy white, a Vbgins minde c 
And happy he may thinke bimselfe, 

that snicd) a one can fynde 
That which is painted out 

with oolours fresh and gay, 
Is of it seHii but Uttle worth, 

the colours set away : 
But that deseraeth praise, 

which of it selfe alone 
Can shew it selfe in playnest aorte, 

and craueth hdpe of none. 
What should I further say? 

let ech nan choose his choice : 
Though some in pahited toyes dd^t. 

in plainnesse I reioyce. 
And why? because my sdfe 

am plaine, as you doo see, 
And therefore, to be plame with you, 

your plainnesse liketh me : 
The idaynnesse of your minde, 

and eke your plsdne attyie : 
For gaye and gidkmt Coles ig not, 

the thing that I desyre. 
But noble gallaunt minde, 

and yet too therewith plaine : 
For now and then, hi gallant ftiinds, 

dooth deepe decdte remaine. 
But for in you, fiiyre Dame, 

bothe noble gallant minde. 
And therewith meaning plaine Jn deede, 

I now doo plainly finde. 
Chuse others what they list, 

this plaindy I protest ; 
Your gallant minde in plaine Mtiie, 

his, that likes me best 



^ A comparison betweene a slippery stone 
and a trustlesse friend. 

As he that treades on slippery stones, 

is like to catch a fall. 
So he that trustes to trothlesse fKends, 

shall ill be ddt withalL 
But be that lookes before he leapes, 

is likest sure to stande : 
So he that tryes or ere he trust, 

shall be on surer hand. 
But once found out a good sure ground. 

keepe there thy footing fost : 
So charyly keep a £aithfull friend, 

whose friendship tride thou hast 
For as some grounds that seeme full sore, 

in time will much decay, 
So some false friends that seeme full true, 

at neede will shrinke away. 
And as within some rotten groundes^ 

some hidden holes we see. 
So in the hartes of fiuthfiill friends, 

80 m^y mischiefies bee. 
Therefore, I breefdy bidde my friends 

for to beware in time. 
For fieare of further after dappes : 

and so I end my rime. 



H A Dolorous discourse. 

If he who lingers foorth a loathsome lyfe, 
In weaxy wyse, ezprest with endlesse woe : 
To whom care still stands, as a harkrling knife. 
To teaie the heart that is tormented so : 
Who neoerfdte one bowre, nor qiarke of k>y. 
But deepe lyes drownd^ in Gulfe of foule annoy. 

Whom Fortune ener fhnmds on in Us Ufe, 

And neuer lent one lux^ looke at all : 

With whome the Moone and Starres are aU at strife. 

Who all in vaine dooth dayly crie, and call 
For comforte some, but yet reoehieth none, 
But to himsdfe his greefe must stiH beaMoe. 

Whose greefe first grew in time of tender yeares. 
And yet dooth still continue to this daye : 
Who, all berent dooth cfaaunge among the Bleares, 
And still hang &st, and cannot get awaye : 
Who euery way, which he dooth seeke to goe, 
Dooth finde some block th^t dooth him ouerthrow. 

Who neuer was, is not, nor lookes to bee, 
In way of weale, to ridde him of his woe : 
Who day by day, by proofe too plaine, 4ooih see 
That Desteny hatfi swome it shaS beao : 
That he must liue with tements so oppraat 
And till he die, canst neoer U>oke for rest 

If such a one may wdl be thought to |)e 
The onely man that knoweth misery : 
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I my wdl say that I (poOK nan) am bee ; 

Who daylj so doo pine in pemuy ; 
Whose beany beait is so opprest wftb gre^, 
As, vntiU death, dooth looke for no releefe. 

To swim and stnke, to burne and be a-colde^ 
To hope and feare, to sigh and yet to sing : 
And all at once, are louers fy ttes of olde, 
To many knowen, to some a common thing : 
Bot still to synke, frye, feare, and alway sigh, 
Are patterns phune, that death approcheth nigh. 

And doost thou then, swe^te Death, approche so neare? 

Weloome, my friend, and ease of all my woe : 

A friend in dcede, to me, a friend most deate. 

To ease my heart that is tormented so : 
Happy is he who Hgfates on such a friend, 
To faraede his ioyes, and cause his greefes t6 end. 

f A Letter sent by a Gentlewoman, in verse, 
to her Husband, being ouer sea. 

What greater greefe, than leese a cheefest iqy ? 

Then why line I, that lacke my cheefe delight ? 
My friend I meane. for whom thus, in annoy. 

In weaiy wise, I passe both day and night : 
For loe, a friend, in deepest of distzesse, 

To friend dooth yeeld of eueiy greefe redresse. 

His company dooth often drfne away 

Sodi dolefrill thoughts as mought tonnent the minde 
With friend, a friend to passe edi doleftill daye, 

Of comfort great, may many causes finde : 
A freend, sometime, but with his only sight 

His dolefriU friend dooth many times delight 

No greater ease is to some heauy heart. 
Yea. when it is with greatest greefes opprest : 

Xben trusty friWiAet, to whom far to hnparte 
Soch cause of greefe, as breedes it such vnrest : 

For ofte, by telling of a dolefriU tale. 
The tongue dooth ease the btest of midde bale. 

If heart be glad, what myrth can then be more. 
Then when true friends doo meete with merry cheare? 

The greefe fofgotte of absence theirs before, 
By presence had, doo soddaine ioyes appeare. 

"What shall I saye ? as I begone I eud. 
No iqye to loue, no greefe to losse of friend. 

Then* my swede friend, in this uy deepe distrasse, 

Let me inioy thy company agame : 
For thou alone nmst purefaase my redresse. 

And ease my heart, that thus doth pine in paine. 
Thou art the friend, that euen but with thy s^ht 

Mayest me. poore sonle, thy dolefriU friend, delight 

What now can ease my pyning penshie heart. 
Thus day and night, with torments sore opprest : 

Then vnto thee, my friend, for to imparte 

Such cause of greefe, as breedes me such unrest ? 

For ofte, by telling of this dolefoll tale, 

My tongue will ease my brstt of mickle bale. 



If thou werte heere, my heart that now is sadde, 
To thinke on thee, whose absence breedes my wo. 

With thoughts on thee would soone become so glad, 
As should forget those greefes that gripes me so : 

And. as before, so now againe I eode^ 
I feare to die, for want of thee my friend. 

Thou art my friend, chiefs freend, and onely Feare. 

My Jemme of ioy, my Jewell of delight : 
God onely knowes, for thy sweete sake, my deare, 

How I in dole doo passe ech day and night. 
Come, therefore, come: with speede come home 
againe. 

To comfort her, that thus dooth pine in paine. 

IT Thy louing Wife, and fruthfuU friend, 
And so wiU bide, till life doo end. 



H One sitting in dolefall dumpes by himselfe 
alone, thinking to haue written some 
dolorous discourse, was let by occa- 
sion: and so, for want of time, wrote 
but onely sixe lynes, and left them vn- 
finished : the verses were these. (I like 
them, and therefore thought good to 
place them among other imperfections.) 

My hand here houering stands, 

to write some prety toye, 
My mourning mind ftn- to delight, 

yt wants all worldly ioye : 
And Fancy ofTereth eke, 

fyne toyes for to indite vpon, 
To comfort thus my heauy heart, 
that is thus woe begon. 
But all in vaine : for why? 

my minde is so opprest with greefe, 
As iXL the pleasures in this world 
can lend me no releefe. 

Finis imperfecta. 



H A dolorous verse, written by him, that 
in deede was in no small dimipes, when 
he wrote them. 

If any man doo liue of ioyes berefte, 

By heauens I sweare, I thinke that man am I ; 

Who at this hower, no sparke of ioy haue lefte, 

But leade a life in endlesse mysery : 
I sigh, I sobt)e : I cannot well expresse 
The i^eefes I bide, without hope of redresse. 

So many are the causes of my greefe, 

That day by day tonnents tny mourning minde, 
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As that almost there can be no ideefe 

To ease my heart, till ease by death I fynde. 

What shall I say ? what pangues but I abide? 

What pleasure that but U to me denyde ? 

What sappe of sorrow but I dayly taste? 

What mite of myrth« that I can once attaine? 

What foule despight dooth foUow me as iaste, 

To plague my heart with pangues of deadly paine ? 
Ten thousand Poets cannot paint the smarte 
That I abide, within my harmelesse heart. 

And why doo I by pen then seeke to shew 
The passing pangues that I doo dayly bide? 
The pangues I paint by pen (God wot) are few, 
Comparde to those, which I on euery syde 
Am faine to fede : and that is worst of all. 
Without all hope of any helpe at alL 

Then yon, alas, that reade this mourning vearse, 
Waye with your selves what loathsome life I Icade : 
And let your hearts some sparice of pitty pearoe. 
To see me thus (as one amaxde) halfe dead : 
Striuing for life, desyring still to dye. 
And yet, petforoe, must pine in penurie. 

And thus an end of writing heere I make,^ 
But not an end of mourning, God he knoWes : 
For when I seeke one sorrow to forsake, 
Another greefe a new as freshly growes : 
So that of force, myselfe I must content 
To dwell in dole, TntiU my dayes be spent 



II A Gentleman hauing made promise unto 
his Mistresse to come unto her vpon 
a certaine appointed day, to doo her 
seruice, brake promise with her: but 
the next day following, thinking her 
haste [not] of necessitie so great but 
then he might come soone inough to 
accomplishe such matters as he was 
wonte to doo, came: and confessing 
his £Giulte of breache of promise, pro- 
fessing it against his will, shewing his 
earnest desire of more haste, craued 
pardon and recoverie of credit lost, in 
verse as foUoweth. 

Though yesterday I brake my word, 

& theiby purchasde blame : 
Yet now to day. as you may see, 

I come to keepe the same. 
And though this be not halfe inough 

my fault to oounteruaile : 
Yet do not you my word mistrust, 

though onoe my promise fisile. 



For if ye knew the urgent cause 

that kept me so away. 
And therewith saw mine eanest haste 

to come againe this day, 
For to reoouer credite lo^ : 

I doo my selfe assure. 
With little sute I should ywis, 

your pardon soon procure. 
Well, to be shorte. I hope no hart 

is of such crueltie, 
But that, in an oflender, will 

rqpsrd humHitie. 
And since that noble Ladies all 

are pittifuU by Unde, 
Let some remoroe, good Lady mine. 

take roote within your mhide. 
And doo not me, your semannt pooce, 

for one small foult disdaine : 
But let me. by my due desarte, 

your lauour get againe. 
And though y* once I brake my word, 

in matters of small weight : 
Yet thinke not, therefore, otherwise 

in me to rest decei^t 
For in a case of credit, loe, 

wherein my worde I giue. 
If that I shrinke or eate my word, 

then God let me not line : 
And if in me to doo you good, 

by woaxie or deede, it rest ; 
Vnto my power, I solenme vow 

doo make, to doo my best. 



H A Gentleman beeing on a time desyred of 
diners of his friendes, sitting tpgeather 
in company, to make some verses, whkh 
he graunted, and yet not knowing howe 
to please them all, and yet willing to 
peifourme his promise, wrote as fol- 
loweth. 

SoMB pleasannt heads, delight in prety toyes. 

And some count toyes, most meete for foolish boyes : 

Some greatly loue to heare a meny rime. 

Some stately styles, which doo to honour dime : 

Some loue no rimes, what ever so th^ bee, 

And some mens mindes with verses best agree; 

Thus euery one hath by himselfe a vaine, 
Which, all to please, it were to great a peine : 
Which since I see t'is forre too much for mee. 
To write what may with all mindes best agree : 
I thinke it best, smoe I haue nothing don, 
To make an ende of that is scares begon. 

So shall I well my promise past fulfill. 
In writiqg thus, aooording to my skill : 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE TOYES OF AN IDLE HEAD. 



37 



Whidipramiae made of mine, I trow was this. 
To write a rime : and beafe a rime there is : 
WhoPdn altboqgh but fittie reason be, 
Yet riae there Is* and aenoe ynongfa for me. 



H A ptttf Epigiaiiiy vpon Welth and Will. 

Whbu Wehh doth want, there Wm can bear no sway ; 
And where Will wants, there Wealth can malce no way. 
In many tUngs, Wdth greatly rales the roste. 

In some things too, selfe will, will beare a sway. 
To winne the wager, Wdth will spare no cost, 

Whidi. to subnert, Wm woriKth many a way : 
And, in the end, let Wdth doo what he can. 
Yet, ooauBooly, Will stands the stouter man. 



V A Gentlemaiii malting his Mistresse angrie 
ooantenaunce without canae, tolde her 
of it in verse, as foUoweth. 

Br co un te nannoft of 6oe, a man may fynde 
(1 say, &yre Dame, by outward view of fajot) 
Sndi sondry thoughts, as oocapie the minde : 
Somerimr by one^ and efte another grace. 
Looker with that thoughts the minde is aye possessed 
Stnighl by the lookes the same is plaine aqprassed. 

The frowning hot dedares a fioward harte, 
And skonHng browes a suUen stomadc showes : 
The gianndng lookes, of prinie gratcfa a parte, 
WUdi hidden lyes witUn the heart, God knowes : 
The staring looke dedares an earnest minde. 
The tvonliqg eye, Ynoonstant as the winde. 

The snyikiag looik e dedares a merry minde. 
When vailing lookes are fonie from beany heart : 
For aone can smile, that in thdr hearts could finds 
To w«epe (God wot) of greefe to ease their smarte. 
But who 80 imhklug smiles with merry cfaeare, 
That countenaaoe shewts that some good newes is 



Sooie findy Yse a winking Unde of wile. 
Some hMke alofbe, and some doo still looke downs : 
And some can fiiyne a frowning Undo of smile. 
And some can smiley that fai thdr hearts doo frowne : 

And so doo I, and so doo many moe. 

That lang^ sometisBe, when we could weepe for woe. 



But CBsry l ooh^ ameaniiig dooth dedare, 
Some good, soom bad, some mery, and some sad : 
The ooantenaunce shewes how eoenr oda dooth fare, 
Sooie griefe, some ioye, some suDea, and some mad : 
And thom^ that BMny be by lookes deoeined. 
Yet by the lookes are meanhigs platse p ere d ued. 



IT Some other gentlewomen in the company, 
angrie with this toye^ pleasde with these 
prety verses following. 

Ah, be not angrie so, 

my words were but in iest : 
And more then that, I ment them not 

by you, I doo protest. 
I saw no lookes to light, 

nor frowning ooer much. 
Nor any such like sullein lookes, 

as might shew inward grutcb. 
Nor smiling wantonly, 

but with such modestie. 
As might declare a meny minde, 

but with sobriety. 
But such as seeme to poute, 

without iust cause, in deede : 
Or ds, vpon their friends win laine, 

a frowning, more then neede : 
Or, giglet like, will htugb, 

or else with anger swell. 
And deale in lookes disdainfully, 

with them that wish them well : 
Gainst such it is I wright« 

but none of you are namde : 
Then do not you accuse yomsdues, 

and you may go vnblamde. 
And this, what I haue sayd, 

take wdl in worth, therefore : 
If I did iU against my will, 

I will doo so no more. 



^ A prety toye written upon Time. 

As I, of kte, this other day 

hty mnsfaig in my bed. 
And thinking vpon sundrie toyes, 

that then came in my head : 
Among the rest, I thought vpon 

the setting out of Tyme : 
And thinking so vpon the same, 

I wrote this ragged rime. 
Time is set out, with head all balde, 

sane one odde lock before : 
Which k)cke, if once you doo let dip, 

then looke for Time no more. 
But if you hold him fiut by that, 

and stoutly doo him sUiy ; 
Then shall ye know how he dooth passe. 

before he goe his way. 
And if you keepe hhn tide by that, 

good seruice win he doo 
In euery worke, what so it be, 

that you win put him to : 
So that yon looke vnto his woike, 

that he not idle stand : 
For if he doo, some knauish woike 

hhnsdf win take in hand. 
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And the twere better want the knane, 

then haue him serae you so ; 
When you doo think he dooth you good. 

yt he should worke your wo. 
I reade, besydes, he painted is 
with winces, forsooth, to flie : 
And Mower like, with Sithe in hand. 

and working earnestly : 
And in his worke still singing thus : 

This dare I boldly saye, 
Saue Vertue, all things I cut downe, 

that stand within my way. 
But Vertue neuer will decay. 

she goes before me still : 
But since I cannot let her stand. 

He cut elsewhere my filL 
But tis no matter, hold him fast 

by that same lock. I say, 
And neither words, nor yet his wings, 

shall help him get away. 
By chaunoe my selfe haue caught him &st. 

but euen this other day ; 
And by that locke I holde him fost. 

for slipping yet away. 
And by that locke. as thus aduisde. 

I meane to holde him so. 
But I will know, or ere he passe. 

which way. he meanes to ga 
And since I caught him so, I thinke 

he hath not idle stood, 
But somewhat he is dooing still. 

although but little good. 
And as this morning I. by chaunce. 

did see him idle stand. 
I thought it good to make him take. 

a Pen and Inck in hande : 
And hauing little else to doo, 

to spend a little time. 
In true discription of himselfe 

to pen this trifling rime. 
Which time, nor well nor yet ill spent, 

stands till an other time. 
Some better seruice for to doo : 

and so I ende my rime. 



A PRETY DISCOVRSE OF A HVNTED 
Harte, written by a Gentleman unto his 
Mistresse. 

To reade a dolefiill tate, 

that tds of nought but greefe, 
And of a man that pines in piiine, 

and lookes for no rdeefe ; 
Whose hope of death seems aweet, 

& dread of life seems sower, 
Who neuer bid on[e] meny raontb, 

one weeke, one day, orlK>wer. 



Id such a tale, I aay, 

if any doe deli|^t. 
Let him oome read Hiis vefse of mine. 

that heer for titnh I Wright. 
And though the speech seeme daike. 

the matter shall be plaine : 
And he. pooie wretch, of whom it treats, 

too wd doth fede the paine. 



^ A prety Discourse of a hunted Hart. 

These is a pretye Chase, 

wherein dooth rest a HArt : 
Wherin lor his abode (poore wretch) 

he keepes one only part. 
Adioyning to his chase, 

there is a prety place. 
Where stands a Lodge, wherin dooth dwell. 

the Lady of the chase. 
This Lady, now and then, 

for sport, sometime for spight. 
To hunt tills siDy hannlesse Harte 

dooth take a great ddight 
And how? with hounds (alas) 

and when she hunts for sporte, 
With little Whelpes, that c&not bite. 

she hunts him in this sort. 
Two little whelpes, I say, 

she casteth oflf at once, 
To course, and eke to feare him with, 

as meetest, for the nonce. 
And with these little whelps 

she bringes him to the bay : 
And then, at bay she takes them vp. 

and let him goe his way. 
And if for spight she hunt, 

she takes another way : 
She casteth of no little whelps, 

to bring him to the bay, 
But cruell byting Curres : 

at once she castes of all : 
And with those cruell oanlovd Cuifes. 

she foQowes him to &11 : 
And being fiOne (poore wtetdi) 

pining in eztreame paine, 
She casteth off her cruell curres, 

and lets him rise againe : 
UtttiU she hunts againe» 

to BUdce her selfe like sporte : 
And then, euen as die is di8fK>sde, 

she hunts him in like solte. 
Thus lines this harmdesse Heait. 

opprest with endlesse wo : 
In daunger still of Death by D^gges. 

and yet cannot dye so. 
And nei&er day nor night, 

he feedeth but in CBsare^ 
Thai these same Dogges shookl lye In waite. 

co'couTBe himenery where. 
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Thus TCftlaBie ratas this Harie, 

and knofwes not bov to rest : 
YOiofie bcype of death, in midst of cotmai 

it is that likes him best. 
God sewl him better rast» 

a qpeedy death at least. 
To rid him of his great mrest, 

and breede him quiet rest 



^ The meaning of the Tale. 

Bar wfaerto tends this Tale? 

what first may meane this Chase? 
And then the Harte, which in y« same 

doth keep one only place? 
The Plot where stftds the ToKlge, 

the Lodge, & then the Dame 
IVhich honts the Hart : & hist, the Dogs 

which do pursue the game? 
A meanhig an they bane : 

which mfanfaig I must showe, 
And that so plaine, as in each point 

the mfanfaig yon toasj knowe. 
My Caifcaae is the Chase, 

my Heart the sdly Harte : 
WUdi. lor his rest, my woeftdl breit, 

dooth keepe that oneiy parte. 
The Platte where stands the Lodge^ 

my bead I ooont that plaoe : 
My Minde the Lodge, my Lone the Dame 

ft Lady of the Chase. 
Her Dogges of diuers Undes, 

that doo my Heart pursoe, 
^jffyf P f^ j ii*^ to bnye, sometime to fsll, 

are these that doo ensue. 
And first, the Dogges with which 

die hunts sometinie for sport. 
To bring my Haite vnto the baye. 

and leane him fai diat sort. 
Are diese, bclceue me now. 

Discfwintfwaimce is the fyrst. 
The seoond is Disoourtesie, 

and of the two, the worst. 
^Msoountennunce bee comes fyret, 

and feares me, in this wise: 
He haags his Up, holds downe his head, 

ft kMkes mder his eyes. 
And with diat angry kMke 

hee feares me in soch sort. 
That I may not abide the same : 

nnd then beginnes the sport 
For then dMe casieth of 

Disoortesie, that Curre : 
And then doo what lean, alas, 

my Heart beginnes to stum. 
And weaiie halfe at last, 

I stand with them at b^e : 
And so at baye, for my ddenoe, 

I somewhat ginne to saye. 



Which sayde. ahee then takes of 

those hylding Cuires againe. 
And leane me, till she hunt againe, 

thus pining all in paine : 
And now the Cruell Curres, 

with which she takes delight 
To bunt my Hart euen till he iall, 

are these : not first, DesfMght, 
But fowle Disdaine : then hee, 

wfaidi Curres doo course him soe 
That to the foil they bring me ofte. 

and yet then let me goe. 
So that my Harte dooth Hue— 

but bowe? alas, in dreade 
Of these same deuillish Dogges : ft so 

still shall, till I bee dead. 
Who would not blame this Dame, 

that thus, without desart. 
With these her crudl cankred Cars 

dooth hunt this seefy Hart : 
And curse those cruell Cuiras, 

that thus doo make her sport : 
Bothe day and night, without cause why, 

do hunt him in such sort 
And wish this seely Hart, 

with endelesse griefes opprest. 
To scape the daunger of the Dogges, 

and finde some quiet rest 
But wish who list to wish, 

except that you, deere Dame, 
Among the rest, do wish that wish. 

no wish wyll helpe the same. 
But if that you, in deede, 

so wish among the rest, 
And hartely do wish that wish, 

your wish will helpe him best 



A straunge Dreame. 

IT Who so he t)e on earth, 

that wisely can deuine 
Vpon a Dreame : come shewe his skyll 

vpon a Dreame of mine : 
Which, if that weU he maike, 

sure he shall finde therein 
Great misteries, I gage my life.* 

which Dreame did thus begin. 

Me thought I walked too and fro. 

^pon a hillie land. 
So long, till euen with wearinesse, 

I oould wd scarcely stAd. 
And weery so (me thought) I went 

to leane against an Oke : 
Where leaning but a while, me thought. 

the tree in peeces broke. 
Fftmi which, me thought, to saue my life 

I lightly skipt away : 
And at the first, the sight thereof 

my senses did dismay : 
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But when I stayed so a while, 

and looked roonde about, 
And sawe no other dreadfull sight, 

I knew not what to doubt. 
But to some house (me thought) alas, 

I wisht my selle full Cedne : 
Bat when I lookte, I could not see 

one house vpon the plaine : 
Good Lord (thought I) where am I now? 

what desart place is this? 
How came I heere? what shall I doo? 

my heart full fearefull is. 
And theKwitball (me thought) I fell 

flat downe vpon my knee, 
And humble praters made to God 

on high, to comfort me. 

Holding a Citteme in her hand, 

wherewith to mee she came : 
And gaue it me, deshring mee 

to play vpon the same. 
More halfe alieard to see this sight, 

Lady &yre I quoth I, 

My skyll too simple is, God wot, 

to sound such haimony. 
Yet playe, quoth shee, the best thou canst. 

it shall suffice, I say ; 
Doo thy good will, I crane no more, 

therefore, [I] (pcaye thee) play. 
With that, mee thought, I tooke the same, 

and sounded, by and by, 
(Not knowing what I did myselfe.) 

a Heauenly harmony. 
Unto which tune, the Lady then 

so sweete a song did sing : 
As, if I could remember it, 

it were a Heauenly thing. 
Of all which song, one onely steppe 

1 still doo beare in minde, 

And that was this— There is no ioye 

vnto content of minde : 
No plague, to pride : no woe, to want : 

no greele, to lucklesse loue : 
No foe to fortune, friend to GoD : 

no trueth, tyll tryall prooue. 
No Serpent, to sdaunderous tongue : 

no oorsey, vnto care : 
No k>sse, to want of Ubertie : 

no griefes, to Cupids snare. 
No foole, to fickle fEuitasie, 

that tumes with euery winde : 
No torment, vnto Jdosy, 

that stUl disturbes the minde. 
Lo, this was all I bare in minde, 

the rest I haue forgot : 
Vnto my giiefe, O God, he knowes : 

but dnoe I haue it not, 
Wdl, let it passe : this Lady &yre 

wlien she had sung her song. 
She layde me downe a Napkin faiit 

vpon the ground along, 



As white as Snowe : whkh when I saw, 

I nnued what she ment : 
But then (mee thought) frO thenoe againe, 

a little space she went. 
And calde mee thus : Hoe, maidas, I say I 

wlien will you come away ? 
Tis time that dinner ready were, 

tis very neere midday. 
Wher with, mee thought, from out no house, 

but fr<0 a bushy bancke. 
Came out dght Damsels, all in white : 

two and two in a ranch, 
In order right, and euery one 

a fine Dish in her hand. 
Of sundry meates : some this, some that, 

and down vpon the land 
They laide me downe their Ddycates, 

wheras this Napkin lay : 
Which done;, fowre of the staled stil. 

the rest went straight away 
Unto the place frO whence they came, 

the Bushy Banke (I meane) 
And sodenly, I wot not howe^ 

they all were vanishi deane. 
But, to goe onwardes with my dreame 

in order briefe I will. 
To make discourse of these fowre Dames 

behind that staled stiU. 
First, one of them fell downe on knee, 

and solempnely sayd Grace : 
Another, she with Pleasant Hcfbes 

bestrowed all the place : 
The thirde, she with a Bason friyrs 

of water sweete did stand : 
The fourth, demurely stoode, and bare 

a ToweU in her hand. 
I standmg still, as one amas'd, 

to see so straunge a sight. 
Yet seehig nothing but might seme 

my minde for to delight ; 
The Lady (Mistris) of them all, 

that kqrt her Royall seate. 
Rose vp, and comming towards me 

did greatly me entreate 
To come vnto her stately boorde : 

seeing me still yet to stand 
Amased so, she came herselfe, 

and tooke me by the hand: 
Come on, and sitte thee downe^ quoth she, 

be not afraide, I say : 
And eate, quoth she, for wdl I know 

thou hast not dinde to daye. 
Faire Dame, quoth I, I cannot eate, 

my stomach semes me not : 
Therefore, I pardon crsne. Quoth she. 

thou art afraide, I wot, 
To see this sendee heere so straunge : 

faideede, tis straunge to thee : 
For men but fewe or none do oome 

our seruioe heere to see. 
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And bapfyj th<m maist thinke tby idf. 


Take wher thou list. I giue thee leaue : 


that thou camst beere this day. 


but first, my fried, (quoth she) 


For voy fiewe vnto this hill 


Pul of thy gloue, ft wash thy hands.— 


can hap to hit the way. 


Wherwith, a maid brought me 


We Ihie witUn these desart woods, 


A bason fiure, of water deare. 


like Ladyes, all akme : 


whidi gaue a sent so sweete, 


With Mnsick. passing forth the day. 


That, credit me, me thinkes almost. 


and Fellows we haue none : 


that I doo smell it yet 


We are not like the wretches of 


Wherein I softly dipt my hands, 


the woild, in many a place. 


and straight, to wipe the same. 


That many lines, lor feare or ahame. 




dare scarsly shew their face. 


an other gallant dame : 


We spend the day in fine disport. 


Of whom, I could none odier doo, 


somtime with Musicke sweete. 


but take hi courteous sorte. 


Somdme with Hunting of j* Hart, 


With humble thanks for seruice such : 




and so, for to be short. 


With other Pasthnes, many one : 


With reuerence done vnto the Dame, 


sometime with pleasant talke 


who kept her stately seate. 


We passe y time, somtime for sporte. 


I sat me downe : and hongerty. 


about the Fields we waike. 


(me thought) I fell to eate. 


With Bowe and Arrowes (Archer-like) 


First xA a Salet. that, me thought. 


to km the stately Deere : 


hard by my trencher stoode : 


Which, being slaine, we roste ft bake, 


Whereof, at first, me thought the tast 


ft make oar sehies good cheere.: 


was reasonable good : 


Onr meate we roste againe the Sonne, 


But befaig downe. it left (alas) 


we bane none other fire : 


a bitter tang behinde: 


Sweete water Sprfaigs do yeeide ts drinke. 


Then that I left, and thought to taste 


as good as we desire. 


some herbes of other kind. 


For herfoe and roott, we bane great store, 


And therewithall, I gan of her. 


here growing in the wood. 


in humble sort to crane. 


Wherwith we many dainties make, 


The roote that I had tasted so. 


as we onr sdnes think good. 


what nftm#i the same might haue : 


In Sommer time, onr Houses here. 


It is Repentance roote. quoth she, 


are Alters, madeofTYees: 


whose taste though bitter be. 


about the which, fai sommer time, 


Yet in the Spring time holsome tis, 


do swarme such Hiues of Bees, 


and very rare to see. 


As leaves ts then, of bony sweete, 


But in the ende of all the yeare. 


such store as well dooth seme 


when it is nothing worth. 


Insteede of Sugie, an the yeare. 


In euery foolish fielde it growes. 


our fruites for to preseme. 


to shewe the braunches forth : 


Beskles, they ydde Ts store of waxe. 


But if the taste thou likest not. 


wfak^ fiom the Hiues we take : 


then set away the lame. 


And for our lights, in whiter nights. 


And taste of sooiewhat else, (quoth she) 


we many Torches make. 


ft straight (at hand) a Dame 


For then onr houses all are Caues, 


Stoode reedy by, at her commaund 


as weU thy sdfe Shalt see. 


to take the Dish away : 


When thou hast dinde : for I my self 


Which done, then of an other herfoe, 


will go, and shew them thee : 


I gan to take a say, 


Therefore, be bokle, and feare no more, 


Which better farre did please my taste. 


for thou shah go with me : 


whereof I fedde on well 


Ftom perils aU, witUn this place. 


Good Lady, quoth I, of this herbe 


I wiU safeconduct thee : 


vouchsafe to me to tell 


And taste of one of these lame herbes. 


The proper name? This holsome herfoe. 


wUch thou thy aelfe Ukst best : 


b called Hope (quoth she) 


The &yrest flower, trust me, oft times 


And happy he. who of this herbe. 


is not the holsommest 


can get a peace, of me. 


Bat as for these same hert)es, or flowers. 


This herbe preserues the life of man, 


diat stand vpon my boord : 


euen at poincte of death : 


These is not one but is right good. 


Whe they are speechles, often times. 


bdeene me, on my word. 


this herbe doth lend th« biedi. 
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This driues Dispaire, fre brainsick heds. 


To kneele her downe, vpon the ground. 


this salueth many a sore. 


hard by the body, loe : 


This is reliefe, to euery griefe : 


And there she shewed me the heibe. 


what venue can be more ? 


that I desired soe : 


Feede well thereon, quoth she, and thou 


And eke the order howe it grew : 


Shalt finde such ease of mind. 


which viewing well, at last 


As by no meanes, but onely that, 


She brake a peece, and gans it mee 


is possible to linde. 


to take thereof a taste. 


O Lady fieiire, quoth I, 


FVesh fifi y« ground : whteh don, traigfat way. 


I humble thankes doo yeelde, 


Well now. y« roote. q<> die. 


For this thy friendly fiauour great : 


Thou lookest for : but stay a wfafle. 


butnow, iftothefydde 


and thou it straight shalt see. 


Wheras this hert>e so rare doth grow. 


The roote is like an cnbar roote. 


if you wil ddgne (fisure dame) 


but onely that in name : 


Me to condncte : and shewe me eke, 


In diflference from all other rootes : 


the true'roote of the same : 


and, to declare the same. 


Twise happy shall I thinke my selie. 


When thou hast seene it. tfaoa shalt knowe 


that thus, by chaunce, I found 


(ft therwithall, quoth she.) 


So courteous a noble Dame, 


Come heere^ beholde the roote, wfak^ thou 


and such a fertil ground. 


desirest so to see : 


The roote (quoth she) yes, thou shalt see. 


And therwith, d^gging^op a Turfe, 




she shewde me very plaine 


Both roote and herbe ft eke the ground 


The fiashkA of it, how it grewa : 


which it doth grow vpon.— 


and downe she laide againe 


Dine Lady, quoth I, I haue dinde : 


The Tuife in place whereas it was : 


this herbe hath fyld me so, 


O Lady friyre. quoth I. 


That when you will, I ready am 


If one should seeme to cut the roote. 


▼nto that ground to goe. 


what? would y« herb then die? 


Which ground and roote for to behould 


No. no, quoth she, vntill the roote 


I haue so great desire. 


be plucked quite away,. 


That till I see the same, me thinkes. 


The roote it sdfe, be sure of this, 


my hart is still on fyre. 




Well then, quoth shee. since after it 


Then would I.orane a peeoe thereof. 


I see thou longest so, 


(quoth I) Onobte Dame. 


I will my dinner shorter make. 


That I may know it. if againe 


and with thee I will goe : 


I chaunce to tast6 the same. 


And bring thee to the place, where thou 


The taste, quoth she, vnpleasannt is. 


both roote and herb shalt see. 


I tell thee that before: 


And gather eke a peeoe therof. 


But where the roote, 4ooth lanoor breed. 


and beare away with thee. 


y« herbe wil salue the sore. 


And therwith, from the boorde she rose. 


But yet to make thee for to knowe 


and tooke me by the hand. 


the taste thereof quoth she : 


And led me ooerthwart, me thought. 


She raisde the Turfe, and of the roote 


a peeoe of new digd land : 


she brake a peece for me. 


And so from thence into a wood, 




in midst wherof, me thought. 


in order as she found : 


She brouc^t me to a great wilde Maze : 


That scarsely wdl it conkl be seene. 


which sure was neuer wrought 


that she had raisde y« grooad- 


By Gardeners hfids : but of itself. 


Wdl, I had my desire therein : 


I rather gesse it grew : 


but tasting of the same. 


The order of it was so straunge : 


It was so bitter hi my motth. 


of troth, I tell you true. 


that to aOaye the saaae. 


WeU, in into this Mase we went : 


I was friU glad to take the herbe 


in midst whereof we founde. 


which, as the Dame did say, 


In comely order, well cut out. 


The bitter taste of that vile roote. 


aprety peece of grownde. 


did quiddy driue away*. 


The portniyture whereof, was like 


And then, in humble sort, quoth I. 


the body of a man : 


O friyre and courteous Dame* 


Which, viewing wdl, foorthwtth, 


Sfaioe that this roote (as you doo say) 


me thou^t, this Lady gan 


dooth differ much in name 
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Fkom other rootes, O let me know 


If thou maist haue thy choyce. 


what his true name may be? 


which wouldst thou rather do? 


His name, qooth she, Necessitie 


Leade heere thy lyfe, lyke one of vs, 


is, tmely credit me. 


or els retume vnto 


And of these Rootes, some lesse then some : 


The loathsome lyfe, that now thou leadst? 


but bigger that they be. 


pause on this that I say : 


The more doth Hope spred forth bis leaoes : 


If th' one thou chuse. here tary styU : 


ft som do go with me; 


if th' other, hence away 


Now I haue showne thee thy desire, 


Thou must retume from whence thou comst, 


this hearfo, this roote, ft groad. 


I put it to thy choyce : 


I back agalne will bring thee, tp y« plaee 




wher first thy self I foad. 


thou euer mayst reioyce : 


So, to be short, we backe retumde 


But if thou choose amisse, poore wretch, 


vnto the place againe. 


then thank thy self therfore : 


F^om whence we west : where, sitting still. 






as yet I saye no more. 




^^th that, more halfe amaide hereat. 


but al y« dishes they. 


still standing in a muse. 


And what else on the Boorde was left. 


Not knowing what were best to doe. 


they all had borne away. 


to take or to refuse 


Well, beemg oome vnto the plaoe. 


The proffer made me by this Dame. 


▼p rose they all at onoe : 


I humbly fell on knee : 


And to this Lady reaetence did. 


Beseechmg God to graunt me of 


and likely, for the nonceu 


his grace to goueme me, 


They knew their Mistresse minde right well. 


To make me chuse that choice y^ best 


her vse belike it was : 


mought please his holy wilt : 


Of water deere vpon the ground. 


And sitting so, in humble wise. 


they itiU had set a Glasse. 


on knee thus praying still : 


Hard by the Glasse a ToweU &ire. 


The Dame, expecting earnestly 


and by the ToweU, Flowers : 


some annswer at my hand. 


Loe, Youth, quoth she. how likst thou now 


So long, quoth she. vpon this choice. 


this seruice heer of ours ? 


why doo you studying stand ? 


Conldst thou thus like to Uue in woods, 


Some annswer biiefely let me haue. 


ft make thy cheefe repaste 


what euer so it be : 


On hearbs and rootes. aswedoheere? 


What ? wilt thou back retume agame ? 


or else the life thou haste? 


or wilt thou bide with me ? 


Thwbled, tormented, enery howre. 


One way. iaire Dame, quoth I, 


and that with endlesse griefe : 


I gladly here would stay. 


In hope of hclpe, and now againe 


And leade my life here stiU with you : 


despayring in reliefe? 


but now another way 


Still to reserue? We heere thou seest 


Reason perswades me to retume : 


doo lyve in quietnesse : 


thus in a doubt twixt botfae. 


We passe the time without all care. 


I one way loue the life I led. 


in myrth and ioyfulnesae : 


another way I lothe. 


We fcare no foe, we feele no woe. 




we dread no daungers great : 


a certaine aunswer for to ghte, 


We quake not here with too mneh cold. 




nor bum w* extreme heate : 


or in these woods to hue 


We wish not for great heapes of gold. 


I most desire. I cannot sure : 


such trash we do despise : 


therefore, I pardon craue. 


We pny for health ft not for wealth : 


And for an aunswer flat. I may 


and thus, in pleasant wise, 


some longer respit haue ? 


We spende the day full ioyfiiUy : 


no. quoth she. I cannot graunt 


we craue no rit^ attire. 


thee longer time, not nowe 


This thinne white weede is euen aimach 


To pause vpon these words of mine : 


as we do here desire. 


and therefore, since that thou 


We haue our Musique sweete, besides. 


Wylt backe retume. loe, here behold. 


to soUaoe. now and than. 


this narrow foote path heere : 


Our weerie minds with other sports: 


Go. follow this, vntiU thou oomst 


ft now, bow satst thou, man? 


vnto a Temple neere : 
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Then leaue this pathe, and presently 


For if thou once doo miaw the way. 


crosse ouer to the same : 


or hast the same forgot : 


And there, for further help frO thenoe, 




your praiers humbly frame 


ft neare the neere, God wot 


Unto Dame Pittie, and her tell 


Therefore, in Time I wame thee well 


that straight from me you came. 


to haue a great regarde : 


And she will help you, for my sake : 


The way thou goest for to retume : 


Dame Patience Is my name : 


for trust me, it is hanL 


And for a token true, that you 


And so, for want of longer Time, 


were sent to her by me : 


I needes must make an ende : 


Say, Patienoe wiU Pittie mooue. 


• Take time enough, marke wel thy way. 


and she wHI credit thee : 


and so, fruvweU, my fiiend. 


And so, fruewell, when thou hast been 


Till Time I see thee heere agalne : 


ayeereormoreaway, 


which Ttane let me not see. 


If thou wilt hither make retume. 


Till Time thou canst content thy self. 


and be content to stay : 




Though thou beest woOded many a way. 


And so take time, while time wiU senie. 


and plagde with many a sore. 


else Time will slip away : 


Thou Shalt bane ease of euenr greef : 


So once againe. adew, quoth she. 


ft the what wouldst haue more ? 


I can no longer stay. 


And so, my Youth, quotli she, adue, 


With yt, me thought, this heanenly Dame, 


I may no longer stay : 


with all her maides, was gon : 


Haue good regard to this foote path, 


And I, poore soule. vpon the hiQ, 


for feare thou goe astray : 


was left so all alone : 


And for a fieovwell, eare thou goest, 


Where taUng heede vnto the path. 


to me, thy courteous friend, 




In song come beare a part with me : 




which, being at an ende. 


(me thought) I gan to goe. 


Then fare thou well : and therewithall 


At foote whereof, harde by the path. 


an Instrument she tooke, 


me thought a Riuer ran. 


And bad one of her Maides with speede. 


And down y streame, in a smaO boat. 


go fetch her forth a booke, 


me thought there came a m& : 


Which termed was. The trackt of time : 


And by and by he cald to me, 


which by ft by, me thought, 


to aske me if I would 


Ere one could well say, thus it was : 


Come take a boat to crosse the streame? 


in humUe wise she brought. 


and if I would, I should: 


With such an humble reuerenoe, 


Now crosse the liuer straight (me thought) 


doune to this noble Dame : 


I sawe a beaten way 


That sure it would haue done one good. 


Likely to lead mto some Towne : 


for to haue seen the same. 


whereat I gan to suy : 


Well, opening the Booke <rf Songs, 


But nought I said : and therewithall 


and looking weU therein: 


(me thought) I plaine did see 


At last she staide, and on she plaide : 


The Dame who late had lefte me quite. 


which Song did thus b^gin. 


approching neere to me : 


Who seeketh fisr, in time shaU finde 


And beeing neere come to me. 


great choice of sQdry change : 


me thought she stouUy saide. 


In time a man shall passe the Pikes 


Why do you lose your labour so? 


of peryls wonderous stnmge. 


what cause hath heere yon staide ? 


But he that tranaileth long Time, 


Keepe on your way, and lose no Time. 


to seeke content of minde : 


and happy sure art thou. 


And in the end, in trackt of Time 


Thou tookst not boate or ere I came : 


his owne desire shall finde : 


but, quite past danger now : 


And bedng well, is not content 


My selfe WiU bring thee thither, where 


to keepe him where he Is : 


The Temple thou shalt see 


His time Is lost, unworthy he 


Whereto I gave thee charge to go : 


to finde the place of blisse. 


and so, (me thought) quoth she. 


One Time a fituU may be forgiuen. 


Come follow me : and by and by 
no great way we had gon. 


but if thou once obtaine 


The place of rest : marice well the way 


Bat straight she brought me to the hffl, 


▼nto the same againe; 


this Temple stood vpon. 
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And tlier (me tfaongfat) these words sbe said : 

Go, knodc at yOder dore. 
And say thon art a sedy wight, 

cast vp on soirowes shore ; 
Btougfat in the Barke of wearie bale, 

cast vp by wanes of woe : 
The Bazke is bust, thon saVde aUoe, 

dost wander too and froe. 
To sedie some place of quiet rest : 

and wandring so about 
The hil of Hope, where Boience dwels, 

by dianoe thou foundeSt out : 
Fram whom thon presently doost come, 

a message to declare : 
Beare this in minde, thou shalt get in, 

wen wanant thee I dare; 
And itdien thou comst into the Church, 

mark wel on the right hand, 
Within the Quire, all dadde hi white, 

dooth Lady Pittie stand : 
To whom, with humble reuerenoe, 

saye this for thy behoue : 
I doo bdieeue that Patience 

in time will Pittie moue. 
And thus this lesson I thee leaue : 

which if thou beare in minde. 
Assure thy selie straight, at her hands, 

some fiuior for to finde. 
And thus, quoth she, againe fiueweD, 

though me no more thon see. 
Tin backe thou doost retume againe, 

yet I will be with thee : 
And guide thee so, where so thou goest, 

that thou thy selfe shalt see. 
In many Mdancolike moodes* 

thou shah be helpt by me. 
And therewtthan, I know not bow, 

sbe TaaJahed away : 
And I vnto the Temple straight 

bq^an to take my way. 
And to the doore, as I 

had chaige, me thought I came : 
And tooke the ring [with] hi my hand, 

and kno^ed at the same : 
Who knocketh at the doore, quoth one? 

A siUy wight, quoth I, 
Cast vp of late, on soirowes shore, 

by tempests soddenly : 
Brought in the Bazke of weary bale, 

cast vpby wanes of woe : 
Sinoe when, to sedie some place of rest 

I wandred too and froe. 
And wandring so, I knew not how, 

vnto a Mount I came. 
Whereas I found in comely sort, 

a noble courteous Dame. 
The moQt is cald the Hill of Hope, 

wfaer doth Dame Patifice dwd : 
Ftom whom I come : Weloome, quoth he, 

I know the Lady weL 



M^th that the doore, was opened, 

and in, (me thought) I went : 
Wherewith, me thought I hard a voyoe 

a sobbing sigh that sent. 
Wherewith somewhat amasd at first. 

though greatly not afraide, 
Still staring round about (a while) 

this statdy Church, I staide. 
And as before Dame Patience, 

to me at parting tolde, 
Within the Quier, on the right hand, 

(me thou^t) I did behold 
A gallant Dame, all dad in white, 

to i^iom, for my behoue. 
These words I sayd. Dame Patience, 

I hope, will Pittie mooue. 
With that (me thought) this Lady sayd, 

I know thy deepe distresse : 
And for thy friM, Dame Patieoe sake, 

thou shalt haue som redresse. 
And therwithall, me thought, she saide 

vnto an aged Sire, 
Whidi in the Temple hard by sate : 

Father, I thee desire 
To shew this Youth, the perfect path 

vnto the place of rest, 
Who long bath wandred vp & down, 

with torments sore opprest. 
Dame Patience hath stoode his friend, 

and sent him vnto me, 
To lend him he^ vnto this place, 

where he desires to be. 
Lady, quoth he, I cannot go 

my sdfe abroade to day. 
But I will send my seruant here, 

to shew him the right way : 
Whose company if he will keepe* 

bdeeue me, be shall finde 
In little time, a place that may 

right wdl content his minde. 
Which if he do not, yet let hbn 

with him retume to me. 
And then my sdfe will go with hbn. 

It shall suffice, quoth she : 
Go, sirra, quoth she, follow wdl 

[t]his man, where so he goes : 
And take good heede, that in no wise 

his company you loose : 
For if you lose his company, 

you lose your labour quite : 
But follow him, your gaine perhaps 

your trauaile, shall requite : 
His name, quoth she. True Reason is. 

my Father Wisdoms man : 
Whom, if you follow, to the place 

of rest, conduct you can. 
So, sirra, quoth she, go your wayes, 

be rulde by him, I say : 
And though he leade yon now ft the 
through some vnplesant way, 
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Yet follow him where so he goeft : 


In order so. with Dishes all. 


doo as I bid yon doe, 




And he. in time, the perfect plaoe 


And wherefore, onely fowre of them 


of rest, can hang thee too : 


went backe againe away : 


And so, farewell. Lady, quoth I, 


And other fowre attendanm stU 


I humble thankes do giue 


vpon this Dame did siaye? 


To you. and eke this good okle man : 


And what should meane the fining 


and sure, while I doo Hue, 


of the Citteme, vnto me .• 


You two, I vowe, and eice besides 


To playe vpon? and that my sdfe^ 


the noble curteous Dame 


should sound such Haimonie, 


That sent me hither mto you, 


Which neuer playde on like btibre? 


Dame Patience by name. 


and then the Song that she 


In hart I euer honour will : 


Vnto the tune tiiat I so plByde» 


and honest Reason loe. 


dyd sweetley sing to me? 


For taking paines, ynto the place 


Then what should meane the tnder, that 


of rest with me to goe. 


tiie Maidens did obMrao, 


To recompence hb paines, I yv9it 


As they vpon this stately Dame, 


to stand his fiutiifull friend. 


attendaunt still did seme? 


To follow him, and to be rulde 


The Bason. Towel, ft the Ffowies, 


by him vnto mine ende. 


wher wiUi she stiawd y« place? 


And if I seeke to sfippe from him, 




I willing aye will be. 


so humbly saying Qiaoe ? 


That, as he list, he shall doo due 


What ment her statelykeeping of 


correction vpon me : 


her royall Princely aeate? 


So Lady, I my leaue doo take : 


And what she ment, by biddii^ mcr 


and therewithall, me thought, 


to wash before I eate ? ^ 


The good olde man, fast by the hande 


And when, as one amasedr ao > 


ynto the doore me brought : 


she did behold me siaAde: 


And at the doore (me thought) did part. 


What she should meane to rise Jmt selfe 


this good olde man and I : 


ft take me by Uie hand? 


And Reason, he came stepping Torth, 


Then what shouki meane the bytter roote 


to beare me company : 


that first I fed vpon : 


Or else to leade me to the place 


And tasting of the herbe of Hope, 


whereas we then should goe : 


the bitter taste was gon ? 


But as in euery merry moode, 


Then what should meane my gnat desyre 


dooth happe some sodalne woe : 


to see that herb to grow : 


So in this Dreame, as we (me thought) 


And how the Lady kidde me stnigfat, 


were going on our waye. 


whereas she me did show ? 


I know not well at what (alaa) • 


The hcrbe, tiie roote. the groimd. ft aU, 


we suddainly gan staye : 


and why I then did crane 


And staying so, a Phesant Cockfe 


Of that same roote, or ere I M«a, 


bard by me I gan see. 


a little taste to haue? 


Which, flying by me. crew so k>wde, 


Then what ahoukl meane the cnttiog vp 


as that he waked me. 


the Turfe, to let me aee 


And thus my Dreame was at an end : 


The roote? and then the hreaking of 


which, when that I awoake, 


a peece thereof for me? 


I tooke my penne, and as you see 


Then what shouki meane y« laying down. 


I put it in my booke : 


the turfe, eve as she foQd^ 


Which, for the straungenesse of ttst same. 


So closely as could scBTK he seene. 


surely perswadeth mee. 


tiiat she had styrde the groimd? 


It dooth some straunge effect pretend. 


And then what ment the great wilde Mase, 


what euer so it be. 


the Image of a man 




Whereas it grew? and after tlMt 




our backe returning than? 


The huge highe Mountaine^ fyrst of all ? 


What ment the Gksse of water., tiiat 


and then the broke tree? 


at our returne we found : 


And then Uie Lady, soddainly» 


The towel, and the flowers besides. 


that did appeare to me? 


downe lying on the gnmnd? 


The Napkin lying on die gioQd ? 


llien what Dame Patience should meane. 


ft tiien the Dames that came 


for to demaund of me, 
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Howe I did like her aeniioe there. 


And how from thence with me, vnto 


and whither I omld be 


the Temple neere she came ? 


Content to Hoe with her or not. 




or backe xetnme to chnae ? 


she gaue me for to say 


And that she pat h to mjr ihoioe. 


At the Church doore? and then againe.. 


to take or to refuse? 


her vanyshing away ? 


And bacbe letumde to nqreUe life, 


Then what should BManc tha stately Church ? 


then what she nett to say : 


and, as I sayd before. 


If wdl I ehoae, I mougfat raioyoe. 


The lesson that I did.reheane. . 


far to haue seene that day ? 


when I came to the doore? 


If coDtrury, why then I moagfaft 


Then what should meane y* sighe I heard? 


bat thanke my sdfe theiefore ? 


then what y« Lady ment, 


And bad me pause vpon her words. 


Apparrelled in white, to whtai.. 


and then would say no more? 


Dame Patience had me sent ? 


Then what should meane my kneeling so, 




and piaying th§ of mine 


and then my words I sayde? 


To God. for gntoe to take and ehoae^ 


And that at my first entriqg in 


to please his wiUdhiine? 


I was so much afnude? 


Then what the Lady metttin bast; 


And what shoukl meane tha annswer then 


as I was kneelinf^ flo» 


the Lady gaue to me? 


To aske to that she dkl deoMttDd 


And how that from Dame PUieaoe 


an annswer. yea, or no? 


I came, she did wett see? 


Then what my donbtfaU ans^wer ment, 


Then what should meane her saying, that 


and pardon I did crane, 


she knew right well my grief : 


That lor an annswer flat, rmigbt 




some k>nger respit hane? 


be sure to find relief? 


And why she should no respit gioe? 


Then what should meane the iigedman, 


dien what the path way ment ? 


of whom she did request 


And what she ment, in that she me 


To take thepeines to bring me to 


vnio the Temple sent? 


the place of quiet rest? 


The Lesson that she gaue matfaen, 


Then ^riiat the old man mt^ t^ say, 


and then Dame Htty too? 


he could not go that day, 


And what besidee, at the Cbueh door, 


Bnt he would send his^ scniannt then, 


she farther bad me doo? 


to bring me on the way? 


Then, at oor parting, tha sweste soog 


Then what the Lady ment to say 


which ran of Timo'SO much ? 


that should as then suffice : 


What y« shold mean, A what shooU mean 


And charging me h^^ compcmy 


our oioioe of nmsink snmi r 


to keepe in any wise ? 


Her song onoe done, what then shoidd meane 


And then what ment the Lady then. 


the vanishmg away. 


to bydde me farewell soe? 


Wherewith my self e at fast a iriiile 


And the what ment this old mans mft. 


amazed so did stay? 


that forth with me did go? 


But going onwards on my way, • 


And then my thanks vnto the Dame, 


what ment the Riner then 


and to the good olde man? 


That nmsoneerthepath?andthen 


And to Dame Patience, my friend. 


the Boate? and then the man ? 


and eke our paiting dian 


And then idiat should be ment, io that 


At the Church doore, with, yft olde Sire ? 


he called so to me, 


and the what should be ment 


To take a Boate to crosse tlie atreame ? 


By him, that for to bring-mc to 


the way that I did see. 


the place of Rest wasaent? 


Likely to leade vnto aome towns ? 


And then, what should be ment by this, 


what too was ment by that 


in going of our way. 


Whereto I made oo aanswcr, bat, 


I know not how, bnt soddakUy 


I stayed looking at? 


we both at onoe gan staye? 


And then againe, what ment the Dame 


And test, of that accursed Cocke : 


who vanished away, 


what shoukl the meaning be. 


To oome Tnto me there agatoe, 


That in his flying crsw so lowde, 


and what she ment to saye? 


as that he waked me? 


I hsppy was I had not tane 


Which Cocke, I am perswaded sure. 


a Boate or ere aha came : 


ifthathehadnotbeene: 



Digitized by 



Google 



48 



THE TOYES OF AN IDLE HEAD. 



Some wondrous sight, i& tnuudling, 


And from the countrey, by and by. 


I, doubtles, should haue seen : 


to attie dooth resort. 


And that which grieues me most of all, 


And there a thousand thmgs 


the place of quiet rest 


at once runs in his minde : 


That man would sure hane brought me too : 


The gallant shops of sundry eortes. 


where now, with grief opprest, 


and wares of sundry khide : 




The predous Pearles and stones 


and only haue this ease,— 


on Goldsmiths shops that shfaie : 


To pray unto Dame Patience 


And then the Horsehead, but hard by 


my sorrowes to appease : 


and then a cuppe of VHne. 


Who promisde me, at parthig last. 


Besides aU gaUant showes. 


that though I her not see 


yet one aboue the rest. 


Long time againe in open sight. 




yet she would be with me : 


hi fine attire adrest. 


And guide me so firom place to place. 


That at their dores, sometime 


where euer so I goe. 


on Sundayes vse to sit : 


That I by her shall finde great ease 


This when some doo behold by day. 


Of many a deadly woe. 


by night they dreame xA it. 


In hope whereof, thus, as you see, 


And then they fiJl hi loue. 


my wearie life I spende. 


although thefr sute be small : 


Till I the place of Rest attaine : 


For in the Morning once awakte. 


and so I make an ende. 


they hane forgotten alL 


This Dreame is strainge : and sure, I thinke 


Some dreame of cruell warres, 


it dooth Pronosticate 




Some straunge effect, what so it is : 


And all the Fields with bodyes dead 


but since I know not what 


njre couered eueiy whete; 


It dooth pretend : I still will praye 


And by and by, the warres 


to God, me to defend 


not scarody halfe begon : 


In daungers all, bothe daye and night, 

vnto my lyues end. 
And when this loathsome life I end, 


But who dooth get the victory, 
and then the warres are done. 
And sodeinly againe. 


with tormeuts so opprest. 


he cannot tell whidi way, 


In Heauen I may. at latter daye. 


He is at sea, and there he sees 


enioye a place of rest. 


great Fishes gan to phiy : 




And straight a tempest comes. 


11 A prety Toye written vpon this Theame : 


that makes the wanes to tore : 
And then he seeth how the Ships 


A man a sleepe, is not at rest. 


doo saile in daunger sore. 


Although the heart a sleepe. 


Anon he sees his ship 


the bones be all aft rest. 


with bOlowes beaten so : 


Yet man a sleepe, his minde is oft 


That oomes at last a sodaine wane. 


with many thoughts opprest. 


that dooth her ouerthrow : 


He dreames of this and that : 


And there, both she, and all 


somethne with trifling toyes 


her Marriners are dround : 


His onely mmde is troubled sore : 


Yet he himseUe, he knowes not how. 




is safely set on ground. 


His minde dooth run hi sleepe : 


He ondy is at shore. 


sometime, he dreames of Kinges, 


when all the rest are k>st : 


Of Princes Courts & princely feates. 


And there he sees, how other sliips 


and of such gallant thmgea : 


with tempests like are tost. 


And, by and by, is out 


And there he stands not long. 


in midst of all his dreame. 


but straight a suddahie diannge : 


And from the Court to country Clowns, 


He carryed is, lie knowes not how, 


and of a messe of Creame : 


into a Countrey straunge : 


Of Cattle in the fedde. 


And there he spoikes a speech 


of woods and pasture groundes. 


he neuer spake before : 


Of HawUng, Fyshing, FowUng too. 


And once awake againe, periuqis, 


ft hunting hare with hoQds : 




And sodeinly, Ynwares, 


A thousand things too, nme. 


he leaues his countrey qpoft. 


a man dooth thmke to aee 
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In stoepe sometimes, that neuer were. 


In my minde, sore, the Gilliflower 




DOT yet are like to be. 


I should commend, where so I wente : 




For I my aelfe hane dreamde, 


And if neede be, good reasen too 




in sleqpe, of sigfates so straunge. 


I can alledge why so I doe. 




And. in the midst of all my dieame. 


The Crimson ooulour. fyrst of all, 




of sodaine simdry channge : 


Dooth make it seemdy to the eye : 




That, in the morne awake. 


The pleasaunt savour therewithal! 




I could bat menieile much. 


Comfortes the bndne too, by and by : 




What cause by day, by night shoidd driue 


For coUour then and sweetest smell 




me into dreaming such. 


The Gilliflower must beare the BelL 




But sittiqg so a whfle, 
sometime I call to minde 


This is in PoU presemed we see^ 




A pconobe olde, wfaidb somecottnt tnie« 
bat I meeie false doo finde : 


And trimly tended euery day : 
And so it dooth deserae to bee, 




That is, That man asleepe 


For sure, if I mought plainfy say : 




dooth lie at ^jujret nst : 
For many deepct yt haue their mindes 


If it would prosper hi my Bedde, 
I would haue one at my Beds head. 






What langh you at ? you thhike I iest. 




Some Dreame of Parenu death. 


I meane pbine troth, I promise ye : 




or death of some deare friend : 


The Gilliflower dooth like me best 




9ome dreame <rfsocrowes to insue. 


Of an the Flowers that ere I see. 




and pleasures at an end. 


And who that dooth mislike the same. 




And dreaming so, I thinke 


In my minde, shall be mudi too blame. 




that man is not at rest, 






Ahboagfa he sleepe, his heart is yet 






sore troubled in the bresL 


f A pretty toye wrytten in the praise of 


a 


The Bqye that goes to Scfaoole 
dooth dreame of Rods by night. 


straunge Springe in Stt£folke. 




His breech too, ready for the rodde : 






andinasoddainefright 


whereby strange tUngs to see. 




He starteth in his sleepe. 


As woods and waters. Beasts & byrds. 




and waketh thcrewithall : 


wherein such vertues bee. 




And then say I. although he sleepe. 


As are not common to be had, 




his rest can be but small 


but seddome to be found : 




Some thhike in sleepe they are 


And hearbes and stones, of nature such. 




hi Field with foe at fight. 


as none are on the ground. 




And with their fysts they buffet them 


Bat as I haue red of many one, 




that lie with them by night. 


and surely, in my minde. 




And are they not at rest, 


As well at home as faire abroad. 




ahhongfa they sleepe. say yon? 


I many straung things findfti 




In deede they haue a Unde of rest. 


But many men whose runing heads, 




bat rest, I wot not how. 


delighu abroad to range. 




And many causes moe 


Whose £uicies fond are dayly fed. 




of great Ynquiet rest. 


With toyes and choice of change : 










bot these that are exprest 


they do no whit esteeme : 




May wdl saffioe, I hope, to prooue 


Bot &r fet ft deare bought, that they 




my hidgemem good in this : 


most worthy praise doo deeme. 




That miii^ of man is troubled much. 


Bnt tis no matter, let that passe. 




when moste a sleepe he is. 


ech one, where he thinkes best. 
Choose what and whC and where he likes, 
ft leoe his frends the resL 








1 Another Toye written in the praise of a 


And let me speake in praise of that. 




Gilliflower, at the request of Gentle- 


which worthy, in my mkide. 
And therewith, rare like to be seeae 




women : and one, aboue the rest, who 


in England, here I fynde. 




loaed that Flower. 


No beast, nor byrde. no stick nor stone, 






no hearbe nor flower it is. 




If I should choose a prety Flower, 


No foule nor Fish, no metalf strange : 




For wtaatStf show, and sweetest sente : 


nought but a Spring ywis. 

G 
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But such a Springi so dove, so &yre, 

so sweete and delicate : 
That happy he may thinke himseUe, 

that may come sip thereat 
To speake in praise thereof at laige, 

it were to much for me. 
As it deserues ; but if I were 

a Poet, as some be : 
Sure I would spend a little time 

to let the world to know, 
That out of our small Hand yet, 

so iyne a Spring dooth flow. 
In Quids Metamorphosis 

I read there of a Spring, 
Wherdl>y Narcissus cangfat bis bane, 

[and] only with looking 
Long while Tpon the same : for loe, 

the water shone so deare. 
That thorow the same, the shadow of 

his &oe did so appeare. 
That he forgetting quite himselfe, 

fell so enamoured 
Of his owne Usee, that there he lay 

as one amacde, halfe dead : 
So long, tm at the last, 

for want of very foode« 
He feU Starke madde, and lost his life 

in place whereas he stoode : 
And after his ghost yeelded yp, 

(at least, as Poets £une,) 
His Corps was turned to a flower 

which there did stil remame : 
Which flower, if I doo not mistake, 

is teannde the Lilly white. 
If this be liaise, blame Quid then, 

that such a tale would write. 
But if it had beene true, 

when he so sore was greeued. 
Had he but come vnto this Spring, 

he had beene soone releeued : 
For in this Spring he should haue scene 

no shadowes of a face. 
But such a &ce as should in deede 

his owne so much disgrace. 
That he should haue forgotte his owne, 

if this he once did see. 
Now he that doth desire to know 

wher this same Spring should be : 
In Suflfolke soyle, who so best list, 

let him I say go seeke : 
And he may hap to see a Spring 

he neuer saw the leeke. 



II A Gentleman on a time, hauing three 
Sonnes: and being very desirous to 
haue them brought vp at an Univeisitie : 
being very well acquainted with a yong 



Gentleman, who he knew had spent 
some yeares at Oxford, desyred him to 
choose a Tutor there, for his three Chil- 
dren, which as he thought were fyttest 
to bring them vp as well in learning 
as good behaviour : which he was con- 
tented to doe: and hauing chosen a 
Tutor for them, not long after, hauing a 
great desire to see them doo well, wrote 
their Tutor a Letter, and with the 
Letter a pretty Tale in verse, to mooue 
him to haue a great care of them : the 
Letter I let alone : but the tale I haue 
thought good to shew forth among these 
prety Toyes, as one not the worste: 
which tale was as fblloweth. 

% A little Pre&oe before the Tale. 

A PRSTT Tale of late I heard. 

a learned wise man teU : 
Wherto I gaue attentiue eare, 

and maikte it voy weU : 
Touching the briQging vp of youth, 

and who were fittest men. 
In learning and good quallities, 

to bring vp children. 
Whidi Tale, when I had heard told out. 

of troth, it likte me so, 
That to the like, I were content 

againe ten myles to go. 
WeU : as it was, I did full ofte 

reuolve the same in minde : 
And many prety poincts therein 

I many tymes did finde. 
And as one day vnto my seUe, 

by chaunce, I did rehearse 
Eche poinct therein, I tooke my Penne 

and put it into verse. 
Which Tale so pend, according to 

my simple skill, I send 
To you : for dyvers causes Syr : 

first, for that it doth tend 
Vnto a little matter, that 

there is twixt you and me : 
It hath (I trow) somwhat respect, 

vnto the Children three : 
The three yong Gentlemen, 

which to you, as my firiend, 
I gaue in charge, to rule and teach : 

and so I make an end. 
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IT The Tale followeth in this maimer. 


And when he is abroade. 




if fieiyre he doo not shoote. 


A GENTLEMAN, that had two 80IIIM8. 


Or when he ghis to dannoe. 


dearoos was to aee 


if fiUse he chaunoe to foote. 


Them both hi leandng traded up : 


Then pay him, breech him thofowly, 


for wfaidi, great ooaoaale hee, 


&vour him not at all : 


Of dhiers often did roquiret 


And now and then correct him well, 


what Tutors he might cfaooae 


though for a fiemlt but smalL 


To put these prety Puples too. 


If that he trip, or misse his time. 


that rightly mi|^t them vsew 


vp with him, by and by : 


And vnder whom they likely were 


Let him not slip with sudi a fault. 


their labours to hane lost 


but pay him presently. 


Wdl : to be breefe. so many men 


And you shall see that ofte, for feare, 


so many mindes there wen : 


his kgges will quiuer so. 


Some would say this, some other that, 


That he shall nener leame to daunoe. 


ft som were here, som there. 




Some sayd. they thought that Uberty 


And when in feeld he drawes not deane. 


was ni for Children : 


his aiTOW in his bowe. 


Some other sayd. that lawfidl twas 


Knock him vpon the fingers harde : 


and needefiill. now and then : 


and you shall see, I trow. 


Some sayd, the rod should be the tword, 


That hi a while his fyngers ends. 


to keepe Children in awe : 


for feare will quiuer so. 


And other some, such cruelty 


That he will neuer leama aright, 


counted not worth a strawe. 


to let his Arrow ga 


Some sayd, that Children shookl 


Now if he be hardeat hisbooke. 


surpressed be by feare : 


although he leame not wdl, 


Some thought, to rule tyy gentlenesse, 


Either foiget, or oonster felse : 


a better way it were. 


at fyrst, doo gently tdl 


Some said, that children were 


Hhnofhis&ultcandif 


by nature bent to play. 


that he do plye it harde. 


Which ih>m their lemnmg, m short space, 


Ghie him an Apple or a Peare, 


win drawe them soone away : 


or some such childes rewarde : 


FVo which, by feare to keepe them still. 


And trust me. you shall see. the schoole 


the rod should be the meane : 


shaU be his chiefe delight : 




And from his bodke he seeld will be. 




or neuer, if he might. 


And vse would make great masteries, 




for so, by keeping in 


that children be not bent. 


And harde applying of their bookes, 


But that their natures much are made 


they profile wouki therein. 


by Tutors gouemmeuL 


Some other then, that thorowly 


But this I graunt as requisite^ 


this matter did discusse. 


with reason to correct t 


A that opinion contrary. 


Lest chiMien oft for hute thereof, 


alleadged reason thus : 


their &ulu too much neglect 


CbiUren, by nature, are not bent 


But as a sworde, to set it vp 


to any Unde of play ; 


in schoole to open sight. 




I like not that : for tis to some 


that gouenie them alway : 


at fyrst to great a firight 


And that, to keepe their minds fiA play. 


Thdr eyes are so vpon the rodde. 


the rod should be no meane ; 


they little minde thdr booke : 


And that by feare for to subdue, 


For oh«Hi«h feare will cause them still 


that were not worth a beans. 


upon the Rodde to looke : 


As for examples sake^ (quoth one) 


And so thdr eyes quite from thdr bookes 


at first, take me a ChiUe, 


not only drawes away, 


Who hath a prety ready wit. 


But eke thdr minds, as much and more 


although of nature wilde : 


then any kinde of pky : 


And let him Icarae to dannoe. 


Wherefore a Rod I would in schooles 


to shoote. and play at bafl. 


shouM be kept out of sight. 


And any other sporte : but put 


To make die Children to thdr bookes 


hfantohlsbookewithall: 


to haue a more delight 
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% Another gnme gray headed lyre, 


To see if that he could hi thne^ 


that harde them reason so. 


quicken his dulled wit : 


Thus said : So many shrewd curst boyei. 


Desiring hhn thereto to vse 


ft wftton wags I know, 


sndi meanes as he thought iyt. 


And eke so many Schoolemaisters. 


Wdl : at the last, with much adoe 


that lack good gonemment. 


hetookeaUttlepahie: 


That many prety Boyes will mar, 


And tooke in hand to sharpen then. 


that are of minds well bent : 


his dulled brahieagame: 


That sore I know not what to say. 


And many maisteries did pcoooe, 


but, trust me, in my mmde. 


but rigour none he vsde : 


A good Tutor, whereto a chiki 


For that before he had so mndi 


b bent, can quickly finde ; 


by thother ben abusde : 


And as he findes the nature off 


But euer sought, by gentle meana. 


the Chikte, euen so he may. 


to make him voide of feare ; 


By gentle meanes, euen as he list. 


And so hi thne dkl alter much. 


soone leade him enery way. 


his nature as it were. 


So, that to keepe him in good awe, 


He made hnn boukler to his booke. 


correction, now and than. 


therefore, more wiBmg to 


He iustly use with geotknease. 


His study stiU: butyet,alas. 


as a gixKl Tutor can. 


whateuer he could doe. 


Well : at the last, this Gentleman, 


He could not make hhn like vnto 


when he had heard at laige 


his brother any way : 


Their true oppinions euery one. 


Although he striu'de, and tooke great pains. 


at last, he gaue hi charge 


asmurfi as in him lay : 


His two Sonnes to two sundry men : 


Yet euery way he mended iMid, 


whereof the one was milde. 


his nature very mudi : 


And euer sought hj gentle meanes 


The gentle meanes, he euer vsde 


for to bring vp a Childe : 


hi teachhig hun, were sudL 


The other was of nature fierce. 


Wen : to be short, when that 


and, therefore, rather sought 




Whh store of stxipes for to bring vp 


The difference twirt his two sons : 


such children as he taught. 


There shall no more, quoth he. 


The children both of nature like. 


Of children nunc be put to Schoole 


in time did oioer mucn • 


to such as still doo vse 


The difference of gouemment. 


To rule the Children by the rod : 


xA Tutors, theirs was such. 


I rather aie will chuse 


The one did prooue a proper Youth, 


To put my chiklren vnto those^ 


and learned for his time : 


that are of nature milde. 


And by his learning afterward. 




to honour high did dyme. 


how to bringe vp a childe. 


This, was by him brought vp. 


And thus the tale was at an ende. 


that was of nature milde. 


and now, Sh, euen as he. 


And euer sought by gentle meanes. 


The Gentleman that had two sonnes. 


for to bring vp a CMde. 


deshous was to see 


The other prooued but a blocke. 


Them both in learning tnded vp : 


a Dunsicus, an Asse : 


euen so, no lesse, am I 


Because, with too nrach cruelty, 


Deshous for to see these yontbes. 


he often dulled was. 


bothe learnedly 


This, was brought vp by him 


And vertuously brought vp. 


that was so fierce of minde : 


as much as if they were 


That thought the Rod shonkl be the sword. 


The neerest khismen that I haae. 


toruleachildbykinde. 


or brethren deere, I sweaie. 


The Father sory, afterward. 


Wherefore, good Syr, as I hi yon 


to see his Child so lost : 


my foithfull trust repose : 


And seehig. that his other Sonne. 


Vouchsafe to take such pahis with than. 


did euer profite most : 


that they no time do lose : 


Tooke him away fixmi that fierce foole, 


And for correction, now and than. 


and put hhn presently 


to hhn that dooth not wdl. 


To hhn that was the mykler man. 




praying him, earnestly. 


your sellie can better tell 
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Tben I, what longs thereto : 

thanefore^ as you shall finde, 
Vse your discretion Sir, therein 

aooording to your minde; 
Thus you haoe heard the milder man 

the better SchoUer made : 
And yet, a teidell must be had. 

for a wilde brainesicke Jade. 
But for your ptety Coltes, I hope^ 

no bridle yon shall neede : 
I hope you easely shall them bende, 

with a small twined threed. 
My mraning is, I hope they will 

tiiemselues edie order so. 
That yon shall neede to take small care 

almost which way they go. 
Yet now and then, though without neede, 

somwhat looke out, I pray : 
Least that they hap by Company 

for to be led astray. 
For though their natures well be bent, 

yet you know, now ft than, 
in company oft times, God wot, 

dooth marre an honest man : 
And they, you know, are all but young, 

and youth delights in toyes. 
And toyes fr5 learning quite ft clean. 

withdraweth wanton boyes. 
Yet in good foith, I hope, good Syr, 

your prety Pnples three, 
Win bothe in learning, and all things, 

by you so ruled be : 
And eke vnto their bookes, besides, 

win haue so great desire : 
That earnest more, or diUigent, 

yon cannot wen require. 
Wen : I haue put them aU to you, 

you only must be he. 
That as wen to their learning, as 

behaniour must see. 
I sought not out three sundry men, 

to put these cUldren too. 
To see which of them would doo best, 

and which againe would do 
Worst of the three : but aU vnto 

your charge I doo commit, 
To teache and goueme, by such i 

as you alone thinke fit. 
And as I haue them giuen in charge 

to you, eoensol cnue 
That yon win see your Schollers so, 

thfmsehifs eadi way behaue ; 
And bring them yp in leammg so, 

tiiat when from jfou they part, 
I to haue found a Tutor such, 

first win be gUd in heart : 
And you your selfe another day, 

may be fiiU glad to see 
Their vertuous life, ft then may say, 

these were brought vp by me. 



Their Father then, whose tender care 

is for to see them aU, 
In learning daily to suooeede, 

and further there withaU 
In good behaviour eke, 

may weU in hart rdoyce : 
That I in this behalfe haue made 

so good and happy choioe. 
As to finde out, so fit a man, 

to put his children too. 
As vnder whom, they all in time, 

so win are like to doe. 
And I my sdfe, the more for that, 

may stande your bounden friend : 
And he reward you for your paines : 

and so I make an ende. 



f TWO OR THREE PRETY TOYES 

giuen to a Gentilman, to set about his 

Counting-house. 

What man can beare a lofty saUe, 
Where fortune frownes. and friends doo foil 

And ^o so low, but he may rise, 
By fortunes aide, and friends aduise ? 

What wo to hate? what ioye to tove ? 
What stranger state, then both to prooue / 

What treasure, to a friend in deede? 
What greater spight, then fiule at neede ? 

What wisdome more, then for to leame 
The trueth from ialshood to dlsceme ? 

FYom which false deaUng GOD defend 
Those that meane wen : and so I end. 



f A Gentleman being requested by a Gentle- 

woman, to pen her a Prayer in verse^ 

wrot at her request, as foUoweth. 

PrriB, oh Lord thy Servaunts heavy heart. 

Her sinnes forgiue, that thus for mercy cryes : 
Judge no man (Lords) according to desart. 
Let frUl on her with speede thy healthfrin eyes : 
In hart who prayes to thee continually. 
Putting her only trust of God in Thee. 
LoRDBy Lords, to thee for mercy stfil I caU, 
Oh, set me fi«e, that thus am bound and thnUl. 



II Not many dayes after, he chaunced to 
walke with the same Gentilwoman in a 
Garden : and was againe then intreated 
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by her, to make her another prayer, 
which presently he pend : speaking with 
the tearmes of a Gardiner, as foUoweth. 

Plant Lordb, in me the tree of godly lyfe. 

Hedge me about with thy stronge fence of fiuth : 

If thee it please, vse eke thy proyning kniiie* 

Least that, oh Lord, as a good Gardiner saith : 

If suckers draw the aa|ipe from bowes on hie. 

Perhaps in tyme the top of tree may die. 

Let, Lord, this tree be set within thy Garden wall 

Of P&radise, where growes no one ill sprig at all. 



H A pretty toye, written vpon a Ladyes pro- 
pounding of a Riddle to her friende. 

A LADY-onoe, in pleasannt sorte, 

A question did demaunde of mee, 
For want as then of other sporte : 

Without offence, good Sir (quod she) : 
May I craue thus much at your hande. 

To hane a riddle rightly scand? 

Whereto I soone gaue this replye : 

Madame, you know full harde it is 
To reade a Riddle perfectly ; 

The wisest men may iudge amisse. 
But shew the effect of your request, 

And you shall see me doo my best. 

THE RIDDLE. 

Why then, a thing there is, quod she. 

That breedeth many, deadly smart : 
Which none can feele, mv heere, nor see. 

And yet with greefe consumes the heart : 
For which is founde none other ease. 

But euen the cause of the disease : 
Now this is my desire, (quoth she) 

To be resolv'de what this may be? 

THE ANSWER. 

These doubts (Madame) quod I, to skan, 

Requires sometime, and that not small : 
They trouble would a wiser man 

Then I, tyy roode, to deale withalL 
But yet, £Eure Dame, the doubt of this 

I hope to finde, and not to misae : 
I can but gesse vpon a doubt, 

I will not sweare to find it out. 
But as I judge, Madam, quod I, 

It seemes Appollos sicknesse sure, 
On whom he ayed piteously, 

That neuer any hcfbe could cure : 
Nor any Phisicke finde rdeefe. 

To hdpe or ease him of his greefe : 
Which plainly, Madam, for to name, 

Is hicklesse loue. Dame Venus game. 



Which spigfatfttll sporte for to attaine 

Some so doo dull their senoes aU : 
That in theende, with to nracfa paine 

They doo become sore sicke with aO : 
And so renudne, vntill they hane 

Some players such as tiiey doo cntne. 
For euenr Player cannot please 

Edie pedent to fdaye with aU : 
For then, to core his strannge disease. 

He some should haue soone at his call : 
Bat he must hane whom edie would cmiie. 

Els he, poore soule, small rest riMdi haue. 

This Madam, for ought I can see. 
The meaning of your doubt must be : 

Which, if you like not, good Madam, 
Let it euen passe fipom whence it came. 

My Lady lawght : Is kme, quod she, 
A qii^t and spoite, to both at ones? 

Now thou hast giuen me, credit me, 
A resolution, for the nones : 

Tis looe, in deede: thou hast fbimde out 
The misterie of all my doubt : 

And for thy paines. as to a fiiend, 

I yedde thee thancks :— and there an end. 



H A Letter sent vnto a Gentilwoman in 
verse, wherein he gaue great thanks for 
both good cheere and other curteous 
entertainement he had receiued at her 
handsy beeing in the Country at her 
house. The Gentilwomans name was 
Mistris Lettis. 

First, to thy seemdy selfe, 

my selfe I doo commend : 
And for tiiy friendly dieere & cost 

ten thousand thanks I send : 
Which aUe to requite, 

I know I shall not be : 
But to my power, I will deserue 

as mudi as lyes in me. 
But yet, of an thy cates, 

one dish abooe the rest 
I euer since doo beare in mfaide, 

which fare dooth like me best : 
Which ddnty dish (my deaie,) 

If I moqgfat plainly name. 
Lettys it is, a houlsome heaibe : 

thyselfe doost know the same. 
An herbe that we hane here : 

but yet I pkJnely finde 
That Lettys, from our Lettys heere. 

dooth much digresse in kinde : 
For in that Lettys, such 

ipertues soone I fimnd. 
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As fewe or none the like, I finde, 

dootb grow vpon our ground : 
Thi^ Lettys sweete art thou, 

in which I so ddjgfat : 
And God he knows what gxieis I bide, 

fior wanting of thy sight. 
No cates, that I can taste, 

hut aeeme aU gall to me : 
When thai in minde I feede vpon 

tfaefinesh leooideof thee : 
And so, my Lettys sweete, 

vnto thy sdfe feunewell 1 
And thinck no cates like Lettys fine, 

can like me halfe so well. 



H A Riddle propounded by a Gentleman 
to a Gentilwoman whom he loued, but 
was a suter, but secretly. 

Tbb thi^g on eaith yon most desire, 
and yet of all you lest would chose : 

That often times you doo require, 
and yet I know you will refuse : 

And that here present you may see 
An this is one : what may it be ? 



II Her auDswer, as prety. 

Good Sir, the adfe saane thing that you 
abooe aB things doo most esteeme : 

And that in deede is present now, 
and to your sdfe you deeiest deeme : 

That doo you take it, out of doubt. 
That I would chuse. yet be without 



^ A Ditty in despight of a very olde man, 
who was suter to a very young Gentil- 
woman: written by a young Gentilman, 
who was then (in deede) suter to the 
same Lady* 

Pebbaps you thinkei that afl for spight 

I writ this running verse. 
Wherein I doo soch deepe dispraise 

of doting Iboles rehearse : 
No, no (good fidth) I hate no man : 

but yet, to sodi a snudge. 
Of fbfoe I must, I cannot chuse, 

but beare a oertaine grudge. 
For as one way I honour age. 

so soch olde doting doltes, 
That, at the age of three score yeares, 
ebati 



Those crusty chaps I cannot loue, 

the Diuell doo them shame : 
God let them neuer hane good lucke 

of any noble Dame, 
Much lesse th[e] loue : alas, my heart, 

it xendes for very gieefe. 
To thinke vpon the crabbed crust, 

that vile old doting theefe, 
That seekes to robbe thee of all ioyes. 

and me of my delight : 
Wo woorth that so shall seeke, 

to winne a worthy wight : 
And seeme to match a micbhig Carie 

with such a pearlesse peece, 
As neuer yet, Appelles fine, 

could paint the like in Greece. 
Well, well, this is the world, (we see) 

tis money makes the man. 
Yet shall not money make him yong 

againe, doo what he can : 
No, nor yet honest sure, I iudge, 

nay more, for troth I know, 
The older still, the more in crafte, 

his braines he dooth bestow. 
And crafte and Knauery commonly, 

with crooked crabbed age, 
With Auaryoe and Jelosy. 

dooth make a mariage. 
These are the fruites of fixiward age, 

which thou shalt reape, God wot : 
When thou wilt say, oh, had I wist, 

in &ith then would I not. 
Well, say not yet but thou art wamde, 
* by him that likes thee wdl. 
Thou comber not thy comly corps, 

with such a Coystrel : 
Whose crusty chaps, whose Aly nose, 

whose lothsom stinking breath. 
Whose toothles gumms, whose bristled beard, 

whose visage, all like death, 
Would kill an honest wench to view : 

and so it will doo thee. 
If so thou hap to match thy selfe 

with such a snudge as he. 
My oounsaile therefore follow, wench, 

cast of the crabbed knaue : 
And henceforth, not one merry vrord, 

ne looke yet let hhn haue : 
Bat firowne vpon the firoward foole, 

and when thou seest him glad. 
Knit thou thy browes, hang down thy head, 

ft then seeme yv most sad. 
As who would say, the crabbed lookes 

of his old doting age 
Of force you know must needes offend, 

a youthlnll personage : 
Let therfore crummes, as fyttest b, 

with crustes then linked be : 
For trust to this, that like to like, 

will euer best agree. 
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H A prety Toye in rime. 

MISERO INFORTUNATO SOLO : 
LAMENTING HIS BimX HAPPE, IN DI8PATKK OF RBLPB. 

WhS pone grows pQd, ft ciedit cncks, 

ft friends begin to faile, 
To comfort then a heany heart, 

alas, iHat may prevaile ? 

Audita vox confortans. 
Yet doo not thou dispajre at all, 

bat comfort thou thy minde : 
Though credit, purse, & friends be gone, 

somwhat Is left befainde. 

Misero. 
Somewhat, alas, oh, tell me now, 

what somwhat that may be : 
That so in this my deepe distresse, 

is left to comfort me. 

Vox. 
Why doost thou crane to know the thing 

wherof y« canst not doubt? 
Necessity ere long, I wis, 

will make thee finde it ouL 

Misero. 
Neoessitie, alas, I see, 

too ready is at hand : 
Yet can I not, doo what I can, 

thy meaning vnderstand. 

Vox. 
Why? doste thou not thy selfe assure, 

there is no mallady, 
'But physick hath in store for It, 

some kinde of remedy. 

Misero. 
No, credit me, I feare there is 

no meane to cure my greefe : 
If there be any, let me cnnie 

how I may find releefe. 

Vox. 
Wylt thou doo as I bid thee doo? 

and thou shalt soone finde ease : 
Although thou be not at the first, 

quite rid of thy disease. 

Misero. 
If that thy counsaile well I like, 

I will agree thereto : 
To ease my heart of this despayre, 

I care not what to doo. 

Vox, 
Haue patience then, rage not to much, 

let reason rule thy minde : 
And be thou sure, in little time, 

some comfort for to finde. 



Misero. 
But padenoe dooth come perforce : 

and what is forst (God wot) 
Dooth more and more torment the minde : 

then padenoe easeth noL 

Vox. 
Yet padenoe proouieth hope. 

and hope drioes out dispafire : 
And where Dispaire is drinen away, 

there comfort dooth lepayie. 

Misero. 
Oh, bat hope oftentimes is vaine, 

and dooth deodue the minde : 
Therefore, in hope I thinke, alas, 

bat oomfost small to finde. 

Vox. 
Let hope then grow by doe dessit, 

then followes good suooesse : 
For reason showes, who seekes for ease, 

shal some way finde redresse. 

Miserok 
(Ml, but alas, those dayes be past 

for to reward desait : 
And that the more, dooth cause dispayre, 

for to torment my heart. 

Vox. 
What though such dales are past, in deede, 

yet dales wil come agahi, 
Whflsdn desarts shall reape desyre, 

and pleasove win f or pafate. 

Misera 
But while the grasse dooth grow, oft times 

the silly steede he sterues : 
And he, God wot, shall reape small gnine, 

in only hope, that semes. 

Vox. 
Yet serae in hope, and hope in God, 

and sedce well to deserue : 
And let the Horse doo what he list, 

be sure thou shalt not steme. 

Misera 
Now like I well this lesson thme. 

God well in heart to seme : 
For be, in deede, who hop^ in him, 

will neuer let them steme. 



f A Gentleman beeing in his friends house, 
in the Countxy, was by him earnestly 
intreated after Dinner, before his depart- 
ure, to make him some verses. Bat 
would giue him no theame to write 
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vp<m : he, not knowing what to write 
diat best moug^t like his fande, yet 
willing to gnuint his request, wrote as 
foUoweth. 

NXBDS most I writer ft know not what : 

wli jT then enen as it is. 
Accept the same, and blame me not, 

if oqgbt yon find amis. 
On bosh jT bankes what else, 

hot tfaornes and faiTan grow? 
What k>oke yon for, bat raine, 

when stoony winds gin bkiwe? 
What k>oke you for. of me, 

some learned Unde of verse? 
Yoa are deoeande : I cannot I, 

bat ragged rimes rdiearae. 
But what? me thinkes you say, 

I make too much adoo. 
Considering how Bttle yet, 

I bane done hetherto : 
And sfaioe I giannted bane 

so little thne to write, 
Some pithy shorter sentence, would 

a wiser man indite. 
In deede syr, tne it is, 

nay finh I do oonfesse. 
And since I haue no longer time 

my mcanfajg to e ip re s se, 
Remaine in doubt what I would doo, 

iflhadhmgertime: 
And so, with thanks for my good cheare, 

I ruddy end my rime. 
Bm if so be you bane 

some piety Unde of stile, 
Wbereon you doo desire some verse, 

if you will stay a ^iriiile, 
A diqr or two, or so, 

or tin I come againe. 
Then you shall see, that I in thne 

win temper so my farsine. 
And whet my wittes a new, 

that I wffl pramise you, 
Some ptety peece of verse thereon, 

more then I can doo now. 
And thus, I leane you here^ 

vntil I oome againe. 
This mde and ragged rime to reade : 

andso^ in rest remaine. 



II Verses made upon this Theame : 

Little medlhig, breedes mkkk rest 
MT youthlun yeares are spent, 

old age comes stealing on, 
And bids me now, fond Fancies fits, 

no more to thmke vpon. 

S3 



Ofworthy Wisdomel, 

some lessons now haue leamde. 
Whereby the difierence twizt wit 

and will, I haue discemde : 
Among an which, this one, 

where euer so I be. 
To keepe stUl secrete to my seUe 

what so I here or see. 
Which, since of lessons all 

I doo not coum the worst, 
I doo intend his graue adnise, 

in this to follow first 
Fyist in thy selfe, quoth he, 

aU fiiults thou must amend. 
Before in other men thou seeke, 

one lauh to reprehend. 
OfCatoekelleamd, 

it is no little shame. 
To find that fimlt in other men, 

wherem I am to blame. 
To hold my peace, therefore, 

I count it alwayes best : 
And keep hi minde the old sayd saw, 

thereof comes mickle rest 
V I see a flattering knaue 

is set by, now and then. 
Of greatest heads, as much and more, 

then twenty honest men : 
But let me rue the same, ^:: : 

since I cannot amende it : 
I monght a witlesse fooie be thought 

to seeke to reprehend it 
IT Some Lawyer sees, at fjrrst, 

which way the case win go: 
Although he Ust not at the ftfret, 

to teU his Clyent so : 
But what meanes he by that? 

alas, doo you not see. 

Your pence may make you picke it out 

and so they shaU, for me. 
What boote were it for me, 

their meanhig to betray : 
And so, no profite to my selfe, 

to take their games away ? 
IT The Nfazx^unt man he sees too, syr, 

by your bye lusty lookes. 
That shortly he shaU finde your hand, 

deep hi his reckenmg bookes. 
Bids he you then beware 

bethnes, of had I wist? 
No, no, but lets you lash it out 

as loi^ syr, as you list. 
Or as you can, at least : 

and if you aske me why, 
He wfll no better counsaUe giue, 

and what he meanes thereby ? 
Your losse of Lands, ere loiig, 

shaU leazne you how to know, 
As wen as I can teach you Syr, 
and better too, I trow. 

H 
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And so shall I offend 

the Marchannts nere a whit. 
By showing of their silken snares, 

that in their shops doo sit 
IT Your Tenaunt too he sees, 

that by your trim gay Coates, 
Some Lease is shortly to be let, 

then gets he vp his Groatet : 
And purseth vp his pence, 

and coms with ooyne in haade 
To cxBue of your good Maystenhip, 

to hyre a peeoe of Laade. 
And wot you wherefore Sjrr, 

your Fanner finds this feate? 
To come with Coyne, ready In hand, 

your freenship to intreate : 
When that your goods are gone, 

and you the losse doo see 
Of brainsick baigaines made in haste, 

to malntaine brauery : 
The smart thereof, at last, 

shall shew you then their shifles : 
Then shall yon easely disoeme, 

their double dealing driftet : 
Which I dare not descry, 

I am so chargde, you see. 
To make no words of any thing, 

what euer so it be. 
\ Your senraunt last he sees, 

your feathers gin to ftiU, 
And sees your Fanner buy yott out, 

of house and land and alL 
No longer then he likes 

your seniice Syr, adew. 
And if you meane to keepe a man, 

you must go seek a new. 
And aske you me by this, 

what may his meaning be? 
Sure, if you see it not your selfe, 

you shall not know for me. 
Y As for the higher powers, 

they are too high for me : 
What faults are to be found in them, 

I list not seeke to see : 
Let finde thdr fiMilts themadnes. 

so shall they best be pleasde : 
And for my ailenoe, I am sure 

I shall not be diseasde. 
^ But to the rest againe, 

that are of meaner sorte ; 
Of their fine fetches, secretly, 

I somewhat will reporte : 
For openly, God wot, 

I nothing dare descry : 
Who hurts not me, nor yet my friends, 

I will not hurt them, I. 
But they who doo me harme, 
I doo not meane to spare : 
To bid my friends in each respect, 
of such for to beware. 



IT Ftom Cktiaens to Qowaes, 

what secret shifte they haue : 
It Is a sport to see a Clowne 

how he can play the Knaue. 
The Badger fyrst, one Knaue 

that hunts the maiket place. 
When Come is cheape, to buy good itoce : 

now therby lyes a case. 
What should he mean by that? 

oh syr, when come growes deere, 
I need not tell you what be means, 

your selfe shall know next yere. 
IT The toleyng Myller then, 

when he hath tollde his sacke, 
He findes a trade to fill it vp, 

if any meale doo lacke. 
Now wiiat meanes he by this? 

this feate how dooth be frame? 
The Milstones greete among y* meale. 

wil make you finde the same. 
IT The Baker then, that sees 

that meale dooth grow so deare. 
He findes a shyfte to hold his gaines, 

how euer goe the yeare. 
But what is that his shifte? 

the Bakers man can tell. 
And I say nought, but little looaes 

win show it pretely well. 
IT Some other crabbed Carles* 

of canckred cutthroates Idnde, 
That buy whole groaues of woods at once : 

and shal I speak my mind. 
What they doo meane thereby ? 

oh no sir, by the roode« 
The Collier ft the poore man knowes, 

when they do buy their wood. 
IT The CoUyer yet to gaine, 

will play the crafUe Qowne : 
He works a knack, yet in his sack, 

when coales doo come to towne : 
But how he works that shifte, 

I pray yon aske not me : 
But whe you see him sboote his ooales, 

thS marke what dust you see* 
^ Another sort of downes there are- 

that liue by buying come. 
That secretly vse knauish shifies, 

that are not to be borne : 
And these are Maltmen cald : 

but what their shiftes shoukL be, 
I need not tell, by speered Mault 

the Bruer soone will see. 
^ The Bruer then, he findes 

a shifte, to make a galne : 
But what is that ? small drinke (alas) 
doth show it too too plaine. 
^ Another sort of Oownes there are, 
that droauers are by name : 
That Heards of Cattell buy at once : 
what meaae they by the same? 
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Oh syr, although I know. 


BathethatwishethiU, 


I must not say mf minde : 


to Countrey, Prinee and fireend. 


Bat when the poore num huyttA Cow, 


I wni not keepe his^ousafle sure, 


then he the cause fhaU [finde.] 


but rather seeke hiscnde : 


% Another sort there are. 


Bnt els, as I am wande. 


whidi some doo Qrisieircatt : 


so doo I thinke it best, 


And for their secret Unde of gaine. 


To medle little any way, 


they are not least of all : ' 


and so to liue at rest. 


Bnt how they make tboyr game. 




I list not to descrjer 




The Batcher, when be Bsyes his Beefes, 




he better knowes the 1; 




% The Botdier too agstoe. 
he is no foole, I trowe r 


f A solempne and repentant Prayer, for 


He findes deoioe to make a gaine. 


former life mispent 


how euer Cattell fo. 




Bat shall I teU you how? 


Oh heavenly Lord, who plain doost see 


oh sir, I most not, I : 


y« thoughu of ech mSs heart : 


Bat maike your price & Butchers weight. 


Who sendest some oontinuall plague, 


your Beeie when you do buy. 


& some release of smart : 



% The Channdler then, y* of 

the Batdier TaUow bales : 
If he buy deere, then wyll he worke 

a fieate In secret wise, 
To make a secret gaine : 

but what featemay that be 
I dare say nought, but some the same 

by watry li^ts may see. 
% Some wealthy feUowes are, 

that tranell here and [tpwre, 
And boy up almost all the Wooll 

they can get euery where : 
And doo yoo seeke to know 

what they may paeane by that? 
The Draper, when you boy yoar Qoth, 

can quickly tell you what. 
H Tush, many such things moe, 

I see ofle times, God wot. 
Which I would hdpe too if I could, 

but (alas) I cannot. > 

Therefore, since I cannot, 

I thinke H Ahmyes batt« .. 
To take good heede and hold my peace, 

for sdlenoe fateeds mnch rest. 
If Sdlcnce, then, breeds rest, 

why hane I piatled so? 
Yet haue I noUifaig saide, I hope. 

whereof Just grtitdi may grow. 
Bat if a0ainst my will 

lanydooolfend,. 
f paidon craue; I spake in sporte, 

and so I make an ende. 
The iust will Uue upright. 



And if I tktehe to mend a knane. 

•■ybboorialn-^raine. . 
But hoDCM men» orelV' 

'^hateotaraotheybe, :'..:* 
Let Coonsrey, Prinoe, and foeends atone, 

and let them be for me. 

53 



PSttie, O Lorde, the wofoll state, 

wherein I dayly stand. 
And onely for Uiy mercies sake, 

now hdpe me, out of hande. 
And as it was thy pleasure fyrst, 
. to plague me thus with greefe : 
So canst thou, Lorde, if thee it please. 
. with speede send me rdeeie. 
I must of force confesse, O Lorde, 

I can it not denye, 
T6at I deserue these plagues and worse, 

> and that oontlnaaUy : 

Yet doo not thoa therefore on me 

thy Judgements iust ertend : 
But pardon me, and graunt me grace 

n^ life for to amend. 
And banish (Lord) from me, 

deljghu of worklly nmitie, 
And lend me helpe, to pace the pathes, 

ofpediectpietie. 
And truely so to treade the pathes, 

tfnd in such godly wisa 

That they may bring me to the place, 

of perfect paradioe ; 
And not to wander vp and downe, 

in wayes of weary wo. 
Where wicked wily wanton toyes, 

do leade me too and fro : 
The Sap of Sapience likes me not, 

that pinasth not mytast^^ . 
But fonde deliglu, thftt wicked weede, 

was all my chlefe repaste : 
Wherefai, as hooke widiin the height, 
.SDdoobliUBlyflMte- J. 
Smm hkkleni>oy»on^Mting lyes, 

fortntatfestiajioindfr: .. 
But iiteRfore doo I fiqde it now? 

> tietanse, I now doo see .-. 

Thit^ wanting smart. I wanted grace, 
for to acknowledge thee. 

H2 



Digitized by 



Google 



6o 



THE TOYES OF AN IDLE HEAD. 



But now, O Lorde, that I so sore 


And as thou art a help to all 




that put their trust in thee : 


I doo lament my folly great, 


So (hild in this my deepe distresse) 


and all my sinnes repent : 


some comfort lend to me. 


And to thy heaoenly throane. Lord. 


And bold. O Lord, thy heany hand. 


for mercy I appeale. 


and lay thy scourge aside : 




For (Lord) the greevous smart thereof, 




I can no longer bide. 


. Bebolde, O Lord, my sorrdwes such. 


Forgiue my sinnes, foiget the same. 


as no man dooth endure : 


bebolde my humble heart. 




Who, onely Lord, doo trust hi thee, 


as none tjiit thon canst cure : 


for to releeue my smart : 


And as thou art a grattous God, 


And after this my wretched life : 


to men in misery, 


Lord, grsnnt me, of thy grace. 


So pitty me, that thus (O Lord) 


That I in heanen. at latter daye. 


doo pine in penurie : 


may haue a ioyfiill place. 



FINI& 



Imprinted at London by 

Richard Ihones, dwelling at the Rose 

and Crowne, neere Holbume 

Bridge 1582. 

[Wood-cut device on verso of last leaf— a female figure pointing upward and grasping a fan-like 
mask— legend < QVEL . CHE . MI . MOLESTAVA . ACCENDO . £T . ARDO.'] 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



TlTLB-PAQB, L 5. ' Compilid *— aee Glooarial Index, 
I.V., also Memorial-Introducdon on this word. 

Efebtlb-dbdigatokt, L 6, ' Mams ' s mammm : 
1. xo, *vt^erftet* b imperfect— but oddly used : UitLt 
'wimu'sM maae, wondering meditativeness : L 14, * Cox- 
eomis Cauuf* b Fool's road? L z8, ' thrifiUsu ' » un- 
profitable. 

The Pkkfacb, st a, L a, *woorthippe* ^"msa^^ 
dignity, reverence : L 6, *LimU* » bumpkin. 

The Schoolb of Fanox, pp. 5-8. 

Pige 6, col. X, L 13, *t<f'astrut about: L 45, 
'gamds* ^ trivial pieces of finery : L 47, *ofvttbu^ UHU 
woHA* B little worth in value: ool. a, L a, 'tract* b 
walk up and down: L 3, 'ifM^' » sweep?: L 5, 
' kont m4si*—wt now say ' mare's nest :' L x6^ ' Cast ' 
Koonoinb: L x8, '^ywf'aegross: 1. x^t'BttikMiads* 
s heavy heads, kun^sh : L 39, *grt^* m grafts. 



P. 7, ooL X, L 9, 'moMgki* » might : L lOb *earkt' 
B long-staying *CBre :' L 31, * Rtffimt* » ruffians, or 
as we say now 'roughs :' L 56, */bmd* tm foolish : ooL 
a, L 19, '^ Adk'Btoo late: L 90, '7«' mthon. So 
p. 8, ool X, L 3. 

P. 8,coL z, Lflo, *^^aM&' a satisfied, repaid. 

Thb Foktb of Famcib, ppi 9-Z8. 

P. 9, ooL I, 1, 10, '/CMC ' s guests— by stress of 
rhyme with 'dres' {TJU Argmwuni) : {Tk$ Porte, itc) 
L 3, < Thick' ^ thicket-see coL a, L zz : L 5. 'Jmd* 
B foolifih: coL a. L 8, 'bide* = abide. 



P. zok coL X, L Z9, «^A£|f '— qn.a pebiiig » pehiy : 
t»., 'fa*ck*^twA\ Lflfi, '/7'«fidth: L4(6om bot- 
tom), '^ iiSf^'aagreatmany— stillooirentinLanGar 
shire, pronounced 'sect :' L 3 (from bottom), 'rt^' » 
array : L a (from bottom), * /« 
ooLa,Laz. *D9mlts'i 
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P. XX, ool. X, ]. X7, *B4aoi§s wiamas*—w&t GkMsaxial 
Index, /.v. .• ooL a, U. 3^— onthisaee Glosaaiial Index, 
S.U,: L x8, 'iyvad;r'— qn. 'stroode,' i.e, strewn— the 
'8* to be taken from the 'is:' L 46^ *^vMmx'» 
bKdielov's buttons. 

P. IS, ool. I, L a, *faym* a pains, painstaking— see 
L 9, (from bottom) : L 33^ ' momgki* s might : ooL a, 
L 8, ^PkOhtard*^ filbert : L 24, ' Sainet Johns wood' 
\ dossaiial Index, /.jt., for fall note. 



P. 13. coL X, 1. 96, 'Urns* s ceases : 1. a (from bot- 
tom), 'MKvl's instrument for striking: 06L a, L 36, 
'Amtv' s hair. 

P. X4. eoL X, L 6k 'Lem Rxchango* a the old Ex- 
change : L 15, 'gumdes'^'^x on p. 6, ooL x, L 45 : L 44, 
'wut' B meie : ooL a, D. 9-10 s ee Memorial-Introdnc- 
tkm and Glossarial Index, /.«., on this and other books 
nulled, some being oontempotaiy : L 3 (from bottom), 
*Pofymiay* » parrotookmr. 

P. xs, coL X, L X5, 'wrAcf ' s fringes : «9., * utggts ' 
acnt-voric? L 46* * Ugk Bxekamgo' sr new Exdnnge? 
L 47, 'poimUs ' s tagged laces nsed hi tjfaig np the 
dros: L 49, 'cmiworks* ^cfpea. work in linen: f^., 
'fartUis* s nxflb : L 50^ ' homgraces ' s bonnet, or pro- 
jecting hat or shade : L 51, *gorg€it ' » kerchief, worn 
bf females : L 5a, ' oalks ' » net-work coverings for the 
hair: L 53, ' cri^fims ' » ^pui ol a n«nchhood: 1. 54, 
'eonuts' a coronets : i^., *HUamimU ' s habiliments : 
OQLa.1.37. 'MMftf'sfaibber. 

P. x6, 06L X, L X4, *wkinas 'a whereat, ti/rtqumUr: 
L x8, '/ailcAcTM* a patch-work? coL a, L 5, 'toulyng' 
wm toOiQg, taU^g toll : L 4X, ' CMaMing Peascods ' s 
cheviqg sheUs of peas. 

P. Z7, coL X, L 4, 'Sayt' a a kmd of satin : L 6, 
• f of imiaj f o '—see on pw 14, coL a, 1. 3 (from bottom) : 
L 7, ' CruiU* s baU— still m use hi Scotland : L X5, 
'/VMr '—see on p. X5, coL x, L 47. 

P. x8, coL X, L X5, ' /iSftifvr '— the Lancashire and 
Yorkshire prommdation of 'stairs' stlU: col a, L aa, 



III DlSnCBT OF FANaS, pp. X8-X9. 

P. z8, coL a, L X, 'JktMmU a Jkumii*^wot Glossarial 
Index, S.V,, for a foil note : L 7, 'SMales* a shells. 

' = blockhead : ooL a, 



«. L 39. 
deshes. 



P. 19, eoL 
L ^, 'Imsi* a 

Thb Lambntacion of Fanok. 

p. si^ eoL X, L X9, 'MM;|*iM' amigfatest: 1. 5 
(fiooi bottom), 'pacMi' a get olt 

A Faxbwbll to Fanok, pp. aa-a3. 

P. a8,o6L x,Lxo, '/^lilril'afool: L xa. UaUk*^ 
ciieathy trick : 1. X3. 'Nodeoko* » sfanpleton : coL a, 
I. 39, *iii * se e on p. 6, coL x, L 13 : L 35, *JUmni a 
-see Gkmaxlal Index, i.tr. 



Thb Totbs, etc. 

•A pretty Dittie,' etc. P. a4, L 33, *ekofping* = a 
variant of or with ' change.' 

'A Dolorous Discourse,' etc. P. as, coL x, 1. 10, 
*God lew/' a 'God he knowes,' p. a6, coL x, 1. x8: 
L X3, * moMgki ' a might, as before, and see coL a, L 5, 
etc, etc.: L 15, ' il^ii/ ' a seised : 1. x6, *discrii*^ 
describe : L ax, *yriUsowu' :=• worn out? L a4, *baU' 
awoe : L 33, *imnenuath*^ underneath : 1. 38, 'way* 
a weigh : coL a, L x6, ' nome ' a numb : L a8, ' Ar- 
//rtfar^A/' a distraught, distracted: L 41, * stoelU* m. 
swoon. Cf., Spenser, F. Q., hr. viL 9 : 1. 4a, 'hiii* a 
in— with the luckless 'h ' prefixed : ii,, *k4fpp€* a hope. 

P. a6, coL X, 1. ao, ' wkot* a hot 'IT A Gentleman 
being,' etc ooL a, L X5, ' Wlu^* a whey: L x8, 
*mizled* a diseased : L X9, ' Tap^worte* a a Und of 
vegetable soup? L 34, 'cart/mil* a foil of care. 

' IT In the hater end,' etc. P. ay, coL x, L X5, *Jroat 
ai wo my maw ' == did make me fret inwardly : L xy, 
*halko* a bank. ' ^ The same,' etc L 8, *atwo ' a 
in two : coL a, 1. 36, ' ^lau ' a bbuon, publish abroad. 

' IT A pretty gyrd,' etc P. a8, col. x, 1. 15, ' list ' a 
choose : 1. ao, '^ay« ' a gay, i.e. gaiety : or qu. ' guy ' 
a any absurdity : ' If It chaunced,' etc ooL x, L 3. 
*simcke and syco* — see Glossarial Index, s,v,: cd. a, 
\, 14, *iye and mayno ^—-iHd. .- 1. a6, ' RoysUrs ' a 
royst crer s : 1. 38, 'thrto trus ' = gaUows, i,€, f] : 1* 46, 
* had I wist'^-^fot Glossarial Index, /.v., for other ex- 
amples of this phrase 

P. a9, ooL X, L 7, ' ironUng* 1- troUing. ' An other 
Dittie,' etc L 6k * Robin Hoodo and Littii John '—see 
Glossarial Index, j;«. .' 1. 7, *hetp€,* oU^—b. still living 
proverbial saying : L ao^ ' ofgge ' -» cog, cheat : 1. »$, 
*cutUrs of a card* — see Glossarial Index, s,v, : coL a, 
1. XX, 'Ad^0ri»a3'-» have or have not SeeNares, i^.v. .■ 
' ^ An other time,* etc L a, ' nehUsu * -» careless. 

P. 30, coL X, L zo, 'smatly' - little : L aa, 'AUs' - 
Alice : L a6, *partUts* - ruffs : L 38, ' Coch ' - cock- 
sure, t.«. sure as the crowing of a cock at the break of 
day? (moo peHculo): coL a, L 3, 'Gis* •> Jesus (cor- 
rupted)— see Hamlet, iv. 15. 

P. 3X, coL a, L X9, 'Baldicinm ' -» balductum, paltry, 
poor. 

' Not long after,' etc P. 3a, coL a, L 9, * Scabio ' 
-• poor wretch. 

' % A verse,' etc P. 33, coL a, L x (heading), is mis- 
printed ' Extompore * in the original. 

< IT A comparison,' etc P. 34, col a, L 5, ' ioohes/ 
oic., — another living proverbial saying : L 7, ' ieyes/ eic, 
ibid. ' IT A dolorous discourse' L X5, ' Breams ' — 
briars, thorns. ' U A letter,' etc L x, ' Uese ' — lose. 

' If A Gentleman,' etc P. 37, coL x, 1. 4, ' ^/ ' — 
soon, quickly. ' IT Some other,' etc L 17, *gigM ' — 
wanton wench : L ax, ' wrighi* — write 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



•f A pretty, 
counted. 



etc. P. 38, coL I, 1. 7. 'bid' - 



• 1 The meaning/ etc. P. 39, coL i, L 5, • Piot* — 
plat (see L 17) : col 4, L a, * Riding' — menial or hire- 
ling. 

P. 40, col 1, 1. 16. I have put these ticks to 

indicate that a leaf is here laddng. The catch-word is 
'And,' whereas the nert page in the exemplar begins 
' Holding.' The context also shows that the lady 
' holding a Citteme in her hand ' has been previously 
descdbed. Curiously enough, Btydges in the 'Heli- 
conia ' reprint did not notice this unfortunate loss : 
1. 46, ' corsey ' — corrosive. So Ben Jonson, • I send 
nor bahns nor corsivis to your wound ' (Underwodds, 
xlv. An Ode) : 06L a, L 18, < wktnas ' « whereal, €i 
frtqutnitr, 

P. 41, ooL X, L 9 (from bottom). * sa/e-amduct* — 
noticeable verb : ooL a, L 96, 'tang* — strong taste : 
1. 48, ' i«f ' — a specime n s ee Nates, s,v, 

P. 4a. ool. X, L x8 (iiom bottom), ' omertkwari ' — 
across. 

P. 43. col. a, L xo, 'Jiat* — positive, absolute se e 
also p. 47, coL X, t 85. 



P. 44, coL X, 1. 33, ' TJU tradU of time 
morial-Introduction and Glossarial Index, s.v. 



Me- 



P. 45, col. I, 1. X5, ' Btare '—misprinted in original 
' Beort : ' coL a, L 8, ' staidt ' — I tarried at 

P. 46, col. x« L 8 (from bottom), *preUmd ' — stretdi 
to, or — portend? See p. 48, ooL x. Lay. 

P. 48. col. X, 1. 34, ' BnmosHcaU ' — prognosdcate : 
col. a. 1. 9, * Homhead* — Inn sign, more commonly 
• Nag's head : ' L 14, * adrest ' - drcst, with affixt * a,/ 

P. 49, ooL a, * IT A prety toyc,' etc.. L x6. * Ckoici of 
choHge'—^^ Glossarial Index, s.v, on this : last line, 
'yvns* -I think. 

P. 50, col X, last line of poem, ' Utke ' - like, by 
stress of Th3rme. 



P. 5X, coL X. L 8, ' Fmpkt* - pupils : L as, ' sur- 
pressed' — kept quiet and obedknt : coL a, L 5. *^' 
— re-pay, punish— In Sootland stiD tised, prooounced as 
if spdled 'pey' and as substantive * pay, pays or 
punishments, e.g.t with strap on palm of hand : L ay, 
' cotuUr ' — construe. 

P. 5a, col, X, L 15, *list' ^ choose : L 15 (from bot- 
tom), ' Dumsicms ' -» dunse— eben 1 from Duns Sootus : 
col. a, L X7, ' bomidir '— 4ee Qosaarial Indea^ s»v. 



* longs ' -« bdongs : 06L a, I. xa. 



P. S3, col- «. L X. 
'wft/^'-wdL 

P. S4* ooL X, L 6^ '/foyiiM^' — pnmiiig: 'ilie 
Answer,' L 4, *roode* — cross :.ooL a, L ao. * nones'." 
- nonoe : ' f A Letter,' etc. (heading), L 7, 'Leitis' - 
Lettice— a frequent English Christian name. 

P. S5* coL X, 'IT A Ditty,* etc., L xx, * snndge' ^ 
cunnudgeon : ooL a, L 13, ' wUddng ' — skuttdiig : 
L 36, ' Coystrel* — mean fdkiw? L 37, 'Aiy* — red bf 
drinking ovennucfa ale. . 

P. 56» ooL x« L 4, *pild- m polled. i,e. bare, empty. 

P. 57* 06L d, L 4, ' ^iJcerHMfr '—misprinted 'dis- 
cerude' In the original : L 8, ' here * = hear 7 L a6, ' stt 
by* ss highly thought of : ). 39, 'rM ' = lament 

P. 58, coL I, L X4, *fuii' -^ feat, contifvanoe--«f. 
p. 59, coL X, IL 34, s6, : L as, 'd^ery' i- describe 
1. 13 (from bottom), *disattsde* ^ tunouf or tronbtod 
L xo (from bottom), *>SrAci»* » tricks, deoqitknis 
coL a, L 6, *kmnts' = nms up and down : or qu. s 
haunti? L X3, 'Mejnq^' »^ toMng; levyfrig cfasifes: 
1. 19, *greeie ' — grit : L a8, 'fnteiy*^ prettiljr : L 30b 
< kinde ' « kin : L 43, ' skooi* » deliuer by powingoat 
of the waggon down into the odlar : L 51, *speend' » 
barred? i,e, withheld. See (Hossarial Inde^ s.p. 

P. 59, coL X, L 4, '/jsrir'—fopplled instead ofthe 
misreading of 'aee' In the original: L xx, 'Betfes'^ 
corresponding to 'muttons' applied to sheep : L sa, 
* buses ' Bx buys : 06L a, ' IT A solempno.' etc, L 8. 'mk/ 
of hand ' s immediately. 



P. 6o,coLa,Lx. ' luid' 
Index, s.v. 



s cast down— see Glossarial 
G. 
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NOTE. 

This ' Pilgrimage to Paradise ' is one of various memorials of an interesting friendship between 
Breton and the Sidneys. On this see our Memorial-Introduction. Our exemplar is that in the 
British Museum, bought at Jolle/s Sale for £y}. Hebei^s copy is now at BritwelL There have been 
curious mistakes of the ' Pilgrimage ' for another of Breton's poems which was puWshed in our own 
day and received as by the Countess of Pembroke, 

' Sidney's sister, Ptaibroke's mother.' 

See, as before. Black-letter : 55 leaves. Our Notes and Illustrations to the 'Pilgrimage' are 
as follow : — 



Epistxa-dbdicatory, p. 4, L 4, ' Dtuhisu of VHima ' 
sUrbino— but which of the illustrious CEunily 7 

To THS Gbntlbmbn stmdiemis, p. 4— note spelling 
with * i : ' ool. z, 1. 4, ' t/Merwc/'ssdisceniing : ool. a, L a, 
' KVM^r '=s weighed : Postscript, p. ^ See on this semi- 
disclaimer of Brttotu bawtr of deUgkts our Memorial- 
Introduction. 

Lbtter op Dr. Casb to Breton, p. 5. col. z. L 3. 
* PaUua of pUasure*—9^ gird at Painter's 'Palace of 
Pleasure ' 1566, many editions : coL a, L 15, ' Hncturt : ' 
defined by GuiUim ' a variable hew of Armes.' Dr, 
Jokm Case, physician, was of Woodstock. Oxfordshire. 
He is author of ' The Praise of Musicke ' (1586), in 
English, and of an * Apologia ' of the same < sweete arte ' 
in Latin (1588) ; also of various Latin treatises on Aris- 
totle, etc. He died in 1600. William Gagtr wrote 
'Vlysses Redvx' a tracedv (158a), and 'Rivales' a 
comedy (1583), and ' Dido and * Meleager/ tragedies 
(unprinted),— all in Latin. Specimens of a lis. of Poems 
by him are given by Dyoe in his Greene and Peele (1861, 

S». 334-5). He was vicar-general to the diocese of Ely. 
tmry Price (coL a) wrote 'Epioedium in Obitum 
illustrissimi Herois Henrid Comitis Derbiensis.' 1593. 
He was of St. John's College, Oxford. See Memorial- 
Introduction on all these finther. 

Thb Pilgrimage to Paradise: p. 6, coL i, L 5, 
'wMffdIr's weaned; col. a, L 19, *w>bfvar'ss whereat: 
L az, '/Aw/'=lest: 1. 30, 'r0aMiry'scauseway. 

P. 7, coL z, 1. a, '^'stoo— andsoy^A^*''"*^^-' !• Si 
*thruneke'=.^tamik\ 1. za, 'f9^'/lr'= mark— an archery 
tenn : L <o, *ferlous' = perilous : ooL a, L 9, ' vaine* 
= vein : L 46, • ouer-gomne ' = goneover. 

P. 8, coL z, L 4. 'ibr.*' misprinted 'his' in original : 
1. z8, ' i!r/' 3= hindrance : 1. ao ' Princes '^princess : 1. 33, 
' digkt ' = adorned : 1. 44, ' charily ' ss warily : coL a, 
L Z5, '5rai//if«ir<f'=hau-bulls or bull-like creatures? 
1. 83, 'fli/'stodraw 'cuts' or lots? L a8, *were:* mis- 
printed 'where' in original: L 39, * Cmnmy' sscany or 
rabbit : L 35, ' ^uechy ' s queachy, swampy : L 38, ' car^ 
rein ' s carrion : 1. 4a, ' ki^pes ' =hop6— plant so named. 

P. 9, coL a, 1. zz, 'So'—o^L, 'To'? 

P. zo, coL z, L 4, * lade' — ^note a feminine tenn used 
of a male : coL a, I za, '/mm^'s foolish : L 39, *booie*^ 
advantage. 

P. zz, ool. z, 1. 7, * embasid* -^CBSX down : L 39, 'with 
hammers of his head: So Dr. Giles Fletcher in his 
' Rising to the Crowne of Richard the Third ' ( 1593) twice 
has the phrase, as thus :— 

' So sdll a crowne ^oA. hmmnmer in $tty head,* 

and 
' Blood and revenge did hammn^ in my head: 

(See my editions of Ucia, etc., in Fuller Worthies' 
Library Miscellanies and in the just delivered ' Occasional 
Issue.') CoL a, L 3, *supriser: ' iiVssurpriser : 11. 53-4. 



'i*rwui«'»shrank, aadcf. onp. 7, ooL i,L3: 'Iromehe 
stnmk. 

P. za, coL z, L 35^ 'hindUsur M^'sgathering-ooal. 
placed overnight to be ready tor the morning : L 50, 
' ^tfrTil/cf '--misprimed 'Wortbees' in the original: 
ool. a, 1. Z9, ' braun' »\xwfnk — muscular paru of the body 
sunken : L 38, '^nsiSr 'sgrind their teeth onThaid] crusts. 

P. Z3, ool. z, L z5. *ta:' misprinted 'of* in origfaaal 
L 36, '^MUfx* s sticky : coL s^ L Z4 *misu»Mg'^ 
mincing: L 36, 'JlAw'sshair : so p. 14, coL z, L 30 
L 39, 'n'AfiM/np'stnnsition-fonn of 'ribdUiy:* L 47, 
' with : * minmnted ' whidi ' in the original : ooL s» L ay, 

* sight* =^jpiitd^Jixquenter: L 33. 'jta/cA'sfooI: L 40^ 

* cease' ^xa/t. 

P. z^. ooL 3, 1. 8, * Bnonamentnre :' mi^vinted here 
in original with a small ' b : ' but see p. z6, 06L 3, L 38, 
sThe Good Adventure: L 3z, *rM&'=anchor : L 34. 
' heauen 's heaven, frequenter. 

P. z6, ool. z. L z6 'jbMf / «Mj^*aEbad I fdrelaiown 
—a frequent Breton and Davies of Hereford pbrue : 
coL 3, 1. Z4, * of ^qIS» frequenter: L z8, * riffy iufiy' ^ 
apparently sconAisedly with clamour: 1. 3z, *hoson'^ 
boatswain : 1. 33, * cooaerowu' ^oodk-^roaoi : 'rrf'srow. 
fun: * begone* is misprinted 'begarre' in the original: 
L 33, *all and some sas a whole as ' * " " " 



1^. Z7, ooL z.t. a from bottom 



frequenter: 



and individually^ 
s heard. 

*Machauile*^hindutr 
velli, s. frequenter: ool. a, L za, 'ierhes'^uaaha or 
thrusts: L 33, '« chalhe'^dtbt chalk-marked on back 
of doors, etc 

P. z8, coL z. 1. zo, 'hfo^ngandw$ewing*=ghmaudBg 
and grinning : coL 3, L 3. 'ai«if«a«r'aBflatterers (vlckms) : 
ib. * manning' satuddrts'^"^" *>>». — » i ..«. •« ««.,.^»* — :« 
the feasu and sporu 
Halliwell s. v. 
P. Z9, ool. z, 1. 6, 



aaddressing themadves to 

under the 'manning-tree:' see 

' ouerseene ' ^mistaken, deceived: 



L 33, 'ytotoMx'ss neatness : coL 3, 1. zo, '/rouamnte'^ 
provision: L 34, 'rojviftfijtfdlatr'sstroke In fencing. 

P. 30, col. z, 1. 35, '>A»r'splan, so 1. 44 : ooL 3. L sz, 
'^fuwud:' note speUing of 'perfumed.' 

P. 3z, coL 3, L z6, 'tcw^'swool: L 38. 'Anlr'slike. 
by stress of rhyme. 

P. 33, ooL z, 1. 3, from bottom, ' Grast'ssgnoedL 

P. 33, col. z, L 36, '/iliuJUr 'spuddles : ooL s. L 38, 
*grieMy'^gretzy : or qu.— grizzly or daric? L 50, •fanUT 
=s bur den <H- pack : 1. 5Z, 'mrr 'swdgh. 

P. 34, coL z, L 36, * candles of the night:* So Shake- 
speare, ' these blessed candles of the night ' (Mer. of 
Venice, v. z.) and 'night's candles are burnt out' (R. 
andj.iils). 

P. 36. coL 3, L Z9, 'AM«ea's>advantageth: L 30^ 
'AAtrcr'ss hairs, as before: L 3Z, '^^S^'sddMs: L 45, 
' </«i«aA/!r*=distuibed. 

P. 38, col. z, L 19. ' once : ' misprinted ' one ' in the 
original — G. 



Digitized by 



Google 



/ 



THE 



PILGRIMAGE TO PARA- 
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Ccebtm virtutis patria. 
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At Oxford printed, by loseph Barnes, and are to be solde in 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOVRABLE VERTV- 

OVS, AND WORTHY LADIE. THE LADIE MARY 

Countesse of Penbrooke, continuall health 

with etimaU h^ppinesse. 

|IGHT noble Lady, whose rare vertues, the wiae no lette honour, then the learned admire, and the honest 
; how Shan I, the abiect of fortune, vnto the obiect of honour, presnme to offer so ample a pRMnt. 
as thtt peeti«all dii f o ii r s e «f » pqprt pUgriaieft tftnailt? \ kQtw nql \aw, Imt, ipth fitfiins at the 
feete •f yot^fi^our^ to crvie pari|on for mj in|fedM|tm : n^ hath r«d4e«f th^DvhiBse ^ Vrfoma, 
may saie, the Italians wrote wd : but who knowes the Countesse of Penbrooke, I thinke hath cause to write 
better : and if she had many followers? haue not yon mo aeruants? and if they were so mindfull of their CiLaoars : 
shall we be forgetful! of our dueties ? no, I am assured, that some are not ignorant of your worth, wfaidi will not 
be idle in your sciuiot : th^ will make » tide V^ a tittle, where a Une sh«U put downe a ktier : and if shee hane 
recdued her riglu in remeaubnmoe, yoa must not hau» wrang hi heii^ forgottta : if ahae we the honour of 
witte, you are the comfort of discretion, if shee were the fiiuourer of learning, you are the mainteiner of Arte^ and 
if she had the beauty of Nature, you beautifie Nature, with the bksdng of the spirite : and in somme, if shee 
had any true perfection to be spoken of, you haue many mo trujy to be written of: which amiQ^ all, the least 
able to iudge of, and of all, the very lentt worthy^ hi your fiiuoor t« write of, yonr poQKftnWQKllv namoi poet, who by 
the indiscretion of his youth, the malice of enuy, and the disgrace of ingratitude, had nteriy perished (had not the 
h&d of your honor reuiued the hart of humility) will not so bury in the graue of obUuion, but that jroor deserued 
fiune, shall so sounde in the eares of honourable hearts, that, if I spake, more then I maie, the ludgement of the 
wise, and the tongues of the learned, I know will no lesse deva meol flattaiy, then wish, a mfaide of more perfectkn, 
to be emploied in your seruice : to oondude, I beseech you so fauonr my lalXnir, and to looke on the woiice, thinke 
not of the mines of TToie, but helpe to builde vp the walles of lerusalem : which figure, if it seeme obacore, kt the 
poore pilgrime, that seeketh Paradise, finde heanen th» better by your fiiuour : to the comfort of which, N««i«^*ttng 
vnder heauen, the hope of my hearts happmesse with humble prayer for your etemall prosperitie, I rest in no ksse 
bounden duety, then humble seruice 

Your Ladiskipps tmtooriAy named Poet 

NICHOLAS BRETON. 



To the Gentlemen studients and Scholers of Oxforde. 



GENTLEMEN, lam ptrswaded, yet vnU tkinke it 
not a little folly in me, to haue entred into so 
great a presumption, as, be/on the eies of so many dis- 
creet iudgements, to aduenture thepresse, with the simple 
Jruitts of my imperfect labours. Yet when I remember, 
that vertue is the honour of all artes, and that my Muse 
hath not altegether straied, from the straine of that dining^ 
humor, I will rather hope of your vndeserued fauours, 
then looke for my desart in the contrary : the occasion, 
that made me first enter into this action, was to acquaint 
the honest mindes of vertuous dispositions, with the 
heauenly Meditations, of an honourable Lady, the weahe 



discourse whereof, farre short of her wortkines, in true 
worth truefy weide, I haste heere rather aduentured to 
the correction of the learned, then els where wouUe home 
passed to the commendation of the ignorant: giue me 
then leaue, with this boohe to honour her : and for all 
other I will be ready to carie them after cmy of you, in 
yntnes whereof I haue hereto suhseriied n^ name, this 
i2th ofAprill 1593. 

A poore well wiOer to 
your wortkines 

NICHOLAS BRETON. 



r^ ENTLEMEN there hath beene of late printed in London by one Richarde loanes, a printer, a booke of english 
^^ entituled Brefons bower of delights : I protest it was donii^ altogether without my consent or knowledge, and 
many thinges of other mens mingled with a few of mine, for except Amoris Lachrimet : an epitaphe vpon Sir Phillip 
Sydney, and one or two other toies, which I know not how he vnhappily came by, I haue no part of any of the : 
and so I beseech yee assuredly beleeue. 
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TO MY HONEST TRVE FRIENDE 
Master Nicholas Breton. 



IT is a neftdelcMe thing (friend Bniou) in these our 
daies to lenine the olde art of louing, seeing there 
areaheady 90 many courts of Venus, so m»ny Palaces of 
pkasmrt, so many pamphlets or rather huge Tohinies of 
vantd lone and dalianoe. This were to pat fire to flaze 
and to ofier softe bleeding hazts as sacrifice to Cupids 
bowe and anowes. But I aUsiafce your moaning, the 
ondy title of your booke is Zmv. and the obtect HtoMtn,, 
Luu is the name, but God is the maiice and matter at 
vhkh it ainetb. This ZMMqueOeth ami littlelb Lcme^ 
and yet is Lome not the Loue of Martha, but theZ>a« of 
Maiy who kraed much, who loueth Christ This Ltm 
Boade Mary Magdakns teares, and maketh the best Mazy 
lining to asoende to /epwjaZfw and there to seeke hec kraer 
in the Temple. But finding him not among the Doctors 
si»e takech the wings of an Eagle, and in her sacred 
tfaoi^rfats ilieth aboM Hie Smne^ Mosr ceasiBg to seake, 
tiHabee bane fooBde bar itMur. Loe been is Zmct, and 
hem is bbom*. bat Iba kbov is light, wkoc «be krae U 



great For the hart there onely liueth, where it loueth. 
MarueU not therefore if this louelie Lady become a pil- 
grime vpon earth, and passe the sea, and wildemesse of 
this worlde, till shee enioyeth her Laue, But, to be 
short (friend Breton) because this booke of yours touch- 
ing the Loue and pilgrimage of that pearelesse Lady is 
as a ekrittatcf iruthes wel knowen yitto me, I am both 
in respect of your selfe whom I loue and fauour, and 
also in duty towardes her, whom I serue and honour, 
moat willing t» subscribe vnta it Your wit, pen, and 
art therein sounde well together. The song is sweete, 
the ditty sweeter, but that rare Pkemix is the sweetest 
Pkemix, whom your wit, pen and art can but ynXi 
shadow with all your Muses : for as an image is bat an 
image, and the tincture of any thing is not the ■»i**^fl'*^ 
tfiereof, so the coukmrs of her honours are in your booke, 
but the life of her yertue is in her selfe. 

Tour friend in true kindofes 

lokB Case M,D, 



Gufiefani Gageril^giua Doctotis ia NkolaiBrefe- 

DVM. I^r^Tinantem cantas, quem non Gula tardet, 
Non vrat Liuor, non breuis ira fruxx : 
Quem non Scgnities, non Fastus, ft Ardor habfrndT, 
Non capiat nitidis blanda Libido genis : 

Recto qoaenalem t^ Faadiae; gnda : 
MbandMa iteife caMs, Md cwnina tali. 



SIC Pergg iin a nffm siqgis, sia pingis AmanlODD, 
Vt FOnegrinantis sit Fd;<Qgrinus amor : 
Ore fiuiere omnes, saoer est amor istCHPudensqioe, 

Nobilis, ft vulgi conditione procul : 
Qose tibi Musarum talem dictauit amorcm. 
Brettdoe, ft tantem suppeditavit opem : 
Quae Dea? non hominem vox hsec sonat, 6 Dea oert^, 
Nob B^ar saoo qnad i 



M^ 



\inaris/fmmerm/e 

Qwtm edg tm mfiuih^ kfi^tambtm^cmUaremmtt 
ffevitaitte catsit amm^ itupMratste kfinaBBak** 

MiuHa Mmc tmmfatUk, ^kmkemeeult^ eoisiL 
Qmi eamit itimHA, canit amersoMte Minerua, 

Ant jMif /, ami nikiii, Muda, vel vda canit, 
Esto Minema tuts Dea tuteUtris AtMenis, 
Bt tiki vel IdtitaMs moctua sacra canes. 



toe all that write» write not at aD. 
guBM wfiiw, but IP flnde tolt witb thennfaat write : 
Some balfat-BBakers soome, and scome by right. 
Except they winoer becanse they feele the galL 



At rimen sane, (Apaoiewordeycastthrirgall, 
Cast gall and all in socb ndnde well Aef might : 
Some through mdanchotyr or riuall spite; 
All Poets sdeigse, or some no I\>ets calL 

Avaunt such scoffing, sin defEuilt, scorning spirits. 
Or let our writers, ballat-makers, rimers : 
In her owne mony pay Lycambes merits. 
. Poets fly higher, then such pety climers. 
Let this suffice, that Breton is a Poet, 
Shee saide ft, we subscribe it, his bookes shew it 
Mira Guarda. 

IN NICOLAI BRETONI EAN- 

dem peregjinantem & amantem rtrpdirnxov, 

H4nrUi PriceL 

QVjE mad^/keit iter, iameupit amarw, ^idkoc est f 
Hoc est. lUud amat quo modo fecit iter 
Huic in dux Brettone via, comes ilia, quid hoc est t 
Hoe est. In portu est duxq, comesq, sua. 

Ad Lecfyrem. 

Bella Mazo oednit, lasciuam Naso puellam 
Dissimilt hie canitur miles, amorque modo : 

Non animalis homo est quem sic in praelia tmdit 
Non est laschras riiginis hums amor. 

Transiius est animae per mille pericola camis, 
Dtuiniqoe nmium tradit amoris opns. 

Hem ad Autharem, 

Sit pietas rictriz, Deus est victntia amator 
Talia dum reoolis, vine Brefeone^ vale. 
Sol gloria lucis, 
FINIS. 
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THE PILGRIMAGE TO PARADISE. 




|ROM all those courses of ft value conceit 
Where vertue proues her honor hath no 

place. 
Vnto the Sunne of that bright shining 
hdghte : 

Where all the graces haue their highest grace. 
My Muse is weande by wisedomes sounde aduise, 
To make her pflgiimage, to paradise. 

Which pilgrimage, is not, as poets &ine 
Nor pieuish people, blindely doe concdue : 
A kinde of walke, that woridly wealth may gaine. 
Whereby the deuHl. doth the woride deodue : 
But. tis a walke, of ondy vertnes win. 
And to be founde. but by the spiriu skill. 

Now, they that must this trauaile take in hande. 
Are ondy fine, ech differente in theire nature, 
Which, with consent, doe all contented stand. 
To yedd theire seniioe, to one ondy creature : 
By whom they are vnto theire comforte led : 
And, as hee fives, are found, aliue or dead. 

Now lies this walke, alonge a wildemes, 
A forrest, fill of wild, and crudl beastes : 
The earth vntilde, the iruit vnhappines. 
The trees all hollow, fiill of howletes nestes. 
The aier vnholsome. or so foule infected : 
As. harddy restes, that may not be rdected. 

But to goe on with my intended tale 

Fine seruants, ledde by one chlefe lord, there were : 

Which, all were swome in dther blisse, or bale, 

Thdr masters fortune, faithfiiUy to beare : 

And so resoltt'de. to see, their seruice done. 

On gods good speed thdr trauaile thus bq;onne. 

The lorde and Master, fint the Muses called, 
And bad them stay, thdr straying kinde of Musing : 
Whose pure conodte. thdr spirits so apaUed, 
As made them haue, thdr humors in refusing : 
And make thdr state, but on that only story. 
That was the grace, of thdr etemall glory. 

Then gaue a charge to euery one. aparte. 
To keepe the eompasse of a true ooacdte : 



What euery one should haue for her desart. 

That, to her hope, could keepe the high waie strdght : 

And then his seruants, sounddy did aduise. 

How they ahoulde finde the path to paradise. 

The first, bis cbaige. was ooely but to see. 

What best might pleue, and what might wont offend : 

What obieou might but all as abiecube, 

What harme to scape, what honour to attende : 

A£ure, neare hand, each side, before, bdiinde. 

How best to guide a pure, and perfect minde. 

The seconde calde. his charge was but to heare. 
In sweetest sounds, wfaidi was the soundest sweete : 
What graces might, in Musickes grounde appeare. 
And where the honors of the humors meete : 
What carefiill notes, doe comfort best oondude. 
While Sirens songes, doe but the soule dehide. 

The third then calde, was charged to take the sent. 
Of eueiy flower and berbe, within the fidde : 
Which might but grow i^wteas their graces went. 
What fiiuoure might, the sweetest profit yeelde : 
And what might hurt, least that the braine displeased. 
The body might periiaps be all diseased. 

The fourth then calde, did take his charge, to tast. 
Of euery fhiite, that should become thdr foode : 
What beast m^t nourish, and might sweetest last. 
And, in thdr trauaOe most might doe them good : 
How sweete with sower, might best be tempred so. 
As t'one the tother might not wdl forgoe. 

Then came the fifte, who tooke bis charge to fede. 
The grauelde causey from the hollow grounde : 
How best the toe, might trust vnto the hede, 
When settled feith had sorest footing founde : 
And so by kasore finde, where sweetely lies. 
The loudy path, that leades to paradise. 

When thus ech one, had leamM what to doe. 
Instructed by the guide vnto their grace : 
Weying the worth, they were to walke vnto, 
Vndiing, and tonging, to beholde the place. 
Onwards they passe, but with two poore atteadaimies. 
And, (on the earth) but with two poore < 
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THE PILGRIMAGE TO PARADISE. 



Thdr cariage was, bat an vnwildy tranke. 
Wherein to neare their tzash, ¥ras iaied their treasure, 
Whh weight wliereof, their shoulders often thmncfce. 
Before they came, vnto their place of {deasure. 
Bnt let that passe, mtill the time be cnmme 
To make the reckening of a Roial summe. 

But to goe on as I did first intend. 

To ten the course of these resoluM creatures. 

To take a trauaile, that should neuer ende, 

A note, aboue the reacfae of earthly natures : 

Lo, thus it was, at least as he did write, 

That seemde he winckt not, when he hit the white. 

Aloug the walke. the walke, alas to long, 
Anudde the haples hils, and dolefull dales : 
Where sighes and sobs, doe sound but sorrows song. 
While sweetest truthes are crost by sorie tales : 
And darkest doudes. are dapt before the sunne. 
These wary creatures, haue their vraie begunne. 

A path vnpleasant where no pleasure was, 
That earthly people easely nught percdue : 
A passage harde, and narrow for to passe, 
Bat for the life, that of his life tooke leaue : 
To passe the lake where death, and sorrow lies, 
And kill them both to come to paradise. 

Wherehi no sooner were they all set forth. 
With resection neuer to retume : 
There did appeare a light of little worth, 
A mocking ioie, whose ende was but to mome : 
Vpon the left hand, of this selly creature, 
Venus, fiure painted with her finest feature. 

Who, wanting nothing that might wel adome 
A conning dame, to compasse her desire : 
With looke askaunce, as if shee had in scorae, 
A meaner hope, then might a heauen aspire : 
With strange deuises of a world of toies. 
Would stoope his passage to his ftuther ioies. 

And vp she standes a tipto, in her state. 

As. if the earth too base were for her feete : 

With snch a glaunoe, as if shee had in hate. 

That Icsae then Monarches, should her presence meete : 

When, with such smUes, so neare this walke she went, 

As made them wonder what the viskm ment. 

When he, that first had taken change to view, 
What might Ihdr trauaile hinder or auaile : 
Finding that in his sight a dhnnes grew. 
Whereby the cleemes of his senoe might feile : 
Feding the humor, growe vnto an itche, 
Bcganne to feare the wonder was a witch. 

When of the sodaine, holding vp his hande, 
Betwizte his s^t, and this same perlous thing : 
Haidng no leasure, on his thoughtes to stande. 
What issue would, of this ill humor spring. 
Went on ak>nge and kepte his walke aright, 
Vntili this vision vanisht out of sight. 



When on the right hand fourthwith did appeare, 
Diana, shee of i^iom the poeU writ : 
A dame of state, yet with such smiling dieere, 
As shewd, where kindenes did vrith honor sit : 
Who with her nunphes, appareld all in white, 
Did seeme to pure an obiect for his sight. 

When fearing, that the poeU did not fitdne, 
That did set forth Diana for diuhie : 
When in her Beauty was so bright a vaine, 
As seemde, that Phoebus on her fece did shine : 
Betwixt his sight, and this conodoM suime, 
Hdde vp his hande, ere any hurte was donne. 

And thus betwixt first Venus then Diane, 
Onwardes he goes, his right intended way, 
And nothig well what he had vndertane, 
And that a stoppe might cause to longe a staie, 
Keeping the path, looking on ndther side, 
He followes on his best bdouM guide. 

When, walking on, his hopM happy way. 
Vpon the left hande rose a sodame sounde, 
Which might haue beene a most vnhappy staie, 
But that a sodaine remedy was found. 
For he that knew her Musicke was a duurme. 
His hearing stopt, for feare of Anther harme. 

And this was he that had the charge to heare. 
And barken soundly to each secret sounde. 
What noise might not by any meanes cum neare, 
And where the Muses soone woulde be aground. 
Who hauing heard but how her harpe was stronge. 
Would not vouchsafe the hearing of her songe. 

But when shee saw how hardly shee was vsed. 
Her Beauty first barde from the walke of blisse. 
And then her Musicke so in skome refused, 
As idle noise, wherdn no honor is, 
Awaie shee went all angry as shee was, 
And left the poore man, on his waie to passe. 

When, on the right hand of the aoddne rose. 
An other sound, but of a deeper sweete, 
Where sure Diana, with her Nimphes had chose 
The ground of grace where all the Muses meete. 
To shew the world the heaueoly harmony, 
Where Nightingales, doe make a company. 

When hee that heard the sweetnes of the sound, 
Fearing what hurt might quickly growe vpon it. 
If once his Muse, vnhapply might be drownde, 
In worldes delight, ere wit had ouergonne it. 
The hearing stopt, of bis vnworthy sence : 
Of snch a sound, of such an exodlenoe. 

But when Diana plainly gan to find. 

That one of all the world, bad warning tooke : 

For conuning neere vnto Acteons kinde, 

And that her siluer sound was so forsooke. 

Away shee went, but yet, with this sweet blessing, 

Vertue is plac'd where pride may not be pressing. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE PILGRIMAGE TO PARADISE. 



When these were gon, that might haue stopte his wale. 

Had he not kepte the course of better care, 

A new devise, againe to breede his stale, 

Came Flora forth, with all hir fiOrest ware. 

Laying abroad the wardrope of her wealth, 

Her fidzest flowers, and fittest hcrtM for health. 

But he that had the chaige to take tiie sente. 
Of eueiie sauoure. both the sower and iweete, 
Knowfaig what best might comforte or oontente, 
How, weedes were all to tread but mder feete, 
The holsome sauoure to his aeruice vaed. 
And Cure flonrd weedes» as poison foule rduaed. 

But when that Flora, saw her gnat cUsgraoe : 
WitherM with griefe, she sfanuke hito the ground. 
And, (as it seemed) displeased with the place, 
For that so little luiour their she found : 
She lets him goe, vntiU anone he met. 
An other Lady, with an other leL 

And this was she, of whom the Poeu writ» 
Ceres the Princes of the Fssaunts treasure, 
Who both for tast, and eke for hunger fit. 
Did onely worke, but for the bellies pleasure : 
Who, with a comu copia, sweetely dight. 
Would stale the spirit with the flesh ddight. 

But he that had the charge, to take a tast 

Of every fruit, whereon they wen to feede. 

What soone would rot, and lAmX wouM kmgiest last. 

And what would prone the sweetest feode indeede : 

Vpon his lippe his little finger plas't : 

As if her gtft were ntcrly disgras't. 

Not that the present seemM of no price. 
But that their comforu were of other Unde, 
And that (God wot) it waaa base deuise. 
With belly pleasures to abuae the mhide : 
Which Ceres seeing, parted in a rage. 
And left the pilgrime to his pUgrimage. 

Which, selly creature, softly going on, 

Enoountred with more crosses than before : 

A worldof foolea, and deuils many a one. 

In shape of men, in shape, and somewhat more : 

Which labouid sore^ to make some stoppe, or sti^. 

To hinder knie, in hitting vertuss wale. 

But he, whose charge, was diarily to fode. 
What grounde was best to grounde his footing on : 
Spumde with Us toe, and kkkt of with his heete. 
Their stumbling stones, till all the slops were gone : 
Which, when they saw, his blisae they could noi baike. 
They ranne away, and left him to has walke. 

By which good howre, when hcoucns had b^yply tried, 
How constant care, his passage, truely past : 
And in the harte, no vile desire dkl bide. 
While patient will, was with discretion plac't : 
They rockt the rales of nature scnce asleepe. 
While Angels songs, the soule did wakfaig keeper 



But, waking wit, that had no will to rest, 
Tni ioie might come, vnto her ionmeies eade : 
And that the spirit was not fully blest* 
TQl humble foith, might see hsr haanenly ficiende 
Awakte this pflgiiose, from his pttsine vniae. 
And set him sweelaljr on his wnie againe. 

When, passmg on, they feU into a wood, 

A thicket foil of brambles, thornes, and briers : 

A graoeles groue, that neuer did man good. 

But wretched endlnges of the worldes desires : 

Where Snakes, and Adders, and such venumd things, 

Had slaine a number, with their cruett stingos. 

Some, Metamorphosde, Uke Acteon, were, 
Diana smiling at their lewde desires : 
Some Semitawres, and some, more halfe a Beare; 
Other halfe swine, deepe wallowing in the miers : 
All beastly mindes, that could not be r e f o r med. 
Were to the shapes of their owne shame transfonned. 

There might he see, a Monkey with an Ape, 
Climing a tree, and cracking of a nut : 
One sparrow teache an other how to gape. 
But not a tame one, taught to keepe the cut : 
And many a jacke daw, hi his foolish chat. 
While parets prated of they knew not wluo. 

There might he see Beares baited all with dogges, 
Till they were forst to fly into their dennes : 
And wilde Bores, beating of the lesser hpgges, 
While cocks of game, were fighting for their hens: 
A little ferret, hunting of a Cuany, 
And how the olde Bees, suckt the yoQg Bees hooy. 

There might he heare the lions in their looring* 
While lesser beastcs, did tremble at the soonde : 
There might he see, Buls one an other goadng. 
And many a harte sore hunted with a hoonde^ 
While Philomene, amid the quechy springe, 
Woulde cease her note, to heare the Cuokoe sing. 

There might he see a fonloen beaten dofwne 

By carrein crowes, that cfosle her in her flight. • 

A russet Jerkin, foce a vehiet gowne^ 

While base compaakms, fareude a noUe Knight : 

And crafty foies creepe ialo their holes. 

While little hoppes were cUmiag fofty poles. 



There might he see the Satyre In their i 

Halfe men, haUs beastes, or deuUs tai their ktndas : 

There might he see the Moses, in their ( 

Lie downe as dead, asiftbey hadnoi 

There might he see, in all, so little good. 

As, made him wish, be had bene tbrougb the wood. 

Yit hi the path, whersia he iwoetelf put. 
No euill thing, had power to take a plioe: 
No venumde serpent, might his poison oaSM, 
No filthy monster, nor Ulfouourd fooe : 
No lyon, Beare, dogge, Mondty, forte, nor Crow, 
Could stoppe the waie, wlKfs vertae was to goe. 
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When, ibnranla. On thejr hid not tnkiinflde fine, 
But that they met, a monster fowle, and Ml : 
Aimde. as it seemde, with all the world to warre, 
And none but heanen. ooold of his oooqoest tdl : 
Senen weve his heads, senen tailes, eeh taife a stinff. 
And but one body : oh most beastly thing. 

Now, on the left hand of this passage stoode. 

This oi^fly honor, hate of al good nature : 

Wbea on the right hand ghumdng through the wood, 

Throivb smmy beames came downe a blessed creatore : 

Aivdl at least, by heanenly Mercy sent. 

To oomlbrt vcrtne, where discretion went 

White was her weede, and shining was her Cue, 
Her fetherde winges, did leister aU like golde : 
And in her eie shee caiied such a grace. 
As was on earth, too glorious to befaokle. 
Which made the pilgrime on his knees adore her. 
As one Tttworthy onoe to stande before her. 



Wonae from the world to sedce for heanenly fimonr. 
And tlmt the soole by wisdomes sound directkm 
la sacred flowers, should finde the sweetest fimour : 
Shee laisde him vp^ and badde him there recetue, 
The true dfHg*'*'^ should not the soole deodne. 

When lifted fpb by diat Sure hande of kme. 
That fanrai^t the hart an Tnknowne happines 
And eocry seraant, sweetly did approue, 
A blessing hi their Masters Uessednes : 
Whh silent thoqghtes, they humbly did attende 
The words, diat dkl their comfort oompiebende. 

FOore widch qood shoe, thy fiuthlnll patient hart 
The highest powen hi pitty doe r^garde : 
Where trve repentance pleades far no desart 
Bat bounties grsoe, where Mercy giues rewarde : 
The beancns hane harde thy humble happy praier. 
To hdpe thy hope^ and keqpe thee from deqpaire : 

Tlie Ubov that thy kme hath tane in haade. 
Thy tiaaaile, mindhig neoer to retire : 
The happy stale, whereon thy hope doth stande. 
Where humble ptaier but pitty doth aspire : 
Hane got thee grace in Merdes chorions eies, 
To finde the path diat leades to paradise. 

This is the path, that patience onely treades, 
'Where fife doth goe on pOgrinH^ to lone : 
IVhoee humble iMTt, the hoiy sporite leadss, 
Vnto the hei^ ofbkased hopes behoue : 
Whom gmoes gaide, till perils al be past. 
And filth lesohi'de, doe finde her rest at but. 



I the vamt of Venus vaine, 
And not presumde Diaaa to approdi : 
Sinae Fkmooaidenofiuther fimour gaine^ 
Nof Ceres oouide thy canfiill thoQght encrodi : 
Since fiioles, and denils, all are drtnen awaie. 
BMe but a night, and thou shak see the dale. 

IS 



Since thou hast scapte the way of wretchednes. 
Where shambles mmdes to shamdnll shapes are 
And founde the waie of fiiirest Uessednes 
Where hart fnflamde, with vertues fire hath burned : 
Keepe on the pathe, and tume on neither side, 
Grace to thy hope will be a happy guide, 

Thinke it not long to cumme to heauen at last. 
Nor linger thne to hinder happy speede : 
Feare not the sunne, though skies be ouercast. 
And let a candell stande the night in steede : 
So marice the light that Unes in Vertnes eies. 
And kme shall leade.thee straight to paradise. 

Feare not the foes, nor forces thou shalt meete. 
For thou shalt meete with monsters, many a one : 
But fidth resohi'de treds fortune vnder feete. 
Where Tcrtue comes, will vices all be gone. 
HeU cannot hurt, whom heanenly powers defend. 
Where grace bogins, hope makes a happy end. 

Lo neere at hand, he that would hurt thee most. 
An ougly Monster, lull of all coiTuptkm : 
By whose iUusion many soules haue kxt. 
Their liuely hopes, by lewdenes interruptbn. 
A Uer. Theife, andmaster of all evill. 
The sier of sinne, the fiende of heU, the deuflL 

Seauen are his heades. as many are his tailes. 

Each head a tongue, and euery taile a sti^g : 

And woe to them, with whom his tongues prevailes, 

Within the compase of his taUs to bringe. 

But skome his wordes. or quite him with disgrace. 

And thou shalt kill, or make him fly the place. 

His body is the reiy sinko of sinne. 
Into iriiich bole, all hellish filth doth runne : 
A plague of pride, presumption did b^ginne. 
An endles phigue, that was.in pride bcgunne : 
Where every head the body standee in steed. 
With poisoned soules, the filthy paunch to feede. 

His swordes. are woides with which he is to fight. 
Whose forces can but fidthles hartes ofiende.: 
For, if bee looke but once at vertues Ugfat, 
He fiUntes for feare, and feeles his forces ende : 
But heare hhn speake and neuer feare his spight. 
When vertue laughes at vanites deUght 

His greatest head, and that doth gape most wide, 
Is pconde Ambition, swallowing woridly wealth : 
Whkh ftuthles soules infectes with filthy pride, 
KiUiqg the spirit for the bodies health : 
Vpon which head, he beares a triple crowne, 
That, (Vertue sees) is neere his tumt>ling downe. 

In which great head, his tongue is all vntruth. 
Lies, to bewitch the worlde vnto his will : 
The ease of Age. the high conceit of Youth : 
Are greatest groundes of his vngratious skil : 
To goueme States, is such a stately thinge : 
What slaue is he.that wouldnot be a King? 

B 
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And thus the villAine would the worid perswade. 
To prowde attemptes that may presume to high : 
But earthly ioies wU make him proue a lade. 
When ▼eitue speakes of loues diufaihy : 
Where humble hart, doth to that heauen aspire. 
Where is no place for any proude desire. 

The seoonde heade, is wicked avarice. 
Choking itselfe, with trash m steade of treasure : 
Whose tongue, is treason that can best deuise. 
To hnrte the spirite, with the bodies pleasure : 
But talke of vertues ioie in misery. 
And he wil pine to death in penury. 

The thirde foule head, is fihhy Gluttony, 
Deuouring more then it can well digest : 
Leading the harte to loathsome TiBany, 
And of a man doth make an ougly beaste : 
But, answere him with fasting, and with praler. 
The very wordes will kill him with their aier. 

The fourth bad head, is beastly slothfiUness, 
Sleeping, and snorting, like a filthy swine : 
Loosing the time in loathsome idlenes, 
Dreaming of that, which neuer was diuiae : 
But answere him, with vertues carefull watching. 
He faintes, and falls, to fiode hta ouermatching. 

The fifte vile heade, is filthy lechery. 
Which leades the hart, to hateful widcedaes : 
His tongue, a forge of femcics treachery, 
To bring the soule, to all vnhappines : 
But, answere him, with vertues chaste desire. 
And. he will bite his very taile for ire. 

The sixte is enuy, full of malice fraught. 

Feeding on snakes, that fiune would vertue stinge : 

Which, where they finde their forces come to nought. 

Into his mouth they backe their poison bring : 

But say how patience, leades to paradise. 

He frets, and fumes, and in impatience diesw 

The seventh is murther, most aocursU head 
Whose tongue is blasphemy, all dide in bkKxl : 
Which, with the harts of harmeles creatures feade, 
Lappes in the broath of an hifernall foode : 
But, sale how vertue doth for vengeance crie. 
And dead he fisUes, or els awaie doth flie. 

Now, beare these heauenly lessons all by harte. 
And take these bookes to benefite thy minde ; 
In each of which is hidde a secret arte, • 

Whose proper vse, male profite in his kinde : 
But chiefly doe this holly booke peruse. 
Where speciall oomfortes, male thy spirit chuse. 

When, hauing giuen into his humble hande, 
Seuen sundry bookes, whereon to vse his wit : 
And last, the staie, whereon the state did stande. 
Of happy life, where heauenly loue doth sit, 
The holy booke, of vertues blessM vaine : 
Home shee retumes vnto her heauen againe. 



Which, iHien the pOgrime homUy did bcholde. 
Carrying in minde, the comforts of his hart: 
Whkh, to his fisith, her fisaour dkl vnlbkle. 
To keepe the soule from an inliemall smart : 
Agamst the fuiy of this fiende of hell 
Onwardes he goes, God speede his passage well 

When, not to stand oo circumstanoe too kmg, 
He meetes anon with this same monster thing : 
Who, by illusion, of the Sirens song, 
Wookl seeke a worlde hi bondage how to briag. 
Turning himselle into a thousand shapes. 
To feare fond children, and to oosea Apes. 

And first, he kM)ks like to fiery light, 
Whkdi would consume, what so did crosse his waie : 
But soone was donne the force of his despight, 
Where vertue came he had no power to staie : 
And then, he would become a speaking birde. 
But God once namde, he durst not speake a worde. 

And by and by, he would become a Beare, 
To leare young children with a foolish noise : 
But when a man, a beast can neuer feare. 
He fiounde it prou'de okle children were no boies : 
When, by and by, he wouUe become an Ape. 
Oh beastly thing, too neare a humatne shape. 

But, when that vertue fimnde the vOe eliect 
Of Apish humors, with the Moncklsh mindes, 
Shee wholy did the vermins iestes reiect. 
And forst him seeke for shapes of other Undes : 
When all his sleightes, oouM doe him little boote, 
For, vertue knew, the dcnil by his fbote. 

No, though into an Afl«dl Sure of Ugfat, 
He coulde transforme him sdfe, for to deoeine : 
Yet coulde he not his foote keepe out of sight. 
But, vertue coulde his filthy dawe peroehie : 
So by his foote, shee idainely dkl descrie hun. 
Bidding auaunte foule fiende, afaee dkl defie him. 

Whenas the pilgrime lifting vp his dei, 

To heauenly powers from heU for to defende him : 

Sweete Christ once namde, awaie the Serpent flics. 

And, for a while vnable to olfiende him : 

Til once againe the heauens had giuen turn kaue, 

To doe his worst, sweete vertue to deoeiue. 

When m the shape whocof before I spake, 
With his seuen heads, the wicked Serpent standes : 
With such a sounde, as made the earth to shake. 
As halfe the workle were subiect to his handes : 
When first, his head of pride Ix^gan to speake, 
And, to this pilgrime did this poison breake. 

Thou little wretch, quod he, of lesser worth. 
In humaine shape I know not what to name : 
Whom honors spirit, neuer coulde brii^ fiortb, 
To seeke the fortune of imperial fiune : 
How didst thou -fid into this foriome path. 
Wherein the worlde so little pleasure hath. 
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Where, see the ground of eoeiy secret gjiefe 
Which mortifies the body with the mlnde : 
SobiecC to eucry crosae, and for rdiefe, 
Pittj, the whole that thou most hope to finde : 
FBtienee a peine set downe, life but a death. 
Where care, and sonow draw a sickdy breath. 



^fbere eiea 
Their 
Andliended 
While 



most be ftnhawM to the ground, 
huttorSp barrM to bdiolde : 
knees, to cappe and oourtsy bomde, 
head, must bide the bitter oolde : 
most stoape. the handemust loose his strength, 
The hart most dnmpe, and life must yeelde at length. 

Is this the reach of Reasons noble wit ? 

To see a world, and aeeke lor nothing in it, 

In snch a diaire doth charie humor sit ? 

To know a worke of worth and not beginne it : 

Who oould of power oonodue of kingly pleasure, 

WoaU no conceit in such a comfort measure. 

Humility ? a ioOy creeptog thought. 
BttSenoe. a prety purgatory : 
Somm. a fit. for the phisitian wrought 
And death a gcntiU ende of misery : 
Fasting and praier, al the spiria pleasure. 
Notes for a King, to looke vpon at kasure. 

No. stoope no thought, sedce only to subdue, 
Set BO conceit in honor with a crowne : 
In begger minde, true conquest neuer grew. 
The villnge is a ootage to the towne : 
The Mooardiy, doth shew the noble minde. 
He hath no life that cummes of lower kinde. 

What slane wil serae. that easely may oommaunde? 
What Sence wil stoupe. that may besetalolte? 
Who wil desire, that needes not to demaunde? 
Who lones the boordes mayhane his bedde made softe? 
Or who icganles the rascail beggers teares? 
That may haue Musicke to oontente his eares. 

What poore conceit, wilbeggelbrcrtkmes of bread? 
May haae his table fumisht an with oates ? 
Or bfvake hk hart with hammers of his head ? 
May paaae his humors with his pleasing mates : 
Paire. wise, rich, learned, valiant, youii^, and oUe, 
Power is the hande, doth at oommandeme 

Aad so be stopt, but sweUiog with sndi pride. 
As if his bnine would bane with poison burst : 
To whosB. the pilgrime presently replied. 



and greatest hagge of hell. 
What wicked tale hast thou presumde to ten. 

Wfutched. UasphcBMNis wfMX of presumption, 
Oogly in shape, and horrible in sence. 
Thou cursM snbsianoe of the souls oonsumptk>n. 
The heanfiH displeasure, and the worlds ollence : 
That kaowst no worth, and art not worth the knowing. 
Rot in thy rooie, ere thou bane further growing. 



Thou wicked witch, foade fortunes first deuiser. 

To bring a desperate spirit to defiime. 

And by illusion, first the soules supriser. 

That heares thy wordes, and wil beleeue the same : 

How durst thou once presume so neere this path. 

Where batefiiU humor, neuer passage hath. 

Thou grounde of griefe, heere is the grounde of grace. 
Thou foule bifection, heere is fiurest health. 
Thou crosse of crosses, heere is oomfortes place. 
Thou pitties want, and heere is pitties wealth. 
Thou dire impatience, dole, and deadly strife. 
Curst be the death that stoppes the waie of life. 

Whose bUnded eies, are barde aU blessed light. 
Whose crooked knees, are crampt for crafty creeping : 
Whose triple crowne, in vertues humble sight. 
Will breake thy necke. and rest hi better keepteg : 
Whose hart subdued, by hande of heauenly strength, 
Must line in paine of neuer ending length. 

Canst thou the rage of wU, the rules of wit ? 

Is all the world, ought els but vanitie ? 

Who in the chaire of chaunging choise doth sf t, 

Knowes nothing of diuine humanity. 

Nor in conceit, can comfort truly measure. 

That knows not pride the plage of high displeasure. 

Humility, high Angels happy thought, 
While patience, is the deuils purgatory : 
Sorrow a fit, for fidthes phisitians wroughte. 
While high heauens mercy, endes worldes misery : 
Fasting, and praier, happines procuring. 
While true repentance is but hope enduring. 

Then stoupe foule pride, whom heauens did full subdue. 

Know that thy crowne is cumming tumbling downe : 

Vertue doth see how by ilusion grew. 

The worldes disgrace, to grace thee with a crowne : 

Monarch of mischiefe, such is all thy miode. 

Nor hath he life that cummes of such a kinde. 

His sefuioe, freedome, that made thee a slaue. 
His seate alofte, that makes thee lie full k>we : 
His wante a welth, that sees thee nothing haue. 
His boorde a bed, that makes thee watch for woe : 
His almes sweete, that saues the beggers teares. 
While thou hast nought but cries to fill thine eares. 

A poore conceite, that starues for lacke of crums. 
And yet will tell the worlde of delicates : 
Who ofte for hunger feedst vpon thy thumbes, 
When death and sorrowe. are thy hellish mates : 
Faire, wise, riche, learned, valiant, olde. and young. 
Take heede of pride, and of his poisned tongue. 

And with what worde I knowe not how it Cell, 

But, downe the crowne, came tumbliqg on the grounde : 

Whenas the head, with anger seemde to swell, 

Like an Aposthume, of a poisoned wounde : 

Which breaking inwarde, of the sodaine shroncke 

Into the body : oh most beastly troncke. 
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The heade of pride thus suddaindj oonsamde. 
Or shroncke into this filthy sincfce of aiime : 
The second head, foule Aiiarioe presnmde. 
With wkked wordes, the miser mtndes to winne : 
Ah, begger, worme. and needy wretch quod he, 
What dost thou thinke that will become of thee. 

Hath patience bred in thee this poore conodte. 

That oolde and hunger be thy harts content ? 

Doest thou not see, how manie thousandes waite, 

In honors fielde, vpon the golden tente? 

Or knowest thou not. power, wisedome, wit and pleasure^ 

All baue their Essence, in the golden treasure. 

What free so fiedre, that is not grac't in golde. 
What wit of worth, but hath in golde his wonder? 
What learning, but with goklen lines doth holde. 
What state so high, but gold will bring him vnder ? 
What thought so sweete, but gold doth better seaaon. 
And what rule best, but in the golden reason. 

Be krde of landes, and oam thy chest with coine, 
Feare nought but neede, mony will make a friende : 
Let conscien c e leame the cunning to purloine. 
Wit without wdth, hath but a wofiill ende : 
The golden scepter, and the golden crowne, 
Doth make the subiect on his knees come downe. 

The grounde is &t, that yeeldes the golden fruite. 
The study high, that hits the golden sUte : 
The labour sweete, that gets the golden suite. 
The recknhig right, that makes the golde rate : 
The bap is sure, that golden hap doth holde. 
And rich is gaine, that semes the god of golde. 

And with that worde the wicked thfaig did cease. 
When presently the pilgrime thus replied : 
Oh cursed cancker, crosse of conscience peace 
Whose hatefull harte, doth all iU humonhkle : 
Thou kmdling cole of an hifemall thre. 
Die in the ashes of thy dead desire. 

Impatient spfaite lining all by spoile, 
Drunke like the dropsy, and yet euer drye : 
Consumde with care, and thM out with toyle, 
Seeminge to liue, and yet dost ever die : 
How durst thou so the name of god blaspheme. 
To giue to drosse so great a Dfademe. 

Thou stone-oolde hart, with hungring after oofaie. 
My care in heanen, doth seeke my hartes content : 
Thou scrapst for pdfe, I sedw not to purloine. 
In Vertues field, I seeke but mercies tent 
When wisedome findes, in power of highest pleasure. 
The worid al trash, compared to heauenly treasure. 

Fowle is the faire that hath in gold her grace, 
Worthies the wit that haih hi wealth his wonder : 
VnleaznM lines, put gold in honors place, 
Wkked the state, that will to come cume Tnder : 
Base the concdte, that seasonde is widi golde. 
And beggcr rules, that such a reason holde. 



Thou pkjdst for landes, I aedw a Ihdng place. 
Thou fearste but neede, I, mony make no frinde : 
Thy conscience, cunning, and my care b graoe^ 
Thy wits wdth, wo, my haits wish heaoen at cade : 
Thy golde is drosse, and Ycrtue is my crowne. 
Where hartes subralssioo, puis ambition downe. 



Earth giues thee golde, beanens gme me hlgfaer gnaee. 
Men study wealth, but Angds wisedomes state: 
Laboure seekes pence, loue hath a higher place. 
Death makes thy reckening, life is an my rate : 
Thy faappe is hdl, my hope of heanen doth boUe,. 
Godgfaie me grace : die deuOl with thy goUe. 

And with diat worde, the heade bcfanne to sliriiidEe, 
The face dead pale, and hollow grew the eies : 
And so, at laste, did all, and wholy sincke 
Into that hdl, that heade of Anarice : 
When vp dki start the heade of Glnttonie, 
Vomiting out tbeese wordes of viDany. 

Poore bnum iafaie begger, whereon dost thoa feede? 
Wen fiue the mouth, that feedes the bdly luU : 
What staruing humor standee diy wit in steede^ 
The want of Tictuaile, makes the body duU : 
I finde it true no triumph to a feast. 
The bdly fiin the bones win be at rest 

Some feede their des with staring on the staires. 
And starue the body to content the mfaide : 
Some with thdr wittes wiU be so long at wanes. 
They grate on crusts, when other men hane dinde : 
But let the frantickc so thdr humor please. 
Giue me the Ufe, of meate, and drinke, and ease. 

When that the earth doth ghie vs pleasing foode^ 
What reason is it nature shonlde refuse it? 
If reason finde, what wfl doe nature good. 
What bootes to haue it, if we doe not Tse it? 
Then let me feede, while I haue power to eat. 
Hie mouth was made to gine the body meat. 

Oh when the tongue is pleasM with a tatt. 
The stomadce feeds Tnttt the heart do langfa. 
And then a cuppe with a carowsing cast. 
And then a health out of a filadely quafie : 
Then wofkes the braine hi such a blessed wise; 
As if the body were in -paradise. 

When thinking more to qieake, his mouth ranne oner 
With beastly humbrs, kMtfasome to bdioMe, 
And in such sort, as he coulde not recouer. 
Tin that he did, his filthy sence vnfolde : 
When stopping so, the pilgrime gan rqdie. 
Die ougly venum in thy TiUany. 



Thou filthy, bt. and ouerfoggy flesh, 
Foule bagpipe-diedces. des starting flnom the 
Whom heauenly humors nener can refresh. 
That an in hd, hast made thy hatefel bedde : 
Heauens let me fest, from such a loathsome 
Where to mudi feedtag makes a man a beasL 
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Earth fill thine eies, heanns leede nqr hnmble hart 
DrooBe fil thy bdlj, Gnoe oontent mj minde : 
or worldly laiMJiets take thy pleasmg pert, 
Grace, srae my soole, one cmm, and I hane dmde : 
So with thy frensies, doe thy fansie pleaie, 
Heauens he my rest, whom earth can nener ea8& 

Earth feedes of earth, heaneas ghie the spirit foode, 
Nature oormptedlost the key of reason : 
The body knowes not of the qiirhs good, 
Vae is abuse, where truth is sanst with treason : 
Then role, and tumble hi thy beastly riot. 
The dish of mercy, be my spirits diet 

O when the tongue is toocht with cmd fire. 
The stomacke feedes, of an inlernal flame : 
A cuppe of ooles to quench a Ibule desire, 
A cordes hart, consuming in the same : 
Then woifces the spirit with such woAil cries. 
As prooes in hd, wu nener paradise. 

When this same filthy hedde of GkMony, 
Beastly bedigfat with his abhocrM diet : 
Cbofcfed with vennm of such viOany. 
As breedes the ground of natures most desqoiet : 
Soncfce backe into the bdly of the beast, 
Which of such spiriles made his spedaU feast 

When started vp the head of sUmthftihws, 
With ougly dawcs picking his gnmmy eies : 
Who with the noddes of natures heuines. 
Did hi few wordes, this filthy speedi deuise': 
What humor wretch, doth thee so wakiqg keepe, 
Hiat thon canst feede vpon so little sleepe. 

Sleepe is the pride of ease, the height of pleasure. 

The Nurse of nature, and the rule of rest : 

The thooghtes attonement, and the senoes treasury 

The hedde of loue, that likes the body best : 

Against ▼nrest the only remedy 

And ondy medidne to ech mallady. 

And thenwithall mwiUing more to speaker 

Such beany quatanes his hart had oueroome : 

Whh stretching yawnes, as if his lawes would breake. 

He stopt his speedi, as wholy stroken dnmme : 

When noddu^ of bis head fimn side to dde. 

To his deafe eares, the pilgrime thus replied. 

Thon cnnftd serpent, groonde of al disgtace. 
By Idlencs begetting Ignorsnoe : 
Which dost the sprigges of feirest rootes defiux. 
With l oa th so me course of lifes discountenaunoe : 
And maksl a pleasure of the spirits peine, 
Dfe in thy dreame, and neuer wake agahie. 

Sleepe is the soaks disease^ the mfaides dispwht, 
The Curse of Nature^ and the coraase of rest : 
The thoqghtes disquiet, and the darkesome night, 
Wherdn the q>irit Bkes the body lest : 
A loaae of thue and reasons mafladle, 
When death is Ibaad but somwet remedy. 



The watching riigins kinddy were reodued. 
When such as slept did loose thdr happy houre : 
In dreames, the senoes often are deodued. 
When waking wits finde shadowes haue no power. 
Then sleepe thy last, where life hath neuer place, 
God gnumt my soule, to watch, and praie for grace. 

When thus the head of hateful slouthfufaies. 
Was soncke into the filthy sincke of Sinne : 
The barmefiil head of al vnhappines, 
Did lechery, this loathsome tale b^inne : 
Alas poor pilgrime, chOde of chast desire. 
Hast thou bin burnt thon canst not bide the fier? 

A gentleiest, a man to be a maide. 

What minsing humor doth the senoes measure? 

That Nature can of beauty beaficaide. 

And loose her prime bdore she know her pleasure : 

Fleshe hath no feuour in diuinity. 

Nor Nature, pleasure in viiginity. 

The chiUe that knowes not how to make his choice. 

Must be a babe, so babishe let him bee : 

But he that knowes, how better to rdofee. 

Will seeke a worlde, where sweeter thoughtes agree : 

No, thinke of loue to be that pleasing thought. 

That, for his will seu all the worlde at nou^t 

What figure findes not loue out of a feoe? 
What humors notes he not, in eoery heare? 
In beauties eies, what stars doth he not pbce. 
What roses in her chedces, doth he not beare? 
What bony hi her lippes, and sweeter worth? 
In her feire ground but he can gather forth. 

It whete the wit, and doth embolden will. 
And maketh Arte to worke beyond her sdfe : 
It maketh nature, study reasons skill. 
And in her humors, play the pretty dfe: 
It briqgeth fimcy to a ddnty fieast. 
And makes a man, that woulde be els a beast 

What demty glaunoes passe from des to eies? 
When sweete conodtes, are secretly ooncehied ? 
What comfortes can the kissing hearts deoise? 
Where kinde effedes of feuour are reodued : 
Age can reporte, and youth doth daily prooue^ 
Their is no comforte to the course of knie. 

And with that worde, did ende his wicked cfaarme : 
Vnto whkh sounde, the pilgrime gan reply. 
Thou hatefiill head, and grounde of eoay hanne, 
Venum, compounded all of villany : 
A foule infection of the fairest creature. 
Die hi the filth of thy corrupted nature. 

Thou sleepy sleuth, that figurste out the swme. 
With grouding humors, tumbling on the grounde : 
Thou canst not thinke, vpon a thought diuine. 
But liu'st in dreames, wliere all decdu are founde ; 
How durst thou speake in that foule thoughto defence. 
Which fareedeth nothing but the soules offence. 
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Votue and vice, wei* nener friendes in deede, 
Diana knowes that Venus is no malde, 
But fiuth, that doth on heanenly bksang feede» 
Of foolish beauty maie be well afrude : 
When Natures pleasure in virginity 
Shewes flesh hath fauoure in diuinity. 

And, where the spfait doth the senoes measure. 
There is no place to let thy pobon in : 
When Natures pride, is but in vertues pleasure. 
Life only endes, that did in loue beginne : 
Where temperftce rules in reasons chast desire. 
Will keepe the harte, from thy infernall fire. 

Thou wretched cfailde. of natures wicked choice, 
Accunfed bable, and ao euer bee : 
That makste the flesh in filth for to reiotee, 
WhereiB the spirite doth but sorrowe see : 
Calst thou it loue, that is but lewde conceite ? 
Die in thy lust, that art the aonles deoeite. 

Ciphers the figures, found in beauties face. 
Humors of heares, iUusions of the minde : 
The heanenly stars in earth haue neiier place. 
Where painted roses, haue no perfect Unde : 
Her hony, gall, and what shee can bring forth. 
The best, and all, is worse then nothing worth. 

It blnnu the wit, with to much b<rfdning will. 
And forceth Arte, for to forget her selfe : 
It diaweth Nature, quite from rertnes skill. 
When wilftill reasone plaies the wicked elfe : 
Where; better fast, then fall to such a feast 
As makes a man in deede become a beast. 

What dewhsh glaunces passe twist graoeles eite. 
When base contents, most beastly are conceiued : 
What crosses more, can kissing hartes deuise. 
Then wlien the spirits mine is receiued. 
Age may repent, and youth with sorrow proue. 
Who fbUowes lust, can neuer come to k>ue. 

Oh, what a fire is filthy lechery. 
Whose substance is but all of gluttony. 
Whose spardes are, but only ribandry. 
Whose filthy smoke, is foulest infamy. 
Whose ashes, are but all vndeanelines. 
Whose hatefiiU ende is hellish beastlines. 

Which true description, dk! so discontent 
Tl^ harmefull head of hatefiill lechery, 
As, when she saw of the ende of her intent 
Crost, fai the course of all her trechery, 
Shee bit her taile, with such Tnholsome breath. 
As with her biting, stung her selfe to death. 

When spake the head of enuy all tatfected. 
With oqgly Snakes, whereon shee seemd to feede : 
Thou foole quod shee, what hath thy hart affected. 
Wilt thou endure, tUne ABC, to reede ? 
Canst tbou abide to see an other goe, 
Towardes the wealth, that thou dost wish for so ? 



Equality is but a childish humor. 
He is alone, that kee|^ the lofty seate : 
What voice is hard? wlicre al are in a rumor. 
Or who is seru'd, where euery one is great ? 
Why, patience is the pateme of a villaine. 
That neuer came neare to a Kings panilion. 

And with that word she fed vpon her Snakes, 
As if her heart, did like none other foode : 
Whereto the pilgrime soone this answere makes, 
Vgmtious grifte, and voide of heauenly good : 
Feede on thy Snakes, vntiU the poison fill thee, 
And thine owne cancker with comiptkm kill thee. 

Equality is chUdrens blessednes, 

Wbere many brethren are but one in kme : 

The voice hard sweete, wliose sounde u holinesse. 

And God wd seru'd, where graces gtory prone : 

And he that patience patemes for a villafaie, 

Shal neuer know the King of heauens panilion. 

Thou neuer readst the booke of Christ Us Qnosse, 
Nor canst endure so sweete an ABC : 
But thou art bounde to liue with labours losse. 
Where al the woes of al the world maie be : 
God giue my spirit, grace to seeke no more. 
Then goe the waie his Sainctes haue gone before. 

When, (as it seemde) the venum wrought so sore; 
Within the hart, as poisnM so the heade. 
As shrinking downe, it sight, and spake no more. 
But with the rest the filthy body fedde : 
When started vp the head of murthring wrath. 
As newly cumme from out summe bloody bath. 

Who grattmg of his teeth with knittiqg brow. 
Shaking his fist, as if he mente to fight : 
Thou patch quod he. where art thou plodding now ? 
Hath patience thinkst thou, such a princely might : 
That shee can thee against my force defende. 
And bring thee safely to thy loumcies ende ? 

My life is most to lay me downe in bkx)d, 
I can endure no daunting of mine ek : 
I onely kme to feede on bloody foode. 
Whom I once cease on, they are sure to die : 
How durst thou then ^proch so neere my sight. 
Whose fury standes withal the woride to fight. 

Poore patient hartes are tost from post to post. 
When bloody swordes doe waike the woride with 
Poor patience many a patrimony lost. 
While will resolu'de, put wit and reason vnder : 
Patience is oft finom princely seate puki downe. 
While bloody mindes, do brandy tieare the crowne. 

Pitty is knowen sometime to marre a dtty. 

And Anger, oftentimes is cause of quiet : 

Sometime as good be wilfiul as be witty, 

When bloody dishes make a dainty diet : 

What armes of honor to a Moody fidd? 

Where Angers hande, make patient haru to yeeide. 
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When (m it aeemde) holfe stnfiU ¥p with blood. 
Stopping his tale the pilgrime thus replied : 
Choke vp thj throat, with that foule botchers food. 
That neiier conldst the sounde of mercy bide : 
But dost consnme the hart of many a creature. 
Die in the fury of thy filthy nature. 

Fret, lame, and chafe, I feare not of thy fone, 
I plod with patienoe where thou canst not cumme : 
My patience hath such power in her remorse. 
As furies senoes quid»ly wH benumme : 
And by her prowesse, stoutly so defende me. 
Tlmt thou, nor thine, nor oqgbt els can ofiende me. 

Then lie, and bath, and tumble m thy bloode. 

And stare, and stampe, til thou hast donne thy worst. 

Thy foole adherentt, I haue all withstood e . 

And tboo, art but a spirit all accurst : 

Who though thou maltst a number know thy might. 

Where paticnpr cums, thou hast no power to fight. 

Poove patient harts, are tost from peine to peace. 
When bloody swords, do breede but hellish woes : 
And petienoe patrimony is no leaoe. 
But in a grounde, wlwre grace and wisedome growes : 
And patience sits with an immortal crowne. 
Where timnnt heads to hel are Iwaten downe. 

Pftty most be the prinoesse of a dtty, 
And Anger bieedeth nothing but disquiet : 
WQfiil is good, so that the wil be witty. 
Where bloode is bard the dish of mercies diet; 
What Aimes of honor, to that heauenly iidde. 
Where patieiKT force, makes angers foy yedde. 

At which kst worde. the firetting furious head, 
Fd whh the rest, into that sincke of sinne. 
And with the body fet downe stroke as dead. 
When patienoe did this pilgrimes toy beginne : 
With prayiing heanens, and vsing humble praier. 
To comforte hope, and keepe of al dispaire. 

When leaning so the ougly Monster slaine, 

On w a r des she leades htan on his happy way. 

Where ioiful pleasure after feare of peine. 

Had set his senoes at so sweete a stale : 

That now, he thought no Monster could oHende him. 

He had such pioofe, that patienoe woulde defende him. 

But when the heanens diat pitty bane of nature. 
And know that senoes, woulde be gbdde of rest : 
Altfaov^h the spirite, waking keepe the creature, 
Vnio soch worke. as like the wisedome best : 
Into their garde, did will the Angels take hhn, 
Vntin they wiUe the spirite shoulde awake htan. 

BVT when the spirite little time ooulde spare 
Vnto the harte, to giue the senses rest : 
And reason fonnde that vertues happy fere. 
Was fai the hande, wherewith the souk is blest : 
He wildethe senoes from their sleepe arise. 
And follow patienoe to their paradise. 



When hauiiv past the path along the wood, 
They came fnto a shore, neare to a sea : 
Where lofty wanes did threaten little good. 
When rocks with patience make a drowning plea : 
Where stormes, and tempesU, ffewes, and rocks, and 

sands. 
The perils shew, wherein the seaman standes. 

With patienoe heere the pilgrime must hnbarke. 
Within a shippe the Buonauenture named : 
When in a Mappe be found out many a marim. 
Whereby oonceite his course most h^>ply framed : 
And to be shorte, with a resoluM minde. 
They hoist vp sailes, God sends a merry winde. 

When as they founde the tide would tary none, 
And little wit it was to loose the winde. 
What grounde was best to cast their ancker on, 
And how they might their surest passage finde : 
To scape the rockes, and to auoide the sandes. 
And keepe their carnage out of pirots handes. 

And so, ak>ng the sutgiog seas they sUde, 
Till passing by capa di buon speransa. 
Not ferre from thence, they did intende to ride 
Till some sweete winde that vertue ben auansa : 
Would bid theifi hok» thchr sailes and to be gone, 
Towardes the heauen they were to hope vpon. 

Where, after sounding, casting ancker out. 

And striking sails, and winding vp the cable. 

Setting in order all thinges rounde aboute. 

As well as such young Mariners were able : 

With such good thoughtes as might the time beguile. 

They fell to walke vpon the boordes awhile. 

And riding but a while, an one they spied, 
A fisher man, all in his boate alone. 
With eoery billow tost from side to side. 
As made them feare his last ferewell anone : 
When moued with the pitty of good nature 
They calde aboorde this silly wretched creature. 

With much adoe, the creature came aboorde. 
And tooke the pilgrime humbly by the hande : 
And onely sight, but did not sale a word. 
But. as a man that halfe amasde did stande : 
Till by entreaty of sweete patienoe. 
Hee was content to haue some conference. 

Alas quod hee good Masters, heere yee see 

A selly creature in a soiy case : 

A wofull story to be tolde of mee, 

Borne to the death of sorrow and disgrace : 

Curst from my cradell, with a thousand crosses. 

Where fortune turnes my labours all to losses. 

I have not alwaies liu'de a fisher man. 

Through other courses, I my course haoe ronoe : 

It is but kte, that I this life begume. 

Where little good, hath yet my laboore doone : 

But yet I like the kinde of life so well. 

I woulde not diauage it with a king to dwelL 
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For first I was a gallant in my yonth, 

And then I courted jouthfttU Idnde of people : 

But iHien my tale was tolde, to tell a truth, 

I founde although the sexton kept the steeple. 

The bels sometimes against his will were rong, 

When talking dappers could not holde their tongue. 

I founde that cost was often kinddy taken. 
And costly Undnes was a common thing : 
I found the needy friend was soone forsaken, 
And he that had the crownes was haUe a king : 
I founde that flattry was a fine conoeite, 
And gcdd was seru'd, where better gifts did waite. 

I found fiiire beauty like a biasing staire. 
But oftentimes, the moone was in a mist, 
And many a one, was with his wits at warre^ 
While reason reade the rules of bad I wiste : 
I founde sweet musicke sounde in many a place 
While empty purses were in weeping case. 

I founde a thonsande pcety foolishe toies, 
That were too tedious now for to redte, 
I founde againe that there woe ftirther ioies, 
Then I coulde see but by the sunny light : 
Which for mine eies could neoer come to see. 
Ha done quod I, this is no life farmer 

Then to the warres fonooth a little whUe, 

To foUowe drummes, and trumpeto to the fidde : 

But oh how will doth wofoll wit beguile. 

When want of comfort makes the oonsdence yedd : 

And yet, when peace doth make an ende of strife, 

Surdy the souldlers is the princely life. 

But, for I did but little time bestow, 
Amidde the fielde to seeke for honors feme : 
And fortune sought my comfortcs ouerthrow. 
Before my hart had entrance to the same : 
I lefte that life, and to the seas I gat. 
Where, how I Uu'd I neede not tdl you that. 

I thinke your sdues can tel as wd as I, 

If not. alas, it is no ease to leame : 

So many labours hi the life doe lie, 

As are not in a dale for to disceme : 

A daie, a month, nor many a yeaie, Ood wot. 

As I could td, if I haue not forgotte. 

First I did leame to set my compasse right. 
And by my compasse, how my course to run 
To marke each point, as wd by day as night. 
By night, to marke the stars, l^ day the sunne : 
ITien take the Kfappe, to look for rockes and sandes. 
Of which fol ofte, the shippe hi daunger standes. 

Then narrowly to looke to euery leake. 
And when the winde did seme to hoise my saOes : 
To sounde the depth, wlwre seas b^ginne to breake, 
And strike my saile, when once my searoome feiles : 
To arme my fightes, and plant nine ordnaunce so, 
I might not staade, hi feare to meele my foe. 



Then did I kane to stande and guide the steme. 
And now and then to hdpe to hoise Yp andcer : 
And othenvhiles the cnanfaig to discenie. 
To dresse hir sides to keepe hir finom the caacker : 
My tcrmes of arte, and patioit to be painsftdl. 
And how to hope to make my Toiage gainful. 

To lie fill coMe, and harde. and fere full diimie, 
To fiaane my caikaa to vnldndest natures. 
To bean of stonnes, and in a caline b^ginne 
To leame to kill the little creeping creatures : 
To eate a fiisty oake, and tdnted fish. 
And one fresh moneU, make a defaity dish. 

To make no contpimre, to there came hi gaine. 
When sUner crosses, keepe of many a curse: 
A pitteous case to see the Merdiant slaine, 
For his owne goods to fil the pirou purse : 
To swearer and stare, Tutil we oome to shora^ 
Then rifky tufty, eadi one to his skore. 



The Master, he somedme would faO adeepe^ 
The Masters mate to mndi vpon the can : 
The boson, he his cabin todke to keepe. 
And in the oookerome, there the rie begane : 
When all and som^ in halfe a dnmcken swowan, 
Wouki leaue the shippe, todncke^ thansdneato 

But. when I saw the Unde of life was such. 
The griefe to great for any true good mfaids : 
The febour sore, the sorrow was too much. 
To seeke for that which but repentance finds : 
Ileft the shippe, with manie a sorrie note. 
And tooke me sweetdy to my little boate. 

And heere. my trsde is poore. yet ful of peace. 
And peace is riches, tlKNigfa my trade be poore : 
The sea is huge, whose tendlorde makes no lease, 
I toile for fishes, and I seeke no more : 
When suxmes arise, fnto the heanen I high me 
And hi the sunne^hine, set me downe and drie mew 

But, for I see the baike, wherein you ride. 

Of Buonaventure hath the blessed namn, 

And patience is a pure a perfect gukle 

Vnto the fanour of eternal feme : 

I hope the course is good that you hitende, 

Heauens bring you hiqiply to your louroies ewL 

This poore mans tale when thus the pilgiime haide^ 
He did akmg his company entreate, 
Promisfeg Um, a pilgiime poore rewarde. 
Besides his hope, his comfort wouUe be great* 
If heauens did fenoura vertnes enterprise. 
Humbly to passe the path to paradise. 

But, when the fisher harde that fiurest worde, 

Of paradise, once sounding in his eare ; 

He gane consent and hoist his boat aboarde. 

And castfaig of al sorrow, cue, and feare : 

They hoist vp sailes, windes seru'de, wliat would i 



Onwardes they goe. God sonde them wdl a shore. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE PILGRIMAGE TO PARADISE. 



17 



When leaning SdOa to those silly guides. 
That cardes are to keepe their ooune aright : 
By cnrst Charibdis, on he smoothly slides. 
TQl by good happe they had a land in sight : 
To v^kh they made with might and maine as fiut 
As windes woulde serae, and got to shore at last. 

Yet, let me tel yon, ere they came a shore. 
As through the OoA they did make their way : 
Tempests arose, and many a winde blew sore, 
That threatened olte the course of their decay : 
Besides the pirots that they put to flight. 
Which dirost their course with many a cnieU fight. 

One where diey saw wrakes lie without reUefe, 
An otherwhere, whales tumbling m the wanes : 
An other while, vnto their deadly giiefe, 
Scormes threaten sore, the fishes maws their gmues : 
Yet when the worst of all these ills were past^ 
Safety aniu'de they came to shore at last 

Where, wethring of themselues against the sunne, 
First praising God, by his almighty power, 
Ttmt guided them since first their course bcgunne. 
And brought them safely to that happy howre : 
The hart hdde downe, the senoes all to rest. 
While angels watch the waking spirit blest. 

BVT, when the spirit had but little time, 
To giue the senoes leane to take their rest, 
Nor was the laboure tittle for to dime, 
The fiery ashes, of a Phoenix nest : 
Hee bad them sweetely from their sleepe arise 
And set them in their path to pamdise. 

Where walking on, they met on their right hande, 
A worlde of people, maiking pitteous mone : 
Some lost their goods, some other lost their lande, 
Their parents some, and some, their friends were gone: 
Not one of all, but some way were oppressed. 
When all. and some, in some, where al distressed. 

The Courtier, hee comphunde, of loues disgrace, 
The souldier, he cried out, of lacke of paie : 
The lawier, lacke of bearing of his case. 
The client, how his coine went to decaie : 
The mefchaunt. of the losse of his aduenture. 
The ptentke of the bandes of his Indenture. 

The buidlorde, of his tenaunts beggeiy. 
The passittger of lacke of amity : 
The tenaunt, of the landlordes misery, 
The bagger, all, of lacke of charity : 
The dturchmen, of their small possessions. 
The huemen, of the church transgressions. 

Now, OB the left hande, went another crue, 

A hateful] sort, of hellish company : 

Whidi, to their wefah, and worthdes honor grue. 

By wicked workes, of woliill TiUany : 

Whidi. by the trades of Machauile instructed, 

Were by the deuill, to his hd conducted. 
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One, he blasphemde, and murthred many an othe. 

Another, made of honesty, a iest : 

An other made a tush, at fruth, and troth. 

An other boasted of a Uoudy feast : 

And some, in power, how will did goueme reason. 

And other, of thdr poUicy m treason. 

The Courtier, boasted of his braue attire. 
What lordshippes, he bad laid vpon his backe : 
The soulclier bragde what townes he set on fire. 
How many dtties he had hdpt to sacke : 
The lawier, of his quidities, and quirkes, 
The client, of the knowledge of his ierkes. 

The landlorde, of his tenants slauery 

And, how hee kept the pesauntes all in awe : 

The tenant of his cunning knauery. 

When with his landlorde be could go to law : 

The Merchant, how his gaines were brought about. 

The prentice, how he got his freedome out. 

The churchmen, they wente boasdng on their tentbes, 
And twenties too, and yet they would haue more : 
The LAiemen, of their laying lines at lengthes, 
And how a chalke did make a pretty skore : 
The passinger, of frdnM amity. 
The begger, of the bagge of charity. 

After all these, vpon the right hand went, 
A selly foole, for so I tearme him right : 
With wringing hands, that seemM to lament 
Some crossing humor to a vaine delight : 
For, loue forsooth, and nought but loue it was. 
That made a woman make a man an Asse. 

Of Venus frailty and of Cupids blindenes 
He cried out, oh, that euer they were borne : 
And of his mistris more then most vnkindnes, 
That did so much his truest seruice skome : 
Yet, stin he lou'de her, and he did so loue her, 
It was his death, he neuer ooulde reoouer. 

And then he sight, and sobde, and hong the head. 
And wept, and wailde, and cast vp both the des, 
And in a trance, as if a man were dead. 
Or did some dying kinde of fit deuise : 
Vntili he walkte, and then he cried oh loue, 
That euer louer shoulde such sorrowe proue. 

And then he redde his verses and his rimes. 

Wherein he praisde her to to, out of reason. 

And then he sight to thioke how many times, 

He watcht, the day, the night, the hower, the season : 

To finde some fNiite of her deseruM fauoure, 

But al his flowers, were weedes that had no sauour. 

And then farewdl, and then agahie fisrewdl, 
And fiueweU loue, and fisrewdi loudy sweete. 
And £uewd sweete, where loue ftoth sweedy dwd. 
And fsrewdl dwelling, for loue sweetenes meete : 
And fiurewell meeting, with loues statdy store, 
And Carewell loue, for hee coulde liue no i 
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And thus the pUgrime let the poore man goe» 
To loose his will, and seeke his hetter wiu : 
Which he had lost with following ftney ao, 
Vnto the fury of these frantidLe fits : 
That in his hart* had wrought that nalladj, 
That he must die, there was no remedy. 

Now on the left haade went another creatufe. 
Or rather spirit hi an ougly shape : 
Hollow dead eies, and most iUauourde featUK, 
Mopping and mowing, like an olde sheApe : 
Which in the fury of youthes fkensy. 
To crosse loues ioie, is callM letousy. 

Cursing that euer Venus was ao iaire, 
Or Cnpid had the power to bende his bow : 
Or euer worde had passage through the aier. 
FVom fJBinsies tongue, to beaudes eaies to go : 
When trickling humors, in afiections brest, 
By feare of ioies is Idousies vnrest 

Then winckt, and phickt, and leerde and honge tlie 

lippe. 
And seemde to start, at euerie sodaine breath : 
And grounde her teeth, as though some priuy nip. 
Within her head, did fret her hart to death : 
When out she mumbled, most vnhi^ypy loue, 
That makst the minde, these passions to approue. 

But when the pilgrime saw her agony. 

And, in what taking, wretched thing, she was : 

Little contented, with such company. 

He giues her leaue vpon her way to passe : 

And keepes his course, vntil anoae he came, 

Vnto a dtty,— ^leedles is the name. 

Where entring hi, on each side of the gate, 

He found it poorely al with beggars garded : 

And by the forefront of that feeble state, 

He thought smal wealth where poore were so rewarded : 

TO entered further in the streetes he founde, 

A worlde of wealth in enery streete abounde. 

I mesne such wehh, as worldly people chuse, 
To make the comfort of their chiefest kinde : 
And such a bait as wicked spirites vse. 
To blinde the sight of a bewitched minde : 
In euery shoppe, or siluer golde or wares, 
To starue the poore, and fill the rich with cates. 

When noting wel, by euery doore he went, 
He saw each house was with a plage infected : 
Where, though they liu'de content with discontente. 
Were in the rules of better cares reiected : 
For, though the pbison did not kill at first 
Yet did they swel, vndl at last they burst : 

One house was plagfed with a wicked master, 

An othtf , with a most aocuriM dame : 

An other with a diiide that was a waster, 

An other, with a seniant out of frame : 

The rich men, most were plagfed with disease. 

The poore men, with smal Termin, and with fleas. 



One house was plagdft with ouning and with banning. 
An other bouse with iweaxiag, and blaiT>h»mfaig : 
An other, where foade minions fidl to manning, 
An other frighted, after foolish dreaming : 
Some plagde with aoirow, for their losae of treasoK, 
And sooit whh tormeiit after to much pkasore. 

A number plagues to tedfcws to reette 

In euerie oomer, oompast all the dtty : 

Where power did wrong, and poore men had no right, 

And golden purses had to little pitty : 

When many a craature hi fhl pitteous case. 

Did proue the dtty an vnhappy ptaoe^ 

But, when the pilgrime saw on euery tkle 
Their outwarde wealth ao ftt of hiwarde wo : 
And hi that state, there was no bUase to bide. 
Where euery bouie» alas was plagM so : 
Knowhig withal, his tranaAe wisht no stale. 
Thorough the iireett he hasiely made hto way. 

Vntil at last he came vnto a lane, 

That ledde him to an vnitiersity : 

Where, by the notes that he had quickdy tane. 

He founde a wonderfhl diuersity : 

In young opinions, touching points of arte. 

And how one sdioler, tooke on others part 

Now, heare the plaguei he found but hi oonodt. 
Where some were right and other some were wrong : 
Some foUowde wO, and wrought Tpon decdt, 
Some lou&d truth, and songe none other song. 
When leaning sookrs to thdr leamM case^ 
Rtdng the plague, with reuerence lefie the place. 

When pasdng on, ledde all tyy patience hande, 

The hfl^ipy guide vnto his hop6d grace : 

While reasons state, did all resohiM stande, 

In paradise to seeke his resting i>lace: 

While heanenly powers, the bait did waking keepe. 

In vertues armes» the aences fd a sleepe. 

BVT stU, the spirit, that had care to keepe 
The hart awake vnio his happy way, 
Had Uttle tune, to let the senoea deepe. 
Lest smallest stoppea, might cause to k»|g a stale : 
And therefore wakt them fkom thdr deepy vdne. 
And sweetely set them in their path againe. 

Where, waUdng on, vnto a oout they came. 
Where they bdidde a woride of beautiet weith : 
A statdy prince, and many a prinody dame, 
Discoursmg, more of pleasuM then of health : 
Where honors presence was ao highly garded. 
As each concdt of base desire diaoarded. 

The Counsaile, grAue, as bestbeaeemde thdr place. 
The Courtiers, gaUant, ftdl of fine concdte : 
The Ladles, ftiie, and full of hcmours grace. 
The Seruantes, wise, that humbly did awaite : 
Nothhig amisse. that Nature ooulde deuise. 
To please the humor of Aflectk>ns des. 
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And, let ma aot, to aliglttly eiicrpis9«» 
The plcMiiif grraid of ciMty prioat* gTMe : 
Where eoeiy aoMje, ao i— M y pleartd wa% 
As brought the vils inco a irandhNHit cue i 
And siwb a ceM^ aa had not vertue ben, 
Tq 0ude their MMB thegr had hen < 



To see the pnaeMQ ef a prteeeijr Qoeene, 
To maffce the oourie of gmoe dtocretioa oaie 
To note the sigfatea that ara bnt 
Where youthca dfeaitf te beantiea hnaat 
To heare the nraiiGkaof nest ailuer vokee. 
And finde the festal whanin the 



To see «4«t plea«ni% pofvar hath ta her hande. 
To heare how yooth. oaa conite his Unde doilrak 
To see. how wiaedome doth ia power enmrnanwde, 
And finde bow beauty teis the hart on fier. 
While humble fvqaiiatea shews their diUgenoe : 
Are not these notes far awseta expericQoe? 

To see how fwtnoe are la hoaor pteeed. 
To see the agM aU with reuareBoe aened. 
To see the himblo by their seniioe graced, 
And beauties fsme by fiiithioQ loua preserued. 
To see ptn5?ft| pleatj wiaedOBM, honoiir, kwe : 
Are these not pleasures, for the hart to pfoue? 

Now heere the pilgiime did bogfavM lo feara. 
Some of his scraants wottl«le be stohie awaie. 
Either the Senta. the Test, the Eia, the Eare* 
Or eb the FeeUi« wooMa ba focst to aiaia : 
Yet. for they sware their aemioa to his wiU, 
He feazde the lasse, to laade thoD from their ill 

And when he sawe, what penU was in greatnei. 
What idle thought«. in youthliiU humors sit 
And what a foll^. was in to much foatenes. 
Where beauties wonders did but bUnde the wit : 
And what loqg suites, did gaiae but little gra«e, 
And last wliat daungen doe powcsse the plAoe, 

With humble prsier vnto the powers on high. 
To bfesse that prince and all those prinody po^es. 
Whidi hi the honour of discretions de. 
Were calde the wonders of these latter yeeres : 
Fhim care, and coat, fjemcy, and wisedomes folly, 
He tooke his walke vnto a waie more boUy. 



W 



THERB era they eaaa, they came yet by the way, 
Vnto a Campe, or rather, kingly fielde : 
Where; mai^ a stop^ <Sd foam too long a stay. 
SoGhchofoaoChonQn, did •ueb humourt yedda : 
Where hocae and foQt% wwro to in order plantod. 
As, no dirsction. hi disentkm wanted. 

The ddefe ooomuumder in his statdy tente. 

With nobk ndndes of MarthJl men attended : 

For eucry doubt of euery ill intent. 

With strongest gardes of watche and warde defended *. 

Wboae gnuie discretion rulde by sounde aduise, 

Perfonnde the plot of many a rure deuise. 



To see the.careftdl Cdl on el a directed, 
Ech to his quarter, and his rogiment : 
And how ech Gaptaine. vaJiauntly effeoled. 
The wonder gmoe of warlike goueraement : 
To see the truo daschaige of euery ellloe. 
And then the honor of aduentures seruice. 

To note the greate prouiston eueiy waie 
For victuaile first, munition, armor, shot ; 
For forrege for their horse, for grasie and hay. 
And such pcguauote, as cheapest asay be got : 
For euery grounde, for euery quarter fit. 
Are not the workes for euery simple wit, 

To heere the drummes and fife the Urum strike. 
The horses neie. and then the trumpets sounde. 
To see the horsonen charge vpon the pike. 
And then the pikemen lale the horse on grounde. 
To heare the Canons roar, the small shot rattle. 
And see their triumph, that doe winne the battaile. 

To marke the ordering of a court de garde. 
To note the rules in walking of the rounde. 
The Sdntenils. and euery watch, and warde. 
And of the mines, and working vnder grounde : 
To marice the planting of their Ambuscados, 
And in the night, thdr sodaine canuassados. 

To see a Citty sonde her bullets out. 

Against the force of all her crueO foes. 

To see her wals. all fortified about. 

To beare the foree of aU their crueO blowes: 

To make her foes, perforce their skge to raise. 

And thRN^ the world to wiane a wonder praise. 

Are heere not sights of force to stale the de ? 
Or soundes, of power for to inchaunt the eare. 
Nay. male not wd the Itart be drawn awry, 
From all conodtes, to keepe bis co mp a ss c there : 
Sure, so it had, bad not the spirit still, 
Preseru'de the lenoes from a secret ilL 

For, dten againe, to see a dtty sackte. 

Her buildings ruinde, and her people daine : 

Htf wals, al rasid, and her castles crackt, 

And al her welth, but in a woful vaine : 

Her olde men mourning, and her young men dying. 

The mothers weepbig, and thdr children crying 

To see her streetas. al ranne with streames of bk>od, 

Her houses burning, al in flames of fier : 

To see her slate, that al in honor stoode. 

Yedde to the forees of thdr Ibes desire : 

Her rdal strsnglh, become a ruftil atorie, 

And death, and sorrow, ende of al her gkMrie. 

To see the fidde, with dead men ouerspread. 
To see the aire infected al with smoake : 
To see, the valiaunt Caualieros dead. 
And many a sddiour hurt with many a stroake : 
To see the steedes, lie tumbling on the earth. 
And through the campe a Skdnnes or a dearth. 
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To see the aoldiour stanie, with lake of Ibode, 
And. in his march, to die with lacke of diindce : 
To see the rich men line on poore mens bloode. 
And one dose homor, at another wincke : 
To see each Captaine. euerie waie anoied, 
And. bjr, disorder, all the campe destroied 

Did make the pilgrime willing to depart 
The place so ful of daunger and distresse : 
Where wits might worke but woful was the arte. 
Where one mans health, bred many heauines : 
And therefore making there but little staie 
He foUowes patience on another waj. 

AND on they walke. vntil anone they came. 
Vnto a Church, not built of lime or stone 
But that true Church, of that Immortal fiune • 
That is worldes wonder, and heauens loue alone : 
Whose head is Christ, whose Martirs are his piUers 
And al whose members, are his wordes wd-wiUers. 

The gate, is Grace. Contrition, is the key. 
The k>cke, is k>ue. the porter. Penitence : 
Where humble fidth. must heauenly £BUOur stay, 
Till pity talke with vertues patience : 
While angels sighes, the sinners waie deuise, 
To haue his entraunce into pazadise. 

Which is hi deede the plot of al perfection. 
Drawne by the oompasse of diuine conoeite. 
Whose line, is life laide by his kmes direction 
Who makes al flesh vpon the spirite waite : 
Whose flowers are fruites of faithes eternal &uour, 
Sweete to the soule, in euerliuing sauour. 

Now in this grounde, doth hue this glorious King, 
Of merdes life, amidde the fire of loue. 
Who, as the sunne, doth cause the flowers to spring. 
So. by his fire, makes faith her comfort proue : 
When heauenly ruth doth vertues roote so nourish, 
That, her faire flowers shall grow and euer floorish. 

Now heere the herbes were wholsome sentences. 
Which purge the hart, of euery idle thought : 
And for each grasse, a grace of wit and sences. 
By heauenly blessing firom the spirit brought : 
In midst whereof the well of life doth spring. 
About the which the Angels sit and singe. 

Heere is the light that makes the sunne to shine, 
Heere is the brightnes of the morning Ught. 
Heere is the surme, that neuer doth dedine, 
Heere is the dale, that neuer hath a night, 
Heere is the hope of euerliuing blisse. 
And comforte, that beyonde all knowledge is. 



Heere neuer weede» had ener power lo growe. 

Nor euer wurme conlde make an hetbe to wither. 

But fai the path, where all perfisetioiis goe, 

Vertoe and Nature, kindely went togither, 

And heauenly dewes, did al the finites so cherish. 

That, ndther firuit, nor heibe, nor flower oould perish. 

Heere neuer soirow for the thought of losses, 
Heere euer labour and yet neuer weary ; 
Heere neuer feare, of any fiertal crosses, 
Heere neuer mourning, and heere euer merry : 
Heere neuer hunger, thurst, nor heat, nor ooM, 
But take enoi^, and stil the store doch hoUe. 

Heere is the sky, the son, the moone, and stars. 
Set for a dial, by the heanens direction : 
Heere neuer doude their brightest shimng barres. 
But show thdr brightnes hi their best perfection : 
Heere, is in some the sweetest Ught of al, 
From whidi al lightes haue their origuiaL 

Heere neuer foote of wicked pride presumed. 
But is excluded heancnlie paradise : 
Heere is the aier with sweetest sweetes prefumed, 
While smners sighes is blessed sacrifice : 
When faithful souies hi Angels armes embreoed. 
Are hi the eie of glorious fiduour graced. 

Heere are the vngfais playing, Angds shigmg 
The Saintes reiokuig, and the Martuv ioyiag. 
Heere sacred comfortes to the consdenoe springing. 
And no one thought of discontent anoying : 
Heere hurt was none, and feare of death is neuer. 
But heere is loue, and heere is life for euer. 

Heere sonrowes teares, doe quencbe the heate of Sinne. 

And fire of kme, doth Undle life againe : 

Heere doth the grounde of glory first begmne. 

And heere is Vertue, in her highest vame : 

Heere, is in some the state of honours story, 

And of all goodnes, the etemaU gtory. 

And heere is, lo that heauenly paradise. 
Whereto the pilgrime, made his pilgrimage : 
Where sacred mercy first did solempnixe. 
The spirite to the fleshe hi mariage : 
And here the hart did finde his spirit Uest, 
To bring the senoes to eternall rest 

GloriM $M €xcgi$u Dto. 

IN this true jilot of reasons highest pleasure. 
The heaunly oouit, of the high King of Kings : 
Where saoed S|ririts, haue their spedall treasure 
And sweetest comfort, of contentments springs : 
God bring your senoes, by your harts desire. 
To fed the comfort of his kingly fier. 
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FAIRB in a plot of euthly pwadue, 
Vpoo a hill, the Moses made a Mase : 
In midst whereof within a Phoenix eies, 
There sits a giaoe. that hath the world at gase : 
Which Phcenix is but name vnto a nature 
That shews the world hath scarcely such a creature : 

This true kmes saint, by worthy beauty crowned. 
Did seeme to wish but not ezpiesse her win : 
When strannge desbes were in deuises drowned, 
To finde out wonders farthest fnm her wil : 
The worlde came in, with presents manya one. 
But. yet alas, her loue could like of none. 

Cleare was the day iHien Phoebus shonne fbl bright, 
Bat her hartes eie did higher light aspire : 
Aprill, brought in both earth and aires ddight. 
But earth, nor aire, could answere her desire : 
Fortuse? shee skomde : friendes? who durst be a foe? 
Servants? a worlde would seme her will or na 

Wdth, was but trash, and health was natures ioie. 
Honour, a Title, beauty, but a blast : 
Power, but a trouble, pleasure, but a toie. 
Youth, but a time, to quickely ouerpast : 
Learning, alas, it liueth in her schoole, 
IKTisedome, her will, knowes worldly wit a foole. 
Yet still she wisht, but saide not what shee woukle. 
When still the worlde, dkl worke, but still in vahie : 
Caie with oonoeite, did all the best he coukte, 
Brought in his giftes, but bare them backe againe : 
Whenweltb, helth, beauty, honor, power nor ease 
Wit, youth, nor learning* could her humor please. 

Some broqgfat in peaxles, most orient to beholde, 
Shee knew them pearles, and so did shee regarde them : 
Some brought in gemmes, of diamondes set in gokle, 
Sltee knew their worth and so did she rewarde them. 
Some brought in workes, of weomans nue deuises. 
She knew their paines, and so did giue the prices. 

Some broqglit in musicke of most sihier sounde, 
^Vhkh all woukle cease, if shee but tucht a string : 
Some brought in first the fairest flowers they founde, 
Shee tooke them as the comforts of the Spring : 
Some brought in this and some woulde bringe in that, 
But yet her wish was still shee knewe not what. 

IS 



The souUUers came, and brought in all their annes, 
Shee smilde to see. how beauty made a peace : 
The pesants came, and ofted vp their iarmes. 
But, shee saide lone did neuer make a lease : 
The merchants, came with aU their mony treasure, 
Shee put it off, it did her minde no pleasure. 

The lawiers came, and laide downe aU their bookes. 
Shee knew, that truth was all in yea and no : 
The courtiers eame with all their lofty lookes. 
But when she kxikt she made them curtsy low : 
The scholars eame and brought in all their artes, 
Shee knew their practise ere they learned their partes. 

The sailers brought their rubies from the rockes, 
But, of such toies. her treasure was to full : 
The shepards brought the fairest of their flockes. 
But shee coulde weare no doth was made of woll : 
Thus euery one did bring in what they coulde. 
Yet stm she wisht. but knew not what shee wouUe. 

The poeu came, and brought in their inuentions, 
But well shee knew theb fancies were but fahied : 
The muses brought the truth of their intentions, 
Whidi in their kindes were kindely entertained : 
But yet the best, with aU her worthines. 
Toucht not t)ie humor of her happines. 

But when the world could not come neare her wish. 
And saw in vaine it was, her will to seeke : 
The earth coulde yeelde no fmite, the sea no fishe, 
That coulde be founde, that might her fancy leeke : 
Some with a sigh, other, with pitteoos mone, 
AU went awaie, and left her all akme; 

Now when she saw the worlde was gone indeede. 
Her selfe akme, saue but my selfe vnseene : 
Oh Loue quod she, this world is but a weede, 
Who lines on earth, that in the heauens hath beene? 
Thou knowest I know the world did know thee neuer. 
But I do know, heauens know, thou knowest th« euer. 
Thou art a name that nature neuer knew. 
Thou art a knowledge for the earth too high, 
Thou art the triaU of affectkm true, 
Thou art the truth, that cannot make a lie, 
Thou art the sweete, that cannot be concdued. 
Thou art the hope, that neuer harte deoeiued. 
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The Diamond is to thee bat dimmM glasse. 
Gold is but drosse, pearles are but fishes des : 
The wisest head, to thee is but an Asse, 
What life so proud? but in thy presence dies : 
Thou art the Beauty that can neuer fade : 
Thou art the sunne, what euer be the shade. 

Thou leadest (he eie vnto his harts delight, 

Thou leadest the hart vnto his soules desire, 

Thou leadest the soule vnto that lining light, 

Whidi shewes the heauen wher hope can go no higher : 

Thou art the height aboue all heiglits so high, 

As giues the hfe, where loue can neuer die. 

And since I see, such is thy sacred Essence, 
As giues the being to each secret blisse : 
And vertue hath her highest excellence, 
In but performfaig what thy pleasure is : 
Some heauenly Muse, let my poore spirit mone. 
To make the world to wonder at my kwe. 

Thy fiioe my Loue, is fairer then the sunne : 
Thy beauty sweete, is brighter then the daie : 
Thy shining light before the world b^n''>'^> 
And cannot fade, though al the worid decay : 
Where wisedome findes, in state of vertues stoiy. 
The grace of Beauty hath her brightest glory. 

Thy wisedome doth all wonder c om prehend, 
Thy valure is aboue all power victorious, 
Without beginning, and can neuer ende, 
Thy vertue is in heauen and earth al glorious : 
Thy prayses are aboue all praise raysM, 
Where mercy is, in highest gloiy praysid. 

Health is no health, but in thy happy hand, 
Ufe is but death, that thy loue doth not cherish. 
Earth hath no fruit except thou blesse the land. 
Thoughts prosper not wher thou wilt haue them perish, 
Power, is no power, but where thou doest assist, 
Downe goes the world, that doth thy will resist. 

Thy wiU sweete loue, is but the summe of wel. 
Thy well, is well, wd, better, and the best : 
That, with thy loue, thy lining soules may dwdl. 
Safe, in the hope of their eternal rest : 
Thy rest the ioie, the soule cannot ooncdue, 
Thy soules, the Saintes, thy Mercy doth receiue. 

Thy comfort is the tuchstone of true kindenes, 
Thy kindenesse is the very life of loue : 
Thy loue is light, all other light but blindenesse. 
Thy light is life, that death can neuer proue : 
Thy death, was life, thy life is ioie for euer, 
Vnto the soules, that loue and leaue thee neuer. 

What was? or is? or, on the earth shall be, 
But that thou knowst, and knowst al what they are 
And that they haue, their bedng but in thee. 
Made by thy hande, and gouemd by thy care : 
Whidi thou dost prosper, comfort, or itefende, 
And when thou wilt, shal wholy make an ende. 

Grast is the king, whom thou dost only crowne, 
And wise the wit, that only knowes thy wil. 



Happy the State, where thou dost blesse the tpwne, . 
And bkst, the hart, that thou dost keepe from iU : 
But yet the soule, doth in her fidth approue 
The life, the life, is ooely in thy loue. 

Shall I describe thy sweete and glorious seate? 

But, as thou art vnto thy scruanu seene. 

Or shall my spirite humbly else entreate ? 

Some Angels help, that in the heauens hath beene? 

That to the world such gk>iy may vnlolde. 

Or, sale it is, too glorious to bdidde. 

Thy throne is ludgement, luttfce is thy sworde, 
Mercy and lYuth are still before thy face : 
Loue, is thy law, and Wisedom e is thy worde : 
Vertue thy loue, and Bounty is thy grace : 
Pitty thy state, where patience is the story, 
Grace is thy gift, and Mercy is thy ^ory. 

Thus in the seate of sacred exceUence, 
With Viigins, SainU, and Angds all attended. 
Dost thou possesse that princdy residence : 
TOl ludgement passe and loies be neuer ended. 
When all the host of heauen and heauens doth sing. 
An Alleluia, to their heauenly king. 

Where trembling loyes distill the teares of loue. 
And louing feare doeth bring forth blushing faces. 
And blushing faces, in their faith approue, 
Vnwocthy creatures, to behold their graces. 
Whidi graces doe this glorious muskice moue. 
The life of life, is in thy heauenly kxie. 

Now for thy loue, it cannot tume to hate, 
Thou hatest the life, that once doth alter loue : 
It is the stale of an etemall state, 
A mansk>n house, that neuer can remoue : 
Which, on the rocke of true Religion standes. 
And neuer feares the seas of errors sandes. 

Now, thy Rehgton is the rale of life. 
Whose chiefest blessing is the i<He of peace : 
Where kme, cuts of the cause of eueiy strife. 
And sweete accord, doth bring out loues encrease : 
And lones encrease is such a ioie to see^ 
As bring the soule vnto his life in thee. 

Aks, alas, all treasure is but trashe, 

Where loue is banisht by the state of strife : 

The sweetest wine, is but as swinish wash, 

Vnto the water, of the well of life : 

No, no, the pleasures, that the world can proue. 

Are all but sorrowes to thy heaunly loue. 

But, let me see what fniite, thy fiiuour yeddes, 
Or in thy loue, what happy life is founde. 
When sea, and lande, hils, dales, and fairest fiddes. 
Doe all, but in thy Uessed giltes abounde : 
Besides the peace, wherewith the hart is Uest, 
To bring the soule to thy etemall rest 

Thou dost not ioie to see a sinners death. 
But true repentaunce pleaseth thee farre better : 
Yea, thou wilt hdpe at kUest gaspe of breath, 
To make the soule oonfiesse It sdfe thy debter : 
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And wfaoe the aoiile, sudi oo mfa c to doth apptoue. 
Can there be thoq|{fat a oomfort like thj loue? 
NOb no, this voclde is foil of vamon toies, 
Which oft keepa backe the oonfort of thy caie : 
And oanj waies doth worke the haits anoies. 
When Ibrtnne* hope doth prone but heauy iare : 
Oh heawn^ who knew but haUe thy Mew e dn ei , 
Wonhle hate the woride with all his wretchednes. 

Where shew of laith doth shape hot lalshods ckike. 
Whenftndes teares, prone drops of fonde desire : 
Where free oonoettes. will yeeld to kindenes yoke. 
When aoRow paics repentance for their hire : 
While m thy kMie male ]inh« fiuth vnfoklei 
Hart, may her hope, hope may her heauen behoWe. 

What sfaadowes here doe onershroude the eie? 
While Maskmg thoQgfatt doe March before the wfaide : 
Where kmes conceite, doth but fflusion trie. 
When cardes wit beconieth the wOfuIl blinde. 
And Nature findes hendfe still misconoehied. 
Where forme, for matter hath the soule deceined. 

Where n^t for daie, for Ught is darkenes taken, 
Treason fipr truth, and hate indeede for loue. 
Where death is foUowed, and the life forsaken. 
While ioies mistaken, doe but sorrowes proue : 
When in thy loue this life is sweete set downe, 
The faithfiill souk receiues a loiall crowne. 

The swanne is white, but wUter is the snow, 

The dafe is bright, but brighter is the sunne. 

But he that ooulde but thy loues histre know, 

And where the fire of phetius first begunne, 

Wonlde sale, to see thy sweet loues shfaiing bri|^tnes. 

The sunne hath lost his light, the snow his whitenes. 

Fooles, of the earth (alas) oonld neuer know thee. 
And thou dost know, the wisest are but fooles : 
Thy glorious worims doe hi such wonder, show thee. 
That greatest powers, are plashes to thy pooles : 
Hdgfat. dqith, length, fanedth, are in thy knie declared, 
Yet are they nothing to thy loue compared. 

Abone all height, thy krae doeth line on high. 

And who can sounde, the depth of thy loues treasure? 

Or limit out the length of thy loues eie, 

Whidi heauen and earth doth in thymercy measure : 

No. let all he^t, depth, length, and bredth confesse. 

Thy loue is Ucssid, m all blessednes. 

Thy loue ghies light, vnto the inwarde eie, 
Thy kme gines life, vnto the dying hart : 
Thou giu'st, the oomforte. that can neuer die. 
Thou giu'st. the comfort, that can neuer part : 
Thou giu'st. but an, that all hi all doth proue, 
All, an, ni aO, is onely m thy loue. 

Bnt.whatihonkteI? shall I? orcanlgiue? 
To thee : for all. that thou hast giuen to me : 
Whe. by thy loue. my soule doth only loue. 
And hath her hefaig whoiy but in thee : 
Nothing I haue. but, if that ought be mine. 
An doe I ghie vato that kme of thuie. 



And though my sfames, bane bard me of thy Ueming, 
^ great offences to thy grace diuine. 
Yet let my soule, with humble haru confessing. 
Purchase againe, that giatfous loue of thine : 
And, let my teares vnto such pitty moue thee. 
That I may know, that thou dost know I loue thee. 

And while my soule doth to thine honor sing. 
The heauenly praises of thy holy name. 
Oh, let the sounde throughout the world so ring, 
That, olde and youi^, mafe iofe to heare the same : 
And on our knees, al humbly feU before thee. 
With hart, and minde, and soule for to adore thee. 

Not that my witi can touch the smaUest worth 
Of that high wonder worthines of thine : 
For, from a sinner, what can issue forth? 
And wlio more sinner then this soule of mine? 
Whkh doth with teares of true repentance moue. 
Thy gratious hdpe to glorifie thy knie. 

For, as vnto the sea, a water droppe. 
And to the sandes, a little pibble stone. 
And as a come, vnto a harvest croppe. 
And vnto infinite, the number one : 
So are my Muses in their Musicke short. 
Thy kingly prayse of prayses to report. 

But, as a scboler that doth goe to schoole. 
To make a letter, ere he leame to write. 
And as the wit, that knowes it selfe a foole, 
Tin higher wisedome teach it to cndite : 
So let my soule in her submission proue 
Hate of the world, and honour of thy loue. 

For. what is heere that can content the hart ? 
That knowes content, or what it doth containe : 
What thought so sweete but brings as sowre a smart. 
Or pleasure such ? but breedes a further peine : 
What thusg so good? but proues m fine so euil, 
As, but for God. wouide beare men to the deuilL 

What is the Earth? the hOwur of our life. 
What is the sea? a gulfe of griezy lakes : 
What is the aire? a stufie of filthy strife. 
What is the fire? the spoile of what it takes: • 
When these are al, whence euery thing doth springe, 
What is the woride ? but euen a wofiil thing. 

What thing is man ? a clodde of miry claie. 
Slime of the Earth, a sUme to filthie shine : 
Springes like a weede and so doth weare awaie. 
Goes to the earth, where first he did beginne : 
Oh heauens thinke I. when man is wholy such. 
What is in man ? that man shoulde loue so much. 

What hath the woride. to leade the minde to loue ? 

In true effect, a ferdel fid of toies : 

Where, wey the pith, what euery one doth proue. 

The perfecut gems are most vnperfect foies : 

Consider al what fansie bringeth forth. 

The best conceite wiU fel out nothing worth. 

What woridely thinges doe follow fensie most ? 
Welth. beutie, foue, fine diet, honor, feme : 
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What findes affect? both lone and labour lost, 
Disdaine. diaeaacp dishonor, death, and shame : 
Where care, and sorrow, death, and deadly strife, 
Doe rale the rost, in this aociuiM Ufe. 

What thing is Beautj ? colour quidcely gon, 
And what is wealth ? when ridies fid to mst : 
What thing is knie? a toy to thinke vpon. 
Fine diet ? drosse, to feede a filthy lust. 
What worldly honour? oft vnworthy praise. 
What ease? the cause whcrdiy the life decales. 

What is disdaine, the skome of proud conceit, 
And what disease ? the death of discontent : 
Dishonour next? the frnite of foule deodte. 
And what is death? but ende of iU intent : 
Now what is shame ? a shamefull thing to tell. 
And thus the world but euen the way to helL 

For beasts and birds, for fishes, flowers and trees, 

And al such things created for our vse : 

What thing is man ? to take such things as theese. 

By want of grace, to tome vnto abuse : 

Oh wretdied world, when man that should be best, 

In beastly things proues worse then al the rest. 

But when I see the wretched state of man, 
And al the world at such a woful passe : 
That since the course of humane care b^gan. 
More fill of wo, good nature neuer was. 
When this my soule, doth with her sorrow see, 
Lord saics my Loue, that I might liue with thee. 

And leauing so the woxld with all his woes. 
And looking vp to heauen and heauenly ioies. 
And to the grace where vertues glory goes. 
Noting the life, that neuer loue anoies : 
When in my soule, I doe this sweetnes proue. 
Lord sales my soule, how sweet art thou my loue. 

I see the sunne. the beauty of the skie, 

The moone and stars, the candles of the night : 

They haue their essence in thy heauenly eie. 

That blindes the proude, and giues the humble light : 

I see the raine-bow, bended by thy hand. 

That doth both heauen, earth, sea and heauen command. 

Thou gauest the sunne, the moone and stars a course. 
Which they obserue according to thy will : 
Thou makest the tides to take their due recourse, 
And setst the Earth, where it doth settle stil. 
Thou fi:amdst the substance of each Element, 
And settst thy foote vpon the firmament. 
Thus dost thou sitte in glory of thy throne, 
M^th al the hoast, of highest heauens attended : 
Who, in thine ire, hast kingdoms ouerthrowen 
And in thy loue hast little things defended : 
Whose glory more then may by man be knowen. 
And glory most, is in thy mercy showen. 
Thus thou dost sit in honor of thy power, 
Calling the poore vnto thy rich reliefe, 
Sowing the sweete, that killeth euery sower, 
Giuing the salue, that healeih euery griefe : 



Making them liue, that long were dead before, 
And lining so, that they can die no more. 

Thou madst the woiide and what it doth oontaine. 
Ondy but man, thou madst vnto thy kme : 
And mans good will was thy desirM gaine. 
Till proude attempt did high displeasure rooue : 
Thou plagst his pride, yet when thou sawst his paine. 
Thou gau'st the salue, that heald the wound agatne. 

Vngrateftill man, whom thou didst ondy make. 
In loue to loue, and with thy kme pifeMniest, 
And for his loue, enduredst for his sake, 
Such death of life, as dearest loue deseruest : 
What cursM hart woulde to displeasure moue thee. 
That giuing all, askes nothing but to loue thee. 

Oh loue, sweete loue, oh high and heauenly loue. 
The onely line, that leades to happy Ufe : 
Oh k>ue, that liu'st, for louing harts befaoue. 
And makst an ende of euery faatefidl strife : 
Happy are they that kindely can attaine thee. 
And how accurst, that dare but to diyjaine thee. 

Thy loue was cause, that first we were created. 
Loue is the life, that thou wih haue vs leade : 
Loue is the cause, we neuer can be hated, 
Loue is our life, when other life is dead : 
Loue is thy grace, that highest good doth giue 
Loue me then lorde and I shall euer liue. 

And with that worde proceeding firom her hart. 
The trickeling teares distillM downe her eies : 
As if her senoe possest in euery part, 
A secret ioie that did the soule suprise : 
When lifting vp her handes, oh loue quod shoe. 
My soule is sicke she can not be with thee. 

And firom the mercy of thy maiesty, 
Beholde the sonowes of my wounded soule : 
Let pitties care of loues cakunitie, 
My ruthfiiU teares, thy register enrowle : 
And thinke vpon the pensions that I approue. 
For, truely, lorde, my soule is sicke of loue. 

And sicke it is, and so well male it bee, 

A sweeter skkenes then a worldly health : 

A healthfiiU stokenes, to be SKke for thee. 

Where Natures want doth proue the spiriu wealth : 

While hart hath set her highest happines, 

But to beholde thee in thy holines. 

But, I am sicke, and sicke, in euery vaine, 

Sicke to the death, but not to die to thee : 

For why thy loue assures me life agaiae. 

And there to liue where death can neuer be : 

Oh sweetest sicknes, where the soule may see 

The way through death, to come to liue with thee. 

To liue with thee, oh eueriiuing loue. 
Oh let me die, that I may liue no more. 
Till in thy loue, I may the life t^pnnie. 
That may confesse I neuer liu'de before : 
Life is but death where thy loue shineth neuer. 
Onely thy loue, is happy life for euer. 
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My siniies iny simies with sordw ud with 
Of fimhes uid foDies oouaml bane my &oe : 
Death is my doe* I hane desera'd the nme, 
Wo to the hart, in such vnhappy case : 
But if repentance mercy may obtaineb 
Looke on me lone, and I am well againa 

Vnhnppy hart, that ener thee offended, 
Vnworthy eks, thy blessings to bdioide : 
VncarefuD eare» that euer tale attended. 
But to the truth that hath thy men^ tolde : 
Vnfiuthfnl soule, that euer thought did mone 
Fkom eoeriiuing, with thine onely looe. 

But, BOW the hart is dead to worldes delight, 
And cies in teares, pronoonce repentance truth : 
The eare is deafe vntill the hart be right. 
To see the life, that of thy loue ensueth : 
The fiuthfiill soule of pleasure is depriued. 
Dead, tin her life^ be by thy loue reuiued. 

Nor. let me tempt that truest kme of thine 
To hasten thne beyonde thy holy will : 
Bat only looice, Ypon this soule of mine. 
That in thy loue may be her lining still : 
Tm shoe may heare this kxifull sounde of thee 
Come away kme, and euer line with me. 

But, yet my loue. me seems I see thee looke, 
As though my soule had thee displeasM sore : 
But. hath my loue so high displeasure tooke? 
That he will locdee vpon my loue no more : 
Ob. yes, my lone wiU not be angry euer, 
And where he loues, he will be angry neoer. 

Then, though thou chide, yet be not angiy loue, 
But in thy kindenes gine thy sweete correction. 
That humble hart maie in repentance proue. 
The dearest passage of thy loues direction : 
Whose blessed ende may in this only be. 
To liue to die, to die to liue to thee. 

To Hue to thee, fai thee, and but with thee, 

My dearest life, and onely truest ^lQlQlb : 

Where heanen and earth doe all the comfort see. 

That feithftiU passions hi the soule may proue : 

Come hunbe, come lone, come ly betwixt my brests 

Where sealous loue, and true repentance rests. 



s say sweete loue, there is a Phoenix bfarde. 
Of which there was, is, nor will be but one : 
Wfaiefa Phoenix sure. I tUnke is but a worde. 
For such a Urde. I thfaike is surely none : 
BDt that H doeth, hi figure onelie tudi. 
Some heaoenly thing ; on earth was neuer such. 

For why the Urde, Is saied to bee akMie, 
And thou didst male, and femall all create : 
And as for birdes were neuer two in one. 
That euer tmeth hi reason dki refaue : 
NOb no, the ilgure surdy doeth hitende, 
More then the world can easily compi^iend. 
Tbey saie she hath a Unde of fiery Tsineb 
For that she lioes and dies but in the sonne, 



Consumes with heat, and so reufaies againe, 
But, by the heate, whereby her death b^gunne : 
Which striLge conceit makes me cOiectnre this 
Some high construction of the figure is. 

And high it is, that to the heanens doth reach. 
And heauen it is, that sudi a reach intendeth. 
And high intent, doeth such a reason teach. 
That ondy feith this figure oomprehendeth : 
When m thy passion patience doth approue. 
The rising life, of euerliuing loue. 

For by the sunne, is surely vertne ment. 
Which doth enflame the soule with sacred loue : 
The flying high, the feithfiill hearu hitent 
Where loue must woike, but for the lines behoue : 
The ashes, are olde Adam, dead and gon. 
The new hfe, Christ, thy loue anew put on. 

And didst thou die, to oompasse thy desire? 
And thy desire, but to preserue thy looe? 
And, could hi thee, kyue, kindle such a fier? 
To leane thy life? thy constant loue to proue? 
Then of thy loue, let this the figure be. 
If euer there were Phoenix, thou art he. 

And since thou didst, that sweete example giue. 
By thine owne death to show thy dearest loue : 
Tliat we might leame the onely way to liue. 
Is, by thy crosses comforts to appioue : 
Oh let my soule, beseech her saansd rest, 
But in the ashes of the Phoenix nesL 

Me thinkes, I see, that gknions seate of tUne. 
Whereto thy Sahits and Angeb al assemble. 
And in the presenoe of thy power diulne. 
With kMfiiU feare, how enen the highest tremble : 
And when those spiriu, doe such passions proue. 
Shall I presume, to think vpon thy kiue? 

Oh sweetest loue, that carries sudi a force. 
As keepes the hart of humble hope in awe : 
And sweete agafaie, that caries such remorse. 
As hath cut off, the curses of the lawe : 
And sweetest yit. that in the soule doth proue 
There is no sweete indeede. but in thy loue. 

Which feeds the hfigry with a heauenly bread. 
And cooles the thhsty from the liuing Rocke, 
Which heales the steke, gmes life vnto the dead. 
And wakes the careful, with the motniog cocke : 
Which breedes the peace, that stinteth enery strife. 
And giues the fountaine of the well of life. 

It is the key that opes the doore of grace, 
Vnto the care that thou hast constant proued, 
And shewes the feuour of thy shining feoe. 
Vnto the blessed of thy deare bdoued : 
It is in summe, the faifinite sweete pleasure. 
Of tried feith, and true Repentance treasure. 

Oh ioy of foies, what hart can comprdiend thee? 
Oh sweete of sweets, what sencethat can cOcdue thee ? 
Blest be the harts that truly doe attend thee. 
And ten thnes blest, that in their sonles reoeroe thee : 
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And lairely blett, whom thou hut &ithliil ptooad. 

Bat chiefly ble«t whom thou hut diiefly loued. 

Me thinkes I see, how sweetly thou dost ride. 

Aboue the heauens, vpon the Cherubs high, 

With all thine angels set on euery side, 

With all the sound of sweetest hannony : 

Where all and some, theh- sweetest notw do ftamt 

To sing the praises of thy holy name. 

Me thinlces I see the holy Martyrs crowned« 

On hOble knees cast down their crowns before thee : 

And cry alowd, be thou alone renowned. 

Let heauen and earth, and all the worid adora thee. 

When, my poore soule, wfth sinne oppressed «oi«, 

Can say Amen yet, though it say no mora. 

Oh that my soule could see that sacred light, 
That might but leade me to thy holy will, 
And leame the rule, that keepes the soule aright, 
In perfect £uth thy precepts to ftilfiU : 
And might so ncere vnto thy hand abide, 
As from thy kme, mig^t neuer steppe aside. 
But, what am I? a worme and wretched thing, 
Vnworthy creature, made of earth and dale : 
Once to presume to speak vnto my King, 
On whom the state of highest heauens doth stale : 
Let no presumption thy displeasure mooe. 
But in thy pitty looke vpon my loue. 

For I am sicke, oh Sauiour sende me health. 
My hart is hurt, come heale my deadly wounde : 
And I am poors, rdiene me with thy wealth, 
Yea, I am dead, oh raise me from the grounde : 
My health, my wealth, my only resunectk>n. 
Let my soule Uuo, but hi thy loues psdeotion. 
Befaolde the teares of my repentaunt truth, 
And wey my sorrowes, by my sighfaig sobbes : 
And in the rale but of thy heauenly rath, 
Fede my poore hart, hi horror how it throbbes : 
And ?dien thou teest my soule thus wo htgaxk her. 
In thy sweete mercy, sweet krae looke vpon her. 

And from the dew of thy deare blessed loue. 
Let £aI1 one droppe vpon my driM hart : 
Wherehi my soule such comfort may approue. 
As may asswage the rigour of my smart : 
And being so by thy sweete hand relieued, 
Male so raioioe, as neuer more be grieued. 

Lorde who dare looke against thy lining power ? 
Or what doth Hue? but onely in thy loue : 
The sweete of sweets where there was neuer sower. 
But ioies of knes, that can no sorrow preue : 
Oh purest proofe, of loue and lifes periectkm. 
Blest be the soule. that hues by thy direotkm. 
But my heart pantes, my soule doth quake for feaie, 
And sonrowes pahie possesseth euery part : 
My heape of sinnes, to heuy for to beaie, 
Presae downe desire with terror of deaart : 
And in great dread, of deepe dispaiie doth crie, 
Orace glue me life, for in my liiuies I die. 



For stin tbefledi issnbtoet to ofiende. 
While yet the spirit, grooeth for thy giaoe : 
But thou ha^t power the weakest to defonde. 
That vnto thee, reoeale their beany case : 
Then from that hande, and nslghty arme of thine, 
Strengthen, this weafce and wounded soule of mine. 
Thou that hast saide prairde Bsaw was thy hate. 
And humble lacob, waa thy dioaon lone : 
That doth the power of werkUy pride abate. 
And workst the heauen of homUe harlea behone : 
Make Esawea life with Iambs kme agree s 
Or kiU the flesh, the aoQle male Ikia with thee. 

And from deipalrei that poisned sting of death. 
I>dhier Lorde. the foirowea of desiit : 
And at the latent hovre. and gaspe ^ breath. 
Let humble hart, the hope of heauen aspire : 
Where fiuthiiiU touloa nMie in thy ihuonr see. 
That ondy lout, doth oody Uue in thoa. 

What booteth me the worlde far to posaesse. 
And want the iewell of my heanenly mie : 
What earths dd^ht? but la to me distiesae. 
When natures health, doth proua the aoules anoyc : 
No. my sweete kmci let this poore soule of mme. 
Neuer haue life, but ia thai k)ue of thine. 

One predoua droppe of thy pore oitt of gnce. 

Power downe, sweete loue into my wounded hart : 

And to my foith, to tijune thy tooteg fiuse. 

That from thy fouour I maie neuer pan : 

Looke on thy Mary with her bitter tearea. 

That washt thy feete and wipte them with her hearca. 

The greater depu foigiuen. the greatw km^ 
Thy worde hath sakle, and it aaaea cuor tiue : 
When paUence life, in pitties kroe doth piow. 
In greatest mercy, groatest glory grue ; 
Where one mans sinne procurM all mew paine. 
And one mans grace, gaue all men lifo againa. 
Oh high creator of all creatures lining. 
Who nothing wantst that all thingea dost piyymnc : 
What hath the worid that may be woith the giving. 
Vnto the honor of thy holines : 
But ondy thankes, that thy trae spirit moueth. 
In that true hart, that thy uue mercy loueth. 

But stm I see my loue is sore displMsda, 
And tds me of n^ great vngrat^ibies. 
When so my soule, with sorrow is diseasde, 
As in my hart, findes nought but hateAdnes : 
And with the teares of trae repantanoe crieth. 
Lorde saue the lifo, that in thy men^ lioth. 

For. thou art loue, the euerihiing God, 

And ondy God and ondy of the lining. 

Who. thou^ thou smitft thy childrBn with thy rod, 

Sweete is the care of thy oorreotietts giuiiv : 

In which thy sweete and kfaidest care correct me. 

But in thy mercy, neuer doe rdeot me. 

Let neuer death against thy life preoaile. 
Nor euer hate, ooee kwke against thy kme, 
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Nor fiuchlUl hope thy hettoenly fiftaoar fidle, 
But harts oontrilioii YuKppf ooinfort pravM : 
And let the loiife, eaen at the don of death, 
Uoe bj the aier bat of thy heanealy breath 

Mine efes are dhnme, my flesh, bare sUn and bone. 
My smeves sfaroncke, and all my Hmmes are nam, 
Mine eares are deafe, but to the iotnid of mooe, 
My s p cech > is but to toRow ilrolLen dnm • 
My blood dried vp, my heart with toffow soken. 
Oh hdpe the aoale* befaie the heart be broken. 

Behold the so r row es, that my soule doeth make. 
And see what tonnents teare my heart asunder, 
Where easy teare^ doth other ooertakot 
Where feareliin care, puu fiuthfnll oomforto vnder : 
Oh my sweeie hie thoui^ I be deadly woonded. 
Let not my fiUth be vtteriy confounded* 



And sinoe oh kfaig. that thou art ondy able, 

To helpe the hdples, ondy but in thee. 

And by one onimme, from thy trne mereies table. 

The woioll soule may well reOeoM be : 

Of that cweete fttode. oh let my frith so tast, 

That by thy hme, my life may eoer kst. 

What life is this, that wretches here we leade? 
Caring and carfcing for our fleshly lines, 
Neoer wd fild, irtien we are too much fedde, 
Where strange conoetu for true contentment striues : 
Tearing our harts, and tiring out our minds, 
For that, in fine, which but repentance findes. 

Where kindnet proues a Unde of leude conodte, 

Leadii^ the heart to kithsomnes of kme, 

While wisest wits on wanton humours waite. 

And willun iandes doe but follies proue ; 

Where power and pride, so plage the world with woes, 

That peace and vertue, all to mine goes. 

Where gokl is hdde a Qod, sihier a Saint, 
And duit and drone, are dearest in rcgarde : 
Where friendship fiuks, and Csith bq;innes to fiunt, 
And curses rale, while blessed thoughts are barde : 
And all and some, doe in conchision proue. 
Wo to the world, that Hues not by thy loue. 

Where vahire proues but foolish hardines. 
And greatest wit, is wicked wilines, 
And honour gotten by vnworthines, 
FSls all the worid with all mhappines, 
While tertue sighes, at sinners wickednes. 
And Angds mourne for oar Yngodlines. 

Where parents griue at childrens stubbomes. 
And duldren smile, at parents childishnes, 
Where masters sigh, at seruants idlenes. 
And seraants laugh at masters wantonnes, 
While laithlull soules In s ono w es wreCohednes. 
Looke but m heauen to hane thdr blesaednes. 

Wbere subtle heads, are simple harts illusion, 
IVbile tynumt thoughts vniustly make intrusion. 
And outward shewes, are inward thoughts allusion, 
Wliile strange deUghtes, are strong desires delusion : 



And heedles care, doeth make vp this oondosfon, 
That kcke of grace, Is all the worids oonfaskm. 

Where brightest truth, by treason often blamed is. 
While foithles hart, with folshood all faiflamed is. 
And carefoll age, with sorrow all ashamed is. 
That cardes youth so long at laxge vntamed Is, 
That, where good natore, all (alas) misnamed is, 
The fiuth of honour, vtterlie deiamed is. 

Where sore decaies the care of true OentUity, 
And strong disquiet standeth for tranquility, 
And venue is of too much imbedUty : 
Where iaith is found but fol of al fragility, 
When honors loue, that lines by hopes humility, 
Must walke among the beggars for ability. 

Oh wicked frolt, of wofol beam aflecdOB, 
When once the soule li tonoht by dna infoetkm, 
And wil not leame, by can of thy correction, 
To leade a life, but by thy louet direction, 
Where in the fire of thy bright sunnes reflexion. 
They male behold of hdght of thdr perfection, 

But, what is Earth? and what but earth are we ? 
A goodly brag, begunne and endes in dust. 
Where old and young, and all the world may see. 
From whence we came, and whetherto we must : 
Short time we line, no sooner dead then rotten, 
And scarce wd buried, but wee are foq;otten. 

O Lord thou knowest, this world is all but wo, 
Where sinne doth seeke to get the vpper hand : 
The flesh would frune the spirit oaerthrow, 
But that her stay doth in thy mercy stand : 
But, since the soule may conquer sfame by thee, 
Lord let thy mercy ondy fight for me. 

Let me but looke vpon thy holie lone, 

And socke my honie book that heanenlte bine : 

Wherein my soule soch sweetnes male approue, 

That with that foode shee onaie for eoer hue : 

And feeding so vpon thy sacred win. 

When shee is fedde, yet male shee hunger stilL 

Oh bring me home, that long hane beene abroade. 
And leade me straight, that long haue gone astraie : 
And raise me vp that haue beene ouertroade. 
And on thy merde, let me onlie staie : 
That my poore soule, male in thy comfort proue 
Lo, what it is, to Hue but in thy loue. 
Some wish for golde. and some for golden graces, 
Some wish for wit, and some for woridely pleasure. 
Some wish for power, and some for statdy places. 
And some, alone, doe wish for woriddy treasure : 
But. let my will, those wishes all displace. 
And wish alone, thy fauour, and thy grace. 

Some in their chariots, some in horses trast. 
But, be thou still a strong defence to me : 
Some heere desfae hot to possesse their htst, 
Let my soalce kme, be but to line to thee : 
Some wish, but here to purehase woridly iune, 
Let me but ioie, to glorify thy name. 
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And not, alone in sweeteit wofdes to moae, 
The worldly cares to wander at the same : 
But in my woriLes thy praises I maie prone, 
I doe but seeke the honour of thy name : 
That an true soules maie iustly sale with me, 
All that is good, directly comes of thee. 

Let me but tuch the garment of thy grace, 

I shall be healM of my sickest sore : 

Ijti me but looke vpon thy louing faoe. 

Such health will come, I shall be sicke no more : 

Yea, if thy mercy mitigate my paine. 

If I were dead ; I should reniue againe. 

Forget, oh lorde the follies of my youth. 
And giue me not the death of my deaart 
But of the treasures of thy heaoenly Truth, 
Bestow an almis on my needy hart : 
That in the secfets of thy sacred loue 
My carefuU soule, her comfort may approue. 

Let not mine eare once listen to the sounde 
Of vaine conceits, that but deodue the minde, 
Nor, let the worlde ao giue my hart a wounde. 
That, in my soule, mine eie be stroken bhnde : 
But, let my spirit onely make her choise. 
But. in thy loue and mercy to rek>ice. 

Oh, that my waies, were all and whole directed, 
Vnto the seruice of thy sacred will. 
And, that my fiuth, had in my sotde effected. 
The happy comfort, of that heauenly skill : 
That, in true loue, might euer so attende thee. 
As. in delault, might neuer more offende thee. 

That I might leaue this lothsome world of ours, 
And chuse the honor of thy children awe, 
And in thy heauen, and with thy heauenly powers, 
Leame, but obedience to thy blessed hiwe : 
And with thy Saints and holy Martyrs sing, 
All Uwde, and glory to my heauenly king. 

Then, should my hart finde out my heauenly rest, 
And sorrow then should tuch my soule no more. 
But hart and soule, both in thy merde blest, 
Should dale and night thy holy name adore : 
And make the worlde, by some effectes to see. 
It is thy loue hath wrought this life m me. 

And with that worde, she sweetly fetcht, a sagh. 

And then a sobbe, and then a bitter teare. 

As who should sale, that either death was nigh. 

Or else her hart, was stroken with a feare, 

Or eUe the spirit might be oueroome. 

That for the time her tongue was stroken dumme. 

But, let it be, all blessed is the traunce. 
When so the soule is oueroome with loue. 
That vertues choice, doth finde it is no chaunce. 
When humble fidth doth heaunly £suour proue : 
And when the sences from their sleepe arise. 
The spirit findes the life that neuer dies. 



So, when it aeemde shoe wakM from her sleepe. 
Or sodaine traunoe, for so I tearme it right. 
When such high care did so her senoes keqpe. 
That shee awakt, with i^ocy of the light : 
Oh sacred loue, and sweetest life, quod stiee. 
What happy figure hath appearde to me? 

Did I bdiolde, that fairest shining light? 
That made me shake ibr fimre to see thy face. 
And weepe for k)ie, that in thy Ueased sight. 
My sinfull soule, might oome, and sue for grace : 
And did I see thy loue so sweetely vse mee? 
That, in thy mercy thou wonldst not refose me. 

And did thy mercy so thy kme catreate? 
That instioe gane her sworde to mercies hande. 
And did thy mercy sit in instioe seaie? 
And did the iudgement in thy merde stande ? 
Oh blessed loue> where merde doth approue. 
The f mite of loue, is merde, mercies loue. 



I must contftse my cooacience did i 

Of such offience, as I could not denie : 

And of such crime, as thou mightst well oontfine mc 

When by my due, I had deseru'd to die : 

But when thy mercy did my socrowe see, 

How in thy pitty she did pleade for me. 

Beholde, quod shee, the true repentant hart. 
Which bleedes fai teares with sorrowe of her shine : 
What passions haue perplezM euery part. 
Where penitence doth pitties suite b4:inne : 
Where true confession, doth submission proue. 
And true contrition, cries to me for kme. 

Beholde the faith that hath her fairest holde, 
Vpon the gift of thy espectall grace : 
Thy word of truth, that to the worid hath told 
The faithful soule, in heauen shall haue a place : 
And true repentance shall by me obtaine, 
The fireM ioyes from eueriasting paine. 

When that vile serpent, euery soule accuser. 
That sought to bring my comforts to decay : 
That ougly deuil, al the worldes abuser. 
In furies rage, methought did fly awaie : 
And to the life, but of thy mercy leaue me. 
Who to thy seruice, sweetely did reodue me. 

When all thy Saintes, and martyrs came vnto me. 
And in their armes thme Angeb did embrace me. 
And all were glad what comfort they ooufd doe me. 
And in a seate of paradise to place me : 
That al with ioie surprisde these ioies to see, 
I wake, and praie the vision true may bee. 

For, this is it, sweete Lorde, that I woulde haue. 
The world is short, in sounding my desire : 
It is thy mercy that I onlie craue, 
Thy vertues loue, that set my hart on fire ; 
And in thy loue, that ondy liuing blisse. 
That world may wish, but know not what it is. 

FINIS. 
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NOTE. 

Postponing to our Memorial-Introduction a full statement with critical proofe, of the Breton 
authorship of the present Poem, these memoranda may at present suffice^ mainly taken from the 
original prospectus of the Chertsey Worthies' Library (1875) ^-^ '^^ * Countesse of Penbrook's 
Passion' was first printed by (now) Mr. Halliwell-Phillipps in the following volume: *A Brief 
Description of the Ancient and Modem Manuscripts preserved in the Public Library, Plymouth : to 
which are added. Some Fragments of Early Literature hitherto unpublished. Edited by James 
Orchard HalliweU, Esq., F.R.S., F.S.A.y Hon. M.R.I.A., Hon. M.R.S.L., &c. London. Printed for 
Private Circulation only.' 1853. (4to.) The Poem is herein headed : ' An Unpublished Poem by 
Nicholas Breton, From the Original Manuscript' (pp. 177-210). Probably this MS. had at one time 
been in the possession of George Steevens, for in his list of the Writings of Breton in his copy of 
' The worics of a young Wyt trust up' (Steevens* Sale Catalogue, 997, s.h,) the Poem is assigned by 
him to Breton. Notwithstanding all this the Poem was published in 1862 (London, John Wilson, 
Publisher, N. G. B., Editor) as ' A Poem on our Saviour's Passion. By Mary Sidney, Countess of 
Pembroke. From an Unpublished MS. in the British Museum. With a Prefsu:e by the Editor' (8vo. 
pp. 32). I regret to need to say that corrections of readings in the Sloane MS. which N. G. B. prints 
from, that are only found in Mr. HaUiwell-Philipps' MS. as printed, betray his knowledge and use of 
the prior publication, though there is a studious avoidance of acknowledgment of either. The Poem 
as by the illustrious sister of Sidney, has received high praise from Dr. Geoige Macdonald in his 
' Antiphon' as it was earlier quoted from by Wa^polc in his 'Royal and Noble Authors' and by 
Lodge in his ' Portraits of Illustrious Personages.' The title given by N. G. B. of ' Our Saviour's 
Passion' is without authority. The Poem is entitled 'The Countesse of Penbrook's Passion' 
exactly as Breton named another of his productions 'The Countesse of Penbrook's Love' and 
another ' Marie's Exercise' and as Sidney named his 'Arcadia' alter her. My accomplished friend 
Dr. Brinsley Nicholson called my attention to the working into this Poem of two stanzas from Thomas 
Watson's ' Teares of Fancie.' He has since put the nutter before the public in an interesting letter 
to the Atlunaumj and is about to follow it up with detailed evidence of the Breton authorship in the 
same Journal. By his kindness the MS. of this after-letter is now before me ; but as stated above, it 
seems expedient to reserve the discussion for the Memorial-Introduction, wherein all the semi-anony- 
mous though equally genuine Breton books, will fall to be examined and his authorship of them made 
good. Watson will also be shown to have appropriated Gascoigne very laigdy and literally. 

My text is substantially that of Mr. Halliwell-Phillipps ; but as the somewhat considerable Notes 
and Illustrations will show, every line and word has been collated with the Sloane MS. Na 1503 
(formerly the property of ' Johannis Botterelli, Anno Domini 1600^ Novembris 27 ') and a nmnber of 
readings from it accepted. N. G. B.'s text is fairly creditable, albeit our collation reveals important 
errors of reading. In each case the variations are given. The Halliwell-Phillipps MS. is self- 
evidently a revised and improved text as compared with the Sloane MS. ; but nevertheless its 
mistakes make it manifest that Mr. Halliwell-Phillipps is in error in regarding it as autograph. It 
may be recorded that the Halliwell-Phillipps MS. spells ' angd ' as ' angle ' and ' angels ' as ' angles,' 
and otherwise has some odd spellings-— the two former have not been adopted in our text ; nor have 
I divided into cantos, «.jf., I., st 1-46 : IL, st 47-66 : IIL, st 67-80 : iv.*, st 81-92 : v., sL 95-1 la 
Neither of the MSS. has a very intelligent punctuation. Let any one who imagines that editing 
our old literature is a very easy matter, study the Notes and Illustrations appended to the present 
Poem. I must here gratefully acknowledge the invaluable help of John Shelly, Esq., Plymouth, 
and Dr. Brinsley Nicholson, in the critical preparation of our text and notes.— G. 
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I. 
I HERE shall I finde that melancholy moae 
Ttiat nevef haf d of iAf Omgcf tiW inOfJ^? 
And rc^id6 Ch^ pas^ntii IBfltf fid^ pHi OdtK 

iue. 
When ^e and sohoHr wiOfe m a(I<m^; 
To tdl the world more' fli«ta <Re i^oAd €bi MR? 
What fits, bkded ffibA fiO^ l^gitfehdL 

Lett me not ffainke onoe of the analese the«|^tr 
Ne speake of teas thes of the gpsatest gref » 
Wher every aeaoe witk a egfoir es everwroq^he. 
Lives but in deatb^ dispiiynBif of lalflf i 
Whflrt Oma the ha#te with tortMniB torne asonctav 
Mi^e 6f the weride be dM the weMl woAdor. 

3- 

The dayes Uke nSgfats all darkned by dJstresie, 

Pleasure beooaK a sab|ect all of payne ; 

The spirit o ve ipie st with heaviness. 

While hopdesae honor vexeth every vayn^ ; 
Death shakes his darte. Grief hath my grave prepamif 
Yett tcmoie sonowe is my spirit spared 



The owlie eyes that not endure the light, 

The night-iaven's songe, tliat sounds ot nougifl^ b6t 



The cockatrice tiat iikCb witii hex Oghi, 

The poysned ayre, that chokes (he sweetest br6ati&, 

Tbmiders and earthquakes, altogether mett' ;' 

These tdl a title how my life is akt 

i'- 

Wbertf words desohre io dglieS, sighes fait6 feafi^ 
And everye teare fo torments of the mvnde ; 
The mynd's dlstresse into t&ose deadlye feares', 
That finde more dieath, than death it selfe caii finde ; 

Deadi to that life, that ftvidge doth descry^, 

A title more yett of my myserye. 

6. 

Pot an the woes of all the workfe togetl^er, 
SoRow and t)eath sitt downe in all ther pryd!^ ; 
Lett Miserye bringe all her muses hether, 
V/Hh an the honors that the harte may hyde' ;' 
Then reade the state but of my rufull story)!, 
And saye my gref hath gotten sorrowe's ^bry^ 



For nature^s sicknes sometime maye have ease, 
Fortune, though fickle, sometime is a firiende ; 
The mynde's affliction patience maye appease, 
And death is cawse that manye torments ende ; 
But ever aieke,* ttost/ grevid and ttvinge^Syioge', 
Thinke of the anb^ in fliis sorrOfwe lyinge. 

8. 
To shew theflMrtweof my payntf; akHf 1 
Payne hath no nature fo dtecrye tey payne ? 
But where that payne it selfe in payne doth passe, 
Thinke on veacation so in ^ery vayne. 
That hopeles, helples, endtes' pa^ne mky tett : 
Sttve hnM it sdfe^ hnf toyhtf/ ih6t v tlcf hcfl. 



fr sRKnes oe a gruuua or cieaniye greie, 
ConsuitflM){e 6tte haiih cau|(M id€ by the* hhffe ; 
If wante of comforte, hopeles of relef, 
Be fiuther woe : so weye my inwarde smarte ; 

If HietvAes* ehkindeses^' so my gftf lir jfronided ; 

If cawifiSfwiMMigdd, txytaf httte tufontBdud* 

10. 
If love retaiBd, so* muIbt oh* ikiy nilkMft',' 
If truth disgrac'd. sty ^y sorro# MftVMI 7 
If fiayth abused, the ground my torment grew in. 
If vertne scorned, so my (iTeath approved ; 

If death dekyhig^, so niy Uute pdrplticttf. 

If tivinge-dyinge, io' ifiy s^Irit6 vexed. 

ir. 

My inbilti jm^ mfsii^ii fn <thfid!^e'toya. 
My ripef ig6 ill iU«s of title iitesone ; 
My better yeares in all mlBtakm joyes. 
My present time,-~Oh most unhapie seasone I — 
In frniteles lahours and in ruthles love : 
Oh what a horror hatti iby harte to prove. 

I sigfae to se my ihfande myspent, 
I mome to dnde my youthfiiU life misled'; 
I weepe to f eele my further discontent, 
I dye to trye how love is Uvinge dead ; 
I sigfae, I mome, I weepe, I tivinge dye, 
And yett must tive to shew more miserye. 
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The hunted harte aometymes doth leave the hound, 

My harte, alas, is never out of chase ; 

The Umfr4u>und's lyne sometymes is yett unbound, 

My bands axe hopelesse of so high a grace ; 
Sumer restores vrhat Wnrrss doth deprive, 
But my harte wythred, never can revive. 

14- 

I cannot figure Sorrow in conodte. 

Sorrow exceedes all figures of her senoe ; 

But on my woe, even soirowes all may wayte, 

To see a note exceed their excdlenoe ; 
Let me oondnde, to se how I am wounded, 
Sorrow herself is in herself confounded. 

IS- 

But whereof groweth the passion of this payne, 
That thus perplezeth every inwarde parte? 
Whence is the humore of this hatelull vayne 
So dampes the spirite and consumes the harte? 

Oh lett my soule with bitter teares oonfesse, 

It is the grounde of all mihapinea. 

16. 

If lai^ of wealth? I am the note of need. 
If lacke of friendes? no &yth on earthe remaynes ; 
If lacke of health ? se how my harte doth bleed, 
If lacke of pleasure? looke upon my paynes : 
If lai^ of wealth, of friendes. of health, andpleasore 
Saye then my sorrowe must be out of measure: 

17. 
Measure? no measure measure can my thou^t. 
But that one thought that is beyonde all measure ; 
Which knowinge how my sorrowes have been wrought. 
Can bring my harte unto her highest pleasure ; 

Which eyther must my SoROW cult of quite. 

Or never lett me thinke upon delist 

18. 

Ther is a ladce that tela me of a life. 

Ther is a losse that teb me of a love ; 

Betwixt them both a state of such a strife 

As makes my spirite such a passion prove ; 
That lacke of t'one, and th'other^s losse, alas 1 
Makes me the woefulest wretche that ever was. 

My dearest love, that dearest bought my kive, 

My onlye life, by whom I onlye live ; 

Was never feyth did suche affection proves 

Or ever grace did such a gtorie give ; 
But such a lacke, and suche a losses aye me t 
Must neds the sorrowe of all sorrowes be. 

2a 
My love is feyre, yea feyrer then the sune, 
Which hath his light but from his fayrest love ; 



O fayrest love, whose light is never done. 
And feyrest light doth such a kyve approve ; 

But suche love loste, and suche a light obscured. 

Can ther a greater sorrow be indured? 

21. 
He <HmM» from highe to live with me bdowe. 
He gave me life and shewed me greatest love ; 
Unworthy I so high a worth to knowe. 
Who left chefe blisae, a baser choyse to prove ; 
I sawe his woundcs. yet did I not beilcve him. 
And for his goodnes with my synnes did greve 

22. 
I sawe him fenltles, yett I did offend him, 
I sawe him wronged, yett did not excuse him ; 
I sawe his foes, yet sought not to defend him, 
I had his bUssinges, yett I did abuse him : 

But was it myne, or my focfethers* deed? 

Whose ere it was, it makes my harte to bleed. 

23. 
To se the liaett, that travayled for our good. 
To se the hands, that brake the livlye bread ; 
To se the head, wheron our honor stoode. 
To se the fruite. wheron our spirits fedd : 

Feete peare*d. hands bored, and his heade an biedinge. 

Who doth not die with suche a sonowe readiBge. 



He plast all rest, yett had no resdnge place. 

He healed ech payne, yett lived m sore distrcs ; 

Deserved all good, yett driven to great disgrace. 

Qave an harts joye, himself hi heavines ; 
Sufioed them live, by whom himself was slayne. 
Lord I who can live to se such love agayne? 

A virgine's diiW by vertue's power oonceyved, 
A harmles man that lived for all mene*s goode ; 
A feythfriU frend that never frtyth deoeyved. 
An heavenly fruite for ban's espedall food. 

A spirite all of excellence devine ; 

Such is the essence of this love of myne. 

26. 

Whos mansion 's heaven, yett laye withta a manger. 
Who gave all foodc, yett sudrte a virgine's hrestc ; 
Who could have kiled yett fledd a threatned danger. 
Who sought our quiet by his owne unrest ; 

Who died for them that highly did offend him. 

And lives for them that cannot comprehend.him. 

27. 
Who cam no further than his Father sent him. 
And did fiilfill but what He did commande him ; 
Who prayed for them that proudley did torment him. 
For tdlinge truth to what they did demand him ; 

Who did all good that humblie did entreat hime. 

And bcare ther blowes, that did unkindUe beat hime. 
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28. 
A sweet phiddon for the bodye araxed, 
A heavenlye medicine for the mynd diseased ; 
A present comfort for the witts amased, 
A joyefuU spirit to the soule ^i«pi«»fliwMl : 
The bodiCp mynd. the witts, and spiritts' joye. 
What is the worid without him but annoye. 

29. 
He knewe the sidcnes that our soole infected, 
And that his blonde must onelye be our cure ; 
When so our &yth his sacred love afiected, 
That for our lives he would a death endure ; 
He knew his passion, yett his patience bare it. 
Oh I how my sonle doth sorrowe to declare it 



He heal'd the sicke, gave sight unto the bUnde, 
Speache to the dumbe, and made the lame to goe ; 
Unto his love he never was nnkinde, 
He kjnred his frende, and he forgave his foe, 
And last, his death for our love not refused : 
What soule can live to se such love abused. 

31- 

To note his words, whatt wisedome they oontayne ! 

To note his wisedome of all worth the wonder ; 

To note "bi^ workes, what glorie they do ga]me 1 

To note his worth, world, heaven and earth, came under ; 
To note the glorye that his angells gave hime : 
Fye that the world to suche disgrace shoukt drive hime. 

32. 

Unaene he came, he might be sene unto us, 

Unweloome sem'd. that came for all our wealth ; 

He came to die, that he might comfort do us ; 

We slewe the suhjecte of our spirits' healthe ; 
The subject? noe^ the Unge of all our glorie : 
Weepe haxte to death to tell the doliull storye. 

33. 
A Ikm wher his force should be effected. 
And yett a lambe in myldnes of his love ; 
As trae as turtle to his love electted. 
Sure as Mounte Sion that can never move : 

So mylde a strength and so &st truth to prove ; 

What soule can live and lacke so sweet a love; 

34. 
He preadit, he prayed, he fiuted, and he wept. 
The sweet Oeator for the synlull creature ; 
The carefnZl watchman wardye he kepte, 
That brake the necke, even of the fowlest nature ; 
And when he did to hapie state restore us, 
Shan we not weq> to make him then abhore us ? 

35. 
To hate a love, must argue lothsume nature ; 
To wionge a firend must prove too foule a deed ; 



To kill thyself will show a cursed creature ; 
To slaye thy soule no more damnation nede ; 

To ^x}ile the fruite whereon thy spirit feedeth ; 

Oh what a hdl within the soule it bredeth. 

36. 

He thought none ill, and onlie did all goode. 
He gave all right and yett all wronge receyved ; 
The iiende's temptatione stoutley he withstood, 
Yett lett himself by synners be deoeyved ; 
And so at kist when he was woe begone him, 
Howe tiayter worlde did tiranyse upon hime I 

37. 
His fiuiltles members nayled to the crosse. 
His holye head was crowned all with themes ,* 
His garmenu given by k>ts to gayne or losse. 
His power derided all with scofes and scomes ; 
His bodie wounded and his spirit vexed : 
To tfainke on this what soule is not perplexed? 

38. 
Pore Peter wept when he his name denyed. 
And Marye Mawdlen wept for her offence ; 
His mother wept when she his death espied, 
But yett no teares could stand for his defence ; 

But if thes wept to see his waylefoll case ; 

Why dye not I to thinke on his disgrace? 

39. 
Happie was he that suffired deaths so ni^ hime 
That at his end repentance might behould hhne ; 
Thrise hapie life that did in love so trie hime. 
As to his iayth sudi favour did vnfould hime, 
As cravinge oomforte but in mercie's eyes 
That sdfe-same daye did live in paradise. 

40. 

Would I had ben ordeynd to suche a death. 
To dye with hime, to live to hime for ever 1 
And from the ayre but ofhis blissed breath. 
To sucke the life whos love might foyle me never 1 
And drlnke of that sweet springe that never wasteth. 
And feede of that life's bread that ever lasteth 1 

41. 
Oh would my soule wer made a sea of teares, 
Myn eyes might watch, and never more be deapinge ; 
My harte might beare the payne all pleasur weares. 
So I might se hime once yett in my weepinge ; 
When, joyfiill voyoe, this songe might never cease : 
My Savioure's sight hath sett my soule in peace. 



Should I esteme of anye woridlie toye, 
That might behould the height of suche a treasure? 
Could I be Judas to my chefest joye, 
To gayne possession of a gracdess pleasure? 
Noel could my soule in oomforte once conceyve hime, 
I hope his mercye would not lett me leave hime. 
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43. 

Blest was the fishe that but the figure swallowed. 

Of my swete Jesns, but in Jonas' name ; 

More blessed tombe by that sweet bodie hallowed. 

From whence the ground of all our glorie came ; 
Might not my soule be synner. I could wish* 
That I were soche a tombe or such a fishe. 

44. 
But Jonas left the sea, and came to lande. 
And Jesus from the earth to heaven ascended ; 
Why shoulde I then upon more wishes stande. 
But crye for mercye wher I have offended ; 

And saye my soule unworthye is the place 

Ever to see my Savioure in the face. 

45- 
Yett lett me not dispayie of my desire, 
Although even heH do answer my desarte r 
Where humble hope fbot pMe doth aspire, 
Proves patience the padfyinge parte ; 
Wher mercye sweet that sees my soule's bdiavioure, 
Maye graunte me gmoe to se and serve my Savfoure. 

f- 

Whom till I sevio sorrowe s eiiiBcs angofaifa^ 

All discontent with all tint T can see, 

Resolv'd in soute, in sorrowe's loolte to tangnish, 

Wher no conceit but discontent may be ; 
I will sitt downe. till after this world's hell. 
My Saviour's sight maye only make me weile. 

47. 
But shall I so mygryplng griefgive over. 
With hope to se the glorie of my sigbt 7 
Or can my soule her sacred health recover 
While no desarte doth looke upon delighte ? 

No, no, my harte is too, too full of grefie^ 

For ever thinkings to reoey^e nlefe. 



The sune is downe. the i^orie of the dajie ; 

The Springs is paste* the swectnea of theyeane ; 

The harvest in. wherein my hope did staye, 

And wethering Winter gives her chillinge cheare ; 
And what such grefie can death or sonowa^gMw, 
To aoe hia. death, wheiby his. soule. doth liM? 

49. 
Methinkes I se, and aeiii0B si^^ to set, 
How in his paaion patience playas her parte : 
And in his death, what life he gives to me. 
In my love's sorrowe to relive my harte. 
But what a care dodi tiUs cDadnaiDD trie, 
Thfthoad ninafc o^ or els the bodie- dye; 

SO- 
H&w«s my head, n^ hope-, my hacte, my healdi'. 
The speoiaU JeweUof n^ apiritl'a joye; 



The trustie treasure of my highest wealth. 
The onlye pleasure kept me fix>m annoye ; 
He was, and is, and ever more shalbee, 
In life or death, the life of life to me. 

it. 
And lett me se how sweetdie yett he lookes, 
Even while the teares are trickling downe his face ; 
And for my life how well hit death he brookes. 
While my deHute was cawse of Us disgrace } 
And lett me wishe yett while his death I wm, 
I could have dyed for bime that dyed for me. 

Had I but sene him as his servantes did. 
At sea, at land, in cttie, and hi fiekle ; 
Though in himselfe he had tke i^orie hid, 
That in his grace Ihe light of gkirie hehle ; 

Then might my sorrowe somewhatt be appeaaad. 

That once my soule had in bis sight bea plcaaad. 

S3. 

But not to se him tOI f se hfm dye. 

And that my deed was cawser of his dicath ; 

How can I cease to weepe and howle and crye. 

To se the gaspinge of that glorious breath? 
That purest love unto the soule a^itovtd. 
And is the blissinge of the soule beloved. 

54. 

Am I not one of that tctthapie 6f6ode» 

The pellican doth figure in her neste ? 

When I muste live but by hit only bloode ; 

In whose sweet love, my life doth only rest 
O wretehed bird, but I more wretched creature 
To figure such a birde in such a naturer 

Did God himself Onbyne ir should be so. 

To save my life my Saviour shouki (fie? 

His will be done, yett lett me weep for woe. 

To be the subject of this miserie ; 
That though he came to mende what was amise. 
He should be so the author of my bHsse. 



Shall I Bor waA fair bedte «ilh «iy*i 

And save the blevd thar tenet %nm hit tydir? 

That keeps my harte from all iniemall fiearet. 

Unto my soule in penitence applied ? 
Shall Laor sttive with. Jonph for hfeTdoMe, 
And make hifrtoabe itt nf tmle't me AAomr? 

Shall I not dowttase-hiieftin hellidi fiends; 
That led Hk worUle i&woite tnch wtebednes^ 
And hate all them that haye not ben his friends. 
But followed on that work of wretchednes? 

Cut of the head; finte handk upon Um layde; 

And hdpe to huge the dbg tbnf Ume betmyisd? 
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58. 
Shan I not drive the tMitehmen from the grave, 
And watdie the risfaige of the sime renowned? 
Or goe mfBelf aboe Into the cave. 
To kisM the bodie wfaer it li«s entombed? 
What shall I doe? or shaD I not approve, 
For my sonle't health that so my soule did love? 

59- 

love 1 the ground of Hlb ; oh livlye love f 
Why doe I live that did not dye with the[e]. 
When in my hafte f do such horror prove, 
As lets mye care no thought of oomforte see? 

How my poore soule might once sudi service do the[e], 
To give me hope how I might come tmto the[e]. 

6a 

No, I have rone the waye of wickedaeib 
Foigectlnge that my fiiyth shook! follow mosie ; 

1 did not thinke vpon thy hoUnes, 

Nor by my syne what sweetnes I have loste : 
Oh syne, so dose hath compaste me aboute, 
That, Lord, I knowe not wher to flnde the[e] out 

61. 

If in the heaven, it is too hi|^ a place, 

For wicked harla to hope to clime so Uglio^ 

If in die woride, the earth is all too base, 

To entertayne thy giorioos majestic ; 
If in thy Word, unworthy I to read 
So sweet a senc to stande my soule In stead. 

63. 

If in my barte, syne sayth, thou arte not there. 

If in my soule, it Is too foule infected ; 

If m my hope, it is too fiill of feare, 

And fearefuU love hath never Cftyth elected : 
In soule nor bodye, hope nor feare I Aye me 1 
Wher should I loeke wher my soule's love may be? 

63. 

Alas the daye tb«t ever I was borne. 
To se how synne hath bar'd mt from my bli$K 1 
And that my soule is so in torments tome. 
To knowe my love, and com not where lie is : 

O yet, if ev<r heavens hearde <9eatiire crie, 

Lor4 looke a lide on my mifierey 1 

64. 
Let mercy plead in tnie repeniante's. «awsa» 
Wher humble prayre may beavealye pitye m0«t ; 
That though my life hath broken sacred lawes, 
My hart's contrition yett may comfort prove ; 
That till my soule mays aqr sweat Savioore saa, 
Meraey may caste one loviiiga hMka 0a Btk 

65. 
And while I sitt wit|i Marye, at tbe gmw. 
As full of grefe as tpng Ipve mayo live; 



My wounded bane som sparke of hope may have. 
Of such relefe as glorious hand may give ; 
To make me fele, though syne hath death deserved. 
In heaven for me there is a place reserved. 

6S. 

Which sacred truth untiB my soule doth taste. 
To slake the sorrowe of this harte of myne ; 
My wearye life m wofuU thought must waste, 
While soule and bodye humblie I resigne 

Unto those glorious holye hands of his ; 

Who is the hope of my etcmall biisie. 

Butt can I leave to thinke upon the thinge. 

That I can never put out of my thought ? 

Or can I cease of his sweet love to singe, 

Who by his blood his creature's comfort wrought? 
Or can I live to thinke that he should dye 
In whom the hope of all my life doth lye? 

6S. 

No, lett me thinke upon his life and death. 

And after death his ever4ife agayne ; 

He breathed our life, and giving up his breath, 

Revived our aoules that in our synes were slaync : 
His life so good* as never death deaerved. 
And by hia death onr evcr-lives preaecvad. 

Did be not wash his pore Apostles' feett? 
Cam he not lydinge on a sillye asse? 
Did he not heale the criples fai the streett? 
And feed a workl whear litle victanll waa? 

Did not his love most true afiectioi trie? 

To dye foe us that we maya aevec dye? 

Was never infimt shewed such humUenes, 
Was never man did speake as this man did ; 
Was never lover shewed sodi feithfidlness, 
Was never trew man, such a torture bki ; 

Was never state continwed such a storie, 

Was never angel worthy such a glorie. 

?«• 

Oh glorious glerie, In an glorie glorfcms I 

Angds rcjoyoed at his ixicamation ; 

O powerfuU vertue, of all pow'r victoriows 1 

In true redemption of his best creation. 
O glorious life thai made the divels 
Oh glorious death that trode the divds 

72. 
Thus in his birth, bis life, his death, all glorie 
He did reoeyve, who was himself the same i 
The statlye substaunoe of that sacred storie. 
From whence the ground of highest glorie came ; 
Whom highest power to highest glorie raysed, 
And all the hosie of hcavan with i^orie piayaML 
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73. 

Was ever such a gratitude approved, 

Since heaven and earth for man, and man was made ? 

For onlye God, who held him his beloved. 

Till gxaceles syne did make his glorie fieuie ; 

That he whom angels with sach reverenc used 

Should be by man so cruellye abused. 

74- 
O Uvlye image of thy Father's love I 
O lovlye image of the Father's life 1 
O pure conceite that doth this concord prove I 
That all augmented breeds no thought of stryfe 1 
But that the Sonne ui state of all the storye, 
Is found the brightnes of the Father's glorie. 

75. 
Could ever such a glorie be refused, 
By those that wer hi dutie to adore it? 
Or could so great a glorie be abused. 
When angels tremble when they stand afore it? 
' Oh man, woe man I to wounde thy soule so sore. 
To lose thy glorie so for ever more. 

76. 

Befaould the heavens what sonowe they did sbewe, 
And how the earth her doller did dtscrii 1 
The sune was darke, and in the earth belowe. 
The buried bodies shewed their agonye ; 

The Temple rent, the heavens with anger moved. 

To se the death of the divine beloved. 

77- 

And yett thou man, fuDe litle didst regarde 
What thou hadst done unto thy dearest love ; 
Thou madest more reckninge of the worlde's rewarde 
Then of the blissbige of thy soule's bdiove ; 
ENit wretched man, descend into thy thought. 
And with thy sorrowe weare thyself to nought. 

78. 

Yett some ther were, to[o] smalle a some wer they, 
That Joyed to see the sume of all ther joye ; 
They watched the night, and walked in the daye, 
And wer not choked with the worid's anoye ; 
But followed on ther heavenly love alone : 
WouU God in heaven, that I were such a one. 

79. 

But aye me, wretch, all wretched as I am, 

Unworthye all to followe such a friend; 

In sweet rememberaunce of whos sweetest name, 

The joyes b^ne, that never make an end ; 
Lett me butt weep, and sorrowe, till I see 
How mercye's love will cast one looke on me. 

8a 
And lett me heare but what my Savioure sayth ; 
' He once did die that I might ever live ;* 



And that my soule by her assur6d fiayth 

May fisde the comforte that His grace doth give ; 

That for his love, who sonowes here so sore. 

May joye in heaven, and i 



81. 
O joye above all jo]res that ever were I 
Coulde I conceyve but half thyne excellence. 
Or howe to hope to have attendaunce there. 
Where thou dost keepe thy royall residence ; 

And on my knees thy holye name adore ; 

Wer my soule well, she should desyre no more. 

82. 

To se the daye that from on high is q;»inginge. 

To guide our feett into the waye of peace ; 

To heare the virgines playing, ang'Us singinge 

The psahnes of glorie that shall never cease ; 
To heare the sounde of suche tu heavenly quere. 
Would it not joye the soule to se and heare? 

83. 

To se the Saints and Martirs in ther places. 
By highest grace with heavenlye glorye crowned ; 
To see the kisses and the sweett embraces. 
Of blessed soules by constant fiBiyth renonned ; 
To se the ground of all this sweett agreinge. 
Were not these sighu all sweetlie worth the seinge? 

84. 
The diamounde, rubie, saphire, and sudi like 
Of pretious gemmes, that are the worldhnge's joyes. 
And greatest princes for ther crownes doe seeke ; 
To heavenlye treasures are but triflinge toycs : 

Wherwith the holie dtie all is paved. 

And all the walles are round about engraved. 

8s. 

No 1 He that sits on the superaall throne. 
In majestic moste glorious to behould. 
And holdes the septer of the woride alone ; 
Hath not His garments of imbroydred goulde. 

But He is clothed with truth and righteousness ; 

The garmentt of true &yth and holynes. 

86. 

Oh, would my soule out of some angel's winge. 
By humble snte might gaine one heavenlye penne 
Might Wright ui honor of my glorious Kinge ! 
The joye of angels, and the life of men ; 
That all the woride might fall upon ther fiwes 
To heare the glorie of his heavenhe graces. 

87. 

But stane I see his wondrous worth Is suche. 

As doth exceed all leache of human sence ; 

And all the earthe, unworthie is to touche, 

The smaleste title of his excellence ; 
Lett me refiere unto some angel's glorie, 
The hapie writtinge of this heavenlie storye. 
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88. 

Wber beavenlfe krre Is cawse of holjre life. 

And holie life encreaseth heavenlye krre ; 

Wber peace establisht without feare or stiyfe. 

Doth prove the blissinge of the aoule's behove ; 
Wber thirst, nor hunger, grefe, nor soirowedweOeth, 
But peace in jo]pe» and joye in peace esodleth. 

Wher this sweett kinge that on the white hone lideth. 
Upon the winges of the odestiall winde ; 
Neare whose sweett ayre no Uastinge breath abideth* 
Nor stands the tree that he doth fruitles finde ; 

Doth make all tremble wher his glorye goeth? 

Yea, wber his mildnes most his mercye sheweth? 

90. 
O joyfnll fear I on vcrtne's love all fomided ; 
O vertuoos love 1 in merde's glorie graced ; 
O gratioos love 1 on feythe in mercf gromided ; 
O feythfuU love I in heavenlye favoure placed ; 

O setled love 1 that cannot be removed ; 

O giatioiis love 1 of i^orie so beloved. 

91- 

Wher virgines Joye In their viiginltie ; 

The virtaus spouses in ondefiled bedd ; 

Tlie tme divines in true divinytie ; 

The gratioos members in ther glorious heade ; 
The synners joye for to escape damnation. 
And fe.ythfnU sonles rqoyoe hi ther salvation. 

92- 

Wher sicke men joye to se their sweetest health, 

Tlie prisoned joye to see ther libertie ; 

Tlie pore lejoyoe to se ther sweetest wealth, 

The verteons to adore the Deitye ; 
And I nnworthye most of all to see 
The eye of mercye cast one look on me. 

93. 

But can my haite thus leave her holye love, 

Or cease to singe of this her highest sweett ? 

Hath patience no' more passiones for to prove? 

Hath fencye laboured out both hands and feett ? 
Or bath invention strayned her vayne so soce, 
That Witt nor wiU. hath power to write no more? 

94. 

No f heavens foibid that ever feythfull harte. 
Should have a wearye thought of doinge weQ ; 
But that the soule maye summon everye partOi 
Of everye senoe wher anye thopght maye dwell ; 
That may disdiaige the dutie of this caie. 
To pen his praise that is without compare. 

95. 
But ftaat no eye can looke on him and Uve, 
Nor harte can love, but looUqge on his kive ; 

so 



Befaould the glorye that his grace doth give. 
In all his workes that dothe His wonders prove ; 
That all the world maye finde ther witts too weake 
But of the smalest of his pnyae to speake. 

96. 

Befaould the earth how sweetlie she bringes forth 
Her trees, her flowers, her hearbes, and every grasse ; 
Of sundrye nature and most secrett worth. 
And how ech branche doth others' beawtle passe ; 

Both beastes, and birds, and flashes, wormes and flies. 

How ech ther hij^ Creator glorifies. 

97. 

The lyon's strength doth make him stand as kinge. 

The unioome doth kill the poyson's power ; 

The roaring bull doth make the woods to ringe. 

The tiger doth the cruell wolfe devoure ; 
The elephant the weightie burthen beareSt 
And ravenhige woulefes are good yett for ther heares. 

9a 

To see the grayhounde course, the hounde in chase. 
Whilst litle dormouse sleepeth out her time ; 
The lambes and ndjbots sweetlie rune at base. 
Whilst highest trees the litle squirUes clime ; 
The cralinge wormes out creepinge in the showers, 
And how the snayles do dime the lofty towers. 

99- 

To see the whale make fiirrowes in the seas, 
Whilst soddenlye the dolphine strikes him deade ; 
Which havinge founde the depth of his disease, 
Upon the shore doth make his dyinge bed ; 
Where heavens doe worke for weaker harts' behove : 
Doth not this grace a worke of glorie prove? 

loa 

But shioe that all skye, sea, or earth oonUynes, 

Was made for man ; and man was onlye made 

For onlye God, Who only glorie gaynes ; 

And that one glorie that can never fade ; 
Shall man forgett to give all glorie diie 
Unto bis God, bom. whom all gkirie grew? 

lOl. 
But lett me come a Utle higher yett. 
To sune and Moone, and everye stare of light ; 
To see how each doth in his order sitt, 
Wher everye one doth keep his course aright ; 
And all to guide these darkned eyes of oun : 
Give these not glorie to the highest powers? 

I03. 

No, lett not man shew hfanself so ungratefoH 
Unto his God, that all in love did make him ; 
By thankles thopghu, to make \JiM spbite hatefull 
Unto his kinge that never will forsake hime ; 
But lett his soule to God all i^orie give. 
In whome doth all love, life, and glorie live. 

B 
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103. 

And lett me wretcfap onworthy moit of all. 
To lift myne eyes unto his lonelye seate ; 
Before the feett, bat of his mercye, falle, 
And of his mercye but the leave entreate ; 

That with his aorvants I maye sitt and 

An alldttiah to my beavenlye kinge. 

K04. 

Come all the woride and call your witts together, 
Borrowe some pens from out the angeU's winges ; 
Entreat the heavenes to send ther muses hether, 
To hdpe your soules to write of sacred thinges ; 

Prophane conceits must all be caste awaye ; 

The night is past, and you must take the daye. 

105. 

Speake not of lynne, it hath no partie heare. 
But Wright of grace, and whenc her glorye grew ; 
Thinke of the love that to the life is deare, 
And of the life to whome all love is due ; 
And then sitt downe an glorie all to singe. 
All to the gkyrye of your glorious Unge; 

106, 

Firste make your grounde of foythlull hol]mes 
Then your dtvisions of divine desyres ; 
Lett all your rtsUs be hopes of bappynes. 
Which mercye's musicJU in the soule requires ; 
Lett all your sharpes be feares of faythfiiU hartes, 
And all yom Jlatts the death of your desarts. 



107. 
Yett riu vid/iUi, as hope or feaie diracl«B, 
The nature of eob mote, la Jf^g, ar Urns; 
And lett yoor voyces oanye sodi eflecMs, 
As maye approve your pairioiis are <fivine ; 
Then lett your cmuoHs al agsee in one, 
*' To God above all glorye be atone;" 

108. 
Ilien lett your ditti€ be die dearest thought, 
That may revhre the dyinge harte of k>ve ; ' 
That onlye mercye fai the soule hath wro ught . 
The happie c om f or t e of the heavens to prove ; 

Then lett your sounds unto the heavens aasend. 

And lett tiie closes all in glorie end. 

109. 

Glorie to him that shteA on the throne. 
With all the hoste of all the heavenes attended ; 
Who all thinges made, and governes all alone, 
Vanquisht his foes, and aH his flocke defended ; 
And by his power his chosen soules preaervetfa, 
To singe his pnyae that so aAt prayae deserveth. 

iia 

And whilst all soides are to his glorie siqginge, 
Lett me pore wretch not whoUye hould my peace ; 
Butt let my teares fix>m manure's glorye springinge, 
Keepe time to that sweett songe maye never cease ; 
That while my soule doth thus my God adore, 
I maye yett singe AiCBN, althougfae no more. 

Gloria in Bxeelsis Deo, 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Stanza i. line i. 'shall' of Sloane MS. preferable to 
HalliweU-PhUlippsMS. 'should :'L 3, 'the 
ptusioHts* preferable to 'her passion' 
of the Sloane MS. : 1. 6, 'figure' simiUurly 
preferable to 'figured* of Sloane ifs. 
Cf. kindred thoughts in opening lines of 
An Eztreame Passion, in MeL Humours, 
p. 8 ; and on L 6, the same, L to. 
„ a. L s. ' Ne' (Sloane vs.) better than ' Maye' of 
HaUiwell.Phillipps VS.. looking to 'tUnke' 
and 'speake ': L 3, ' sorrowes ' is in Sloane 
M& and in Thomas Watson (see Introduc- 
tion) 'sorrowe:' L 5. 'torments' isinSloane 
MS. ' torment. ' Of course the singulars are 
collectives (as required in construction of 
1. 5) : »3. 'Whilst' of Sloane vs. better 
than ' WhUe ' of Halliwell-PUlIipps MS. 
, , 3. L X. ' nights ' and ' by ' preferable to Sloane 
MS. 'night' and 'in.' Cf. thought in 



A Dolefiill Passion, pp. 6, 7, L a, and An 
E3ctr. Passion, L 33, MeL Humours, as 
before : L a, ' become ' (Sloane MS.) better 
than 'became' of Halliwell-FhiUipps 
MS. : 1. 4, ' hopelesse * of Sloane M8. 
better than 'helpless' of Halliwell-Fhil- 
UppsMS. 
Stansa 4. L z, 'eyes . . , endure* prefanable to Sloane 
MS. 'eye . . . endures :* L a, 'night-raven's 
. . . sounds of preferable to Sloane us. 
'night-crowes . . . soundeth,' albdt the bird 
is the same in either case. I have inserted 
the hyphen. 
„ s 1< i> 'words desolve . . . Into' preferable to 
Sloane MS. 'woes dissolu'de . . . and 
sighes to.' y^atson agrees with fonner, 
but has 'dissolv'd:' L a, 'tormenu* 
better than ' torment ' of Sloane MS., and 
is so in Watson : so too, L 3, *into* for 
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II 



' «Bto '— «]so Watson'8 : L 4— Cf. L z8 of 
An Extr. Passion, as befora : 1. 5. ' doth ' 
prafomble to 'can' of Sloane us. 
Scaaa 6, L a, * att' preferable to 'sett ' of Sloane us. 
Ct 'brinfe' (L 3) : L 4, 'horrors' better 
than Sloane MS. 'sorrowes.* Cf. Extr. 
Passion, as before L lo «/ /rtfuemUr: 
L S--CL ibid,, and A SoL Sonnet 1. 3, 
MeL Hiunoan^ p. 8» as before and else- 
where: 'state' is better than '£ue' of 
Sloane M& 

»> 7* 1*5» 'crost'pnfenhle to 'erased 'in Sloane 
m., albeit it does not si^fy craxed in 
Bind : ib. 'grevid ' is spelled ' grdT'd' in 
Sloane u&,\ ib,\ have deleted comma 
(,) after 'living' and inserted hyphen. 
Ct An Extr. Passion, 1. 17, and page 9, 
L 97 : and this poem, St. la, IL 4 and 5 : 
L 7, 'of* and 'this sorrowe' better than 
'OD'and 'the^' 
8. L 4, 'vexation' prefoable to 'vexations:' 
1. 5 in Sloane MS. reads ' That hopelesse 
helpcs, this endlesse payne may tdL ' This 
is meaningless ; bot the insertion of ' this ' 
shows that ' helpes' was intended and is 
■o mis-TCa(fing. For the thought of IL 
S 6g£ What is Hell, IL 3, 4MeL Humours. 
as before, p. 6 : An Extr. Pass., L zo and 
p. 9, L 97, etc., etc 

„ xa L z, 'raade' — HalliweU-PhiUipps MS. has 
' weed' erroneously : L a, ' disgraced ' of 
Sloane MS. better than Phillipps' 'dis- 
grac'd' as in 1. z 'reiused' and in L 4 
'aootned' and gives better rhythm: L 4, 
'vertue' is preferable to 'vertues' of 
Sloane MB., and agrees better with ' love.' 
'tnah/ 'fittth:'lL5,6cf.AnExtr. Psss. 
as befope, p^ 9, IL 96-7 : L 5 ' ruine ' better 
than 'crime 'of the Sloane MS., though in 
the printed text of z863 it is given ' ruin.' 
zz. L s 'labours' preferable to 'labor,' and 

' inthlea ' to ' endlesse ' of Sloane MS. 
zfli» L 6k * shew :' Sloane MB. ' knowe.' 

,. Z3. L z« 'sometymes' from Sloane MS. prefer- 
able to 'somclime' of HalliweU-Pbillipps 
MB., and so in 1. 3cC An Extr. Passion, as 
belose, p. 9, L »>: 1. 3, ' Une-houndes ' Sloane 
MB./linie-hoands' HaUiwell-PhOlipps MS. 
^4bnner aocqMed as better agreeing with 
the '^fne ' thaAfoUowB, which is miswritten 
«life'inHalliweil-PhimppsMS.,asis 'na- 
bound ' miswritten 'vnfoonde' in Sloane 
M8L : I 5t 'restores' is mis-written 're- 
store' in HalUwdl-PhilUpps MS. 

„ 14. L z, 'Sorrow ' is aoJs-written ' sorrowes ' in 
Weans MB.— see L a, 'sonowe'and 'her:' 
L a, 'enoeedea' miswritten hi HalUwell- 
PhflHpps MB. 'eaoaed:' 1. 3, 'wayte'— 
HaUiwell-FhllUppB mlBwrites 'wayste:' 



in Sloane M& is erroneously 
'when.' 
Stansa zs. L z, 'whereof preferable to Sloane MS. 
'wherefore,' as agreefaig better with 
' whence ' (L 3) : ii, * groweth ' of Sloane 
MS. preferable to Halliwell-Fhillipps M&, 
as agreekg better with ' perplexeth ' (L a) : 
ib. ' the ' better than 'this' of Sloane MS., 
though the latter is so much after Breton's 
manner that it may be taken as his first 
reading. 

„ z6i L 4, ' pleasure' preferable to 'pleasures ' of 
Sloane MS. , albeit the latter perhaps agrees 
best with 'paynes :' but see IL 5. 6. and 
St. Z7. L z : IL 5. 6. Sloane M& reads 
' health • . . wealth, of pleasures,' and 
L 6. ' measures '— HalliweU-Phillipps text 
preferable. CI An Extr. Pass., Mel. 
Humours, as before. U. 3, 4 from end. 

„ >7- 1* 4* 'unto' better than Sloane MS. 'into :* 
L 5, ' Sorrow ... of ' preferable to < sor- 
rowes ... out ' of Sloane MS. 

„ Z9i L 4, ' a glorie' more alliterative and more 
Bretonesque than Sloane MS. ' an honor :' 
L 5, ' losse ' is miswritten ' foe' in Sloane 
MS., though again in zBda text printed 
'losse.' 

„ aa L z, 'yea' of Sloane MS. better than 'and' 
of Halliwen-PhiUipps MS. 

„ az. L 4, ' Who left chefe ' preferable to Sloane 
MS. 'Left my cheife;' but it is open to 
the reader to apply it either to God, or 
earth, or the man (' I') : L 5, ' woundea' 
is miswritten hi Ha]]iwdl-Phi]lipps MS. 
'wonders:' L 5, ' yet did I not ' of Sloane 
MS. better than ' yet did not I ' of Halli- 
well-FhiUipps MS. 

., an. L 4, 'sought' preferable to Sk)ane MS. 
'fought' 

,. ^ L a. 'the livelye' better than 'that' of 
Skmne MS.: L 4, 'spirits' better than 
'4>yrite' of Sloane* MS., but HaUiweU. 
Phillipps M& miswrites ' feed ' for ' fedd ' 
hi this line : L 5, ' Feete pearc'd, handes 
bored ' of Sloane MS. preferable to ' Thea 
feett bands bored ' of Halliwell-Fhillipps 
MS. : i;A.sotoo' his 'better than 'this.' 

,. 94. L z,'yett' better than 'and 'of Sloane MS.: 
L 3, ' driven to ' preferable to Sloane MS. 
'liv'de in' as the latter is already in L a. 

., ^5. L 4, 'food' is miswritten hi Sloane MS. 
'goode,' which is a repetition of rhyme 
hiLa. 

„ 96w L 3, 'threatned'— ^Ooane MB. 'threatinge:' 
L4,'onr'a[iis-writtenhiSk)aneMS. 'alL' 

„ 97. L 4, 'tzuth to' prefisrable to Skwne MS. 
'truly of:' L 6, 'beat' of Sloane MB. 
better than ' treate' of Halliwell-PhimppB 
MS., eqnciaUj with 'faitseate' inL s 
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Stansa 96. L 3, ' comfort for the' of Sloane us. prefer- 
able to ' comforter to that ' of Halliwell- 
Phfllipps MS. : 1. 4, * displeased ' is mis- 
written 'diseased* (caught fixnn L a) in 
Halliwell-Phillipps MS. : L 5, 'witts' b 
preferable (as in Sloane MS.) to ' witt' of 
Hamwell-Phillipps MS. It b doubtful 
whether the Poet means the bodyefs] 
mynde['s] &c. joy, or whether he means 
the Saviour is the (true) bodye, &c (see 
' joyfull spyritt '). But ' witts,' at all events, 
agrees with L 3 better than 'witt' 
39. 1. 4, 'he would a death' better than 'a 
death he would ' of Sloane MS. 

,. 30. 1. 4, 'frende' is preferable to Sloane M8. 
' frendes.' It better agrees with ' foe/ and 
does not, as 'finendes' does, place 'foe' 
in the singular instead of as a collective : 
1. 6, 'can' stronger and better (as in 
Sloane MS.) than 'could' of Halliwen- 
Phillipps MS. : a. 'abused' in HaUiwell- 
Phillipps is ' misused.' 

,, 31. L 4, ' world' (=:the world?) is obscure, but 
'would 'of Sloane MS. yields no meaning : 
ib, 'came' is better than 'come:' L 5, 
'the' better than 'his' of the Sloane M&, 
though ' his ' is more Breton-like, pertiaps: 
a. 'gave' is required instead of ' give ' of 
HaUiweU-PhiUipps MS, : L 6. 'the woild' 
seems to return on ' world ' in L 4. and so 
world is = heaven and eartlu Yet is L 4 
doubtful and ambiguous. 

,, 3a. L z, 'unto ' preferable to 'to' of Halliwell- 
Phillipps MS., and so ' do ' in 1. 3 to drop- 
ping it : L 6, 'the' of Sloane MS. better 
than ' this ' of HaUiwell-Phillipps MS. 

M 33- 1* 5» ' and so fast ' of HalliweU-Phillipps MS. 
clearer, though * so fest atruth' of Sloane 
MS. more rhythmicaL 
34. L 8, 'the' of Sloane MS. better than 'J^s 
sinful ' of Halliwell-Phillipps MS. : L 3, for 
the text (which is Sloane MS.) the HalU- 
well-Phillipps has 'He carefull watches 
full waielye he kept ;' both seem confused: 
L6, 'to make him then 'better than Sloane 
MS. ' then to make him.' 

.. 35« I. 3, 'will,' in Sloane MS. 'must,' wUch was 
doubtless the original word, as in IL z, 9, 
but ' will ' seems to have been substituted 
that it understood ['will'] no more, &c. 
to give sense to L 4, which otherwise seems 
nonsense: L 5, 'To spoyle' better than 
'Than spoyle' of Sloane MS. : L 6, 'the' 
is in Sloane MS. ' thy,' and the repetition of 
'thy ' is more like Breton, but ' the' takes 
the whole more clearly out of some par- 
ticular 'thee,' and makes it more general. 
36. 1. z, ' none ' preferable to Halliwdl-Phillippt 
MS. ' no :' L 6, ' Howe . . . tiranyse ; ' in 



Sloane MS. ' How traytofs wordea tyron- 
iaed.' 

38. L 3, 'Mawdlen' is in Sloane MS. 'Magde- 

lene '—the former required by riiythm and 
scansion : L 5, ' those ' of Sloane MS. pre- 
ferable to ' thes ' of Halliwell-PhiUipps MS. : 
L 6,|'on his' is miswritten in Halliwdl- 
PhillippsMS. 'of this.' 

39. L a, 'his' preferable to ' the ' of Sloane MS. : 

«^. ' repentance' is (poetically) a quritual 
being ; ' repentant ' of Sloane MS. is non- 
sense: L 3, 'Thrise'of both MSS. is mis- 
printed in z86a text 'Twice:' L 4, 'vn- 
fouM' is in Sloane MS. 'enfold:' IL 5, 6. 
one of various examples in this poem of 
confused construction, leading to the be- 
lief that it was an early production. 

4a L 9, 'to :' in SloaneMS. 'with'— the former 
an evident second-thought : L 5, ' that 
never ' is in HaHiwdl-Phillipps ms. 'which' 
—the former preiierable by riiythm, and the 
' that . . . that ' agrees with the same re- 
petition in next line : L 6, ' feede' — erro- 
neously omitted in HaUiweD-PhiUipps Ms. 

4z. L 9, 'Myn' is in Sloane MS. 'My,' and 
'watdi' is in HaUiweU-Phillipps MS. 
'wake'— the fonner the stronger and 
better. 

43. L z, ' Should' is hi Sloane MS. 'Shall :' it. 
' toye ' is in Sloane MS. ' joye '—the huter 
a mistake, as it ends 1. 3 : 1. a, ' height ' 
is in Sloane ms. ' sight ' — the former mncfa 
preferable. 

43. L 5, ' I could ' is in Skxme MS. ' for a : ' L 6. 
' That ' preferable to Sloane MS. ' Would.' 

45, L 9, 'do' is in Sloane MS. 'doth:' it. 

' desarte * is in the same ' deserte : ' L 3, 
'humble' of Sloane M& is miswritten 
'humblie' in HaUiweU-Phillippa M8. : 
1. 5, 'that sees' b miswritten fai Sloane 
MS. 'to see.' 

46, L 3. 'looke'— Initsdf, ' lake ' of HanhveQ- 

Phillipps MS. (with which cf. in An Extr. 
Pass, as before, (L 4, from end) 'Sonow'a 
seas ') is a dear faistanoe of revisal ; bat 
looking to the context, ' looke' agrees best 
therewith, as IL i and ^, 'I win sitt 
downe:' L 5, 'sitt' is miswritten 'sett' 
in Sloane MS. : U. 'ibSa worlde's hdL' 
Cf. MeL Humours, What is HeU and A 
DolefuU Passion (last line), and An Extr. 
Pass. IL zo, Z9. 

47, 1, z. 'so my gryping,' another evident 
revisal of Sloane MS. ' see my secreate.' 
The repetition of ' see ' is one <tf Breton's 
most maiked cbancteristics of style. 

48, L 3, ' in wherehi'— another trick of Breton's 
style and, on the whole, jireferable to 
HaUiweU-PhilUppB MS. 'wheraon': s». 
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'hope' better than 'harte' of Skxme M& : 
1. 4, ' her ' preferable to 'but ' of Sloane 
MS. : 1. 6, ' His ... bis '—the same peca- 
liaritj of style, but altered by Breton in 
HalUwell-PbiUipps MS. to * The . . . the/ 
on account of the ambiguity. But the 
change was hardly a happy one ; for it 
speaks of generals* whOe the previous lines 
refer only to himsdf. The H and k 
prevent any real difficulty. 

49, 1. 8, ' playes her' preferable to Sloane MS. 
'pfaiy'd his' : L 3» 'gives' is fai Sloane 
MS. 'gave' : 1. 6, ' But' better than 'O' 
of Sloane MS. 

50, L 5, 'and is '—Sloane MS. 'he is' : I. 6 'life 
of life ' is hi Sloane MS. ' light of life '— 
former stronger. 

53, L 3, 'his' of Sloane MS. preferable to 'the' 
of Halliwell-Phillipps MS.— for there is no 
' the glory ' spoken of but ' his ' : L 4, 
'Ught' is hi HalUwell.Phillipps MS. 
' height '—the fonner (Sloane MS.) agrees 
best with 'hidde' and 'helde' and 
•grace.' 

53. L 3^ ' and houle '—Sloane MS. ' to houle : ' 

L 6. 'be-Ioved' preferable to SkMuie MS. 
'beloved.' 

54. L fl,— See a similar simile in MeL Humours, 

AnEartr. Pass., n. 6, 7, p. 9, as before : L 4, 
--SeeMeL Hum., ASol. F. to the WorM, 
L 5, from last: L 5, 'bird' agrees best 
with ' pellican ' (L 3), and so is better than 
'byrds' of Sloane MS. iii.*l more' is in 
Sloane MS. 'over.' 
55, 1. a, 'should die' preferable to Sloane MS. 
'so to bee ;' and L 4, 'this' to 'his/ 
because it refers to IL 5, 6, That though 
etc. : L 5, 'what' in Halliwell-Phillipps 
MS. is 'that/ because it repeats the 'That 
though,' etc., but 'what' gives better 
rhythm : L 6, ' author ' hi Sloane MS. is 
'Saviour' hi Halliwdl-Phillipps MS. I 
prefer the fonner as better English, not- 
withstanding ' Saviour ' of 1. a. 

56, L 3. 'keepes' of Sloane MS. is in HaDiwell- 

FUnipps MS. 'keep'— a derical error, 
for the nominative is not ' the body and 
the blood' (0. z, a) but the latter only. 
Seen. 5, & 

57, L 3, 'have 'preferable to Sloane MS. 'had': 

L 6. 'heipe' b hi Halliwell-Phillipps MS. 
mis'written 'helped.' In 1. 5 supply 
mentally ' head ' [of Him who or who]— 
best of several examples that could be 
given from this poem of omission of the 
relatives who, thai, eta 

58, t 3, 'alsoe . . . cave'— In Sloane MS. ' alive 

. . . grave.' The former change in Halli- 
weO-PhiDipps MS. b a reference to St 



Peter and St John, instead of the first 
conceit of 'alive' in contrast with the 
' dead ' body. ' Cave' is required by the 
rhyme of 1. z. 
Stansa 59, L 4, ' no thought ' b poorly in Sloane MS. 
' nothinge :' IL 5, 6, ' do the[e] ' and ' unto 
tbe[e] ' preferable to Sloane MS. ' service 
see,' and 'to thee' as otherwise 'see' ends 
IL 4, 5, while its use or meaning b not the 
same: 1. 6, 'might' in Sloane MS. is 
'should.' 
60, L a, 'that ' is more full and distinctive than 
'what 'of Sloane M.S. :L4, 'syne' agrees 
better than Sloane MS. 'smnes' with 
context : L 5, 'so dose' hi Sloane MS. 
mistakenly ' for sinne.' 

., 6z. L a, 'harte'binSloaneMS. 'hartes.' See 
•I 'St 60, L 6: 1.5, 'thy Word., to' b 
hi Sk>ane MS. erroneously 'the world . . . 
doe.' C£ 'reade,' and the 'world' has 
been already mentioned. 
69. L 3, 'fullof' b hi Sloane MS. badly 'foule 
a:' L 4. ' love ' b in Sloane MS. 'hope'— 
the former agrees best with the sequence 
repeated in U. 5, 6, where we have ' soule's 
love : ' L 4, * nor' in Sloane MS. ' or : ' ii. 
' Aye' in Sloane Ms. 'save : ' L 6, ' should 
. . . may' m Sloane MS. 'shall. . . should.' 

If 63, L 4, 'To knowe' in Sloane MS. b 'And 
knowes : ' L 5, ' O yet, if ' of Sloane MS. 
preferable to 'Yett if that' of HalUwell- 
Phillipps MS. : it, * creature' better than 
' creatures ' of Sloane MS. 

„ 64, L z, ' repentantes ' better than Halliwdl- 
Phillipps MS. ' repentance' : ' L 5. 'That ' 
better than ' Then ' of Sloane MS. : L 6 
in Skxme MS. b, ' My eye may cast one 
locdnge looke on thee*— mi^irinted in 
Z863 ' tonginge.' Cf. St 79, L 6. 

M 65, L a, 'As' preferable to 'And 'of Sloane MS.: 
L 3. ' sparke ' better than ' sparkes ' of the 
same : L 5, ' fde ' [» fed] much better 
Englbh than 'well' of Sloane MS. : 1. 6 
b fix>m Sloane MS. and b preferable to 
Halliwdl-Phillipps MS. 'MySaviour's death 
hath my soule's life preserved,' which b 
nearly identical with St 68. L 6. 
66, L z, 'Which' b miswritten hi Haffiwdl- 
Phillipps MS. 'With:' L 3, 'thought' 
better than 'thoughts' of Halliwdl-Phil- 
lipps MS. as agredng whh other sfaigu- 
lars: ii, 'waste' b miswritten 'passe' 
in SkMne MS. : 1. 5. 'those' of SIoaneMS. 
better than 'thes' of HaUiwdlrFhilUpps 

M& 

„ 67, L a, 'putt ' of both MSS. b misprinted hi 

z86a'part' 
I. 68, L 3, 'our' b m Sloane M8.blfaidly 'oot:' 

ib, 'us' for 'up.' 
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69»1.4, 'TictiMll'^SkMM MS. ■▼ictiuaia:' 
L 6^ *aiafB'— SloftneiUr 'might.' 

70b L 5, 'ooBtkraed' ift both MSS., though 
printed in x86a ' oontignMd '—probably a 
ckrioal misipriling of 'conteined' or 
'oontahiod.' 

71. U 6, 'Oh'pnfcnbleto'Aad'ofHamweU- 
PhiUipps lo. See rat of Stanai : L 6, 
'tiode' k in HaDiwell-Phimppe us. 
'tmdew' 

73, Lx, *birth'isinSloeneiifL 'breath'andcC 
St 66, L 3 : •». 'his' of Slooae MS. t)etter 
than 'and': V%^ ' that ' better than ' the ' 
of SkMae M&, becaase there is a reference 
to the stOTf in L 4: L 5, 'Whom' better 
than ' Fh)m ' of Sloaae MS., being required 
hi L 6» And [whom] ail. eta : L 6^ 'hoste ' 
better than ' rest ' of Skwae MS., as being 
a wett^ioiovn phiaae* though 'rest* lias 
its ooBtrasto 

73. 1. 6, ' naan so cnnHye abused' is in HaHi- 
«ett-Fhfflipps M8. 'men rsAised and 
Tha diange of 'man' into 
'isoaaoeomtof 'aagdls'Ls; but 
aa'BMA'isnsedinLaiftseems better to 
lelBiBithera. The rhythm of the Sloane 
m. as primed ii better than HalUwellp 
FhiUippaMa. 

74*1. a, 'the'— for 'thy 'of Sloane MB. a better 
after-thought: 1. 4, 'angmented' is in 
Ha]liwelV.FhiIttppB MS. 'agreement :' ib, 
*braeds' better thaa 'faredd' of Sloane 
M& : L 5, 'that tlie Sonne' is fai Sloane 
MS. 'yet the sane:' O. 'the storye' is 
needed la prevent the thyme being 'glorye 
I glorye;' but not a good alteration in 
itsdf. 

75* L <• 'Could' better than Sloane MS. 
'Should': L 4. 'aibce' m HalliweU- 
PUmppB MS. is ' before,' and the latter is 
periiaps betiar initsdlf, bat does not rhyme 
so periectly ivith ' adore it ' (L 3). 

76^1.4, 'these' is misavitlen in Halliwell- 
PhimppsM8.'tha.' 

77,13. 'hadat'isalsomiswiitten hi the same 
MS^ 'haste:' 1. 6, 'this sorrowe' much 
prefienlde to Sloane MB. 'thy sonowes.' 
It is the inoomparable 'sorrow' of the 
Man of Sorrows that is to occupy 
'wretdiednian.' 

79, L s, 'to[o] smaUe a some' [=sam] better 
than 'the smaller samma ' of Sloane MS. : 
I. 3» ' the ' move after Breton's manner 
than'by'of SkiaaeMB. 

80. 1. 4, ' fede . . . grace* in Sloane MS. reads 
'seeks. • . grace ' mistalrenly : L 6, 'May' 
in Halliwell-Phillipps MS. ' Shall.' 

8b, L a» 'thyne' of Sloane MS. more ihyth- 
where it stands than 'thy' of 



Halliwell-PhilUpps MS. : L 3, ' howe to . . . 
haTe' is in Sloane MS. 'hare a . • . gire.' 

8akL6k 'the' preforable to 'thy' of Sloane 
MS., as there is no antecedent to 'thy 'for 
a long way back, and tlie pronoun in 
preceding St. has been ' L* 

89, La, 'kisses' ism Sloane MS. 'Ussinges'^ 
the foraMT more appropriate, the latter 
having a more material not to say las- 
dviotts sound : 1. 5 is a cmiotts line. 

95, Ux, ' No r better than 'Where' of Sloane 
MS. ; L 3, ' holdes' of Skiane MS. is mis- 
written 'bouki' in HaSiwell-Phillipps 
MS. : L 5, 'with' more Scrqjtuial than 
'fai'ofHalliweU-Phillipps MS.: L6mndi 
preferable to the Sloane MS. 'Where 
angells all doe singe with joyfulnesse.' 

86^ L I. < WouU' of SkMne MS. preiierable to 
* ooald ' of HafliweU-PhiUipps MS. as more 
eapressive of a wish : L a, ' sute ' prefer- 
able to '&te ' of Sloane MS., but the rest 
frooi Sloane MS. preferable to 'obtaine.. . 
OBlye:' L 3, 'Might' is in Sloane MS. 
'And:' 1. 5, 'Might' in Halliweil.Phil- 
lippaMS. 'may 'erroneously. 

87, L I, ' wondrous' of Sloane MS. better than 

' wonder ' of HalUweU-Phillipps MS. , even 
'wonder-worth' were poor : 1. 3. 'And' 
is hi Sloane ms. 'Thatt': L 4, *tUU^ 
tittle» as in SloaEoe MS. 

88, L » 'or ' in HalhweU-Phillipps MS. 'of.' 

89, L s, ' this '-^ookiag to preceding St. 'diis' 

is better than 'the' of SksaneMS. : L 5, 
'Doth make 'better than 'But makes' of 
Sloane MS. : IL 5, 6 'goeth . . . sheweth' as 
agreeing with IL x, 3, preferable to 'goes' 
and 'showas' of Sloane MS. 

gok 1, a, ' vertuoos' is miswritten in Halliwell- 
PbillippsMS. 'vertne's:' L 3, 'in' prefer- 
abia to 'and' of HaUiweU-PhOlippa ms. 
sfaKxthe 'fiiith'isinone and 'mercy 'in 
the other, via., CSirist. But the St. is 
obacnre. 

9X, Ls. 'escape' in Halliwell-Fhillipps MS. 
''scapes' and omiu 'for' (L 5), and 
' rqjoyoe' (L 6) fay blunders. 

9a»L 5, 'And 'not quite satisfiutory, bat better 
than ' But ' of SkMue M& 

93. L 3* 'for' of Sloane MS. is hi HaOiwdl- 

Ffafllippa MS. 'left.' iriiich is speckms; 
bat how can patience hare passkms? L 6, 
'nor ' is micarritten m Halliweil-Phillipps 
MS. 'or,' 

94, La, 'Thought' better than 'harte* albeit 

the latter repetition from Lib naoie in 

Breton's manner ; L 4* 'anye' is miswixt- 

ten in HalUweU-Phillipps MS. 'my.' 

95rpaas]ea one as to its ooostraction and 

Line 3 seems to require the ' nor * 
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of L a to be understood before it ; but 
what is the meaning of 'That all,' etc 
1. 5? The same confusion appears in H. 
I, 2, especially if we read 'live' with 
Haniwdl-PhiUipps MS. ; whence I prefer 
' love' of Sloane MS. and in I. 4 prefer its 
'His' to ' suche wonders :' L 5, 'witts' is 
in Sloane MS. ' wills.' 
Stania 96, L 3, 'nature' in Sloane M& better than 
'natures' of Haniwell-PhiUipps MS., but 
'and' of HalliweU-Phillipps MS. better 
than 'of' of Sloane MS. Butagain 'most 
secrett ' of Sloane MS. prefenOsle to ' of 
greatest' of Halliwell-Phillipps MS. There 
is nothing for it but thus to elect when 
two readings are before us. Had Breton 
printed the poem it would have bq^ dif- 
ferent : L 6, ' beastes ' of Sloane MS. agrees 
with other plurals, and therefore better 
than ' beaste ' of HalliwellrPhillipps MS. 

„ 97, L a, ' poyson's power ' — ^the bom of the 
unicorn had mythical properties of healing 
in andent ' Vulgar Eirors : ' L 6, ' heares ' 
is spelled in Sloane MS. 'heires.' It is 
intended for ' hairs ' » skin— not ' good ' 
for thefar oflGspring, as might at first seem : 
* wonlfes ' SB wolves. 
98, L a, 'Whilst' of Sloane MS. here and in 
L 4, and St 99, L a, better than 'While' 
of Halliwdl-Phillipps MB. : L a, 'time' 
rhymes better with ' clime ' than Sloane 
MS. 'eyne :/ 1. 3, 'base '--game so called. 

„ 99, L a, ' dolphin 'ssword-fish, rather: 1, 5, 
' doe ' better than Halliwell-Phillipps MS. 
'thus,' because all the instances cannot 
' thus' be referred ta 

„ xoo, 1. X, 'sea, or earth' more rhythmicall than 
Halliwell-Phillipps MS. 'earth, or sea:' 
L 3, ' Who . . . glorie gaynes ' preferable 
to Sloane MS. 'that . . . giveth grace.' 
The St is a poor one. 

„ xox, L 4, ' course aright ' preferable to ' order 
light ' of Sloane MS. : L 5, ' to'— Sloane 
M& 'these.' 

„ xoa, L 3. ' to'— Sloane MS. ' that' 

„ X03, L a, ' myne. . . lonelye' preferable to HaUi- 



weU-Phillipps MS. 'my . . . lovdye:' 
Halliwell-Phillipps ms. miswrites 'list' 
lor ' lift ' : L 3, 'feett' better than &ulty 
repetition of ' feat ' in Sloane MS. 
Stanza 104, L a. ' from out ' seems better than Halliwell- 
Phillipps MS. ' out of : ' 1. 3, ' ther 'stheir, 
preferable to ' the' of Sloane MS. 

„ Z05, La, 'has' andL 3 'the 'preferable to 'our' 
and 'his' of Sloane MS., though the 
changes alter the sense. 

„ 106, 1. z, 'grounde' agrees best with 'faithfull 
holynesse' and therefore preferred to 
' groundes' of Sloane MS. : L 6better than 
Sloane MS. 'And lett the flatts be deathes 
of your desertes.' ' Desartes,' as before, 
more rhymes with 'hartes.' = 'let your 
flats (which are used for mournful music) 
tell the want of all your deserts.' 

„ Z07, 1. z, 'or' required by 'directes,' not as 
Sloane MS. 'and:' L 5-6 better than 
Halliwell-Phillipps MS. 'in one agre' 
and ' allponlye glorie be.' 

,, Z08, L 3, 'the'— 'thy' of Sloane MS. is sing, 
whilst all preceding is the plural 'your ; ' 
wherefore I prefer ' the :' L 4, 'of' — the 
repetition of ' in ' in Sloane MS. is as usual 
after Breton's manner; but here 'of' 
seems better as in Halliwell-Phillipps MS. : 
1. 5, 'sounds' can be objected to, 
because in all points before spoken of 
they are supposed to ascend, and the 
word 'soules' of Sloane MS. does not 
accord with all the technical musical 
terms used. On the whole, 'sounds' 
seems preferable : L 6, 'lett ' of Sloane 
MS. better than 'all' of HamweU-PhiUipps 

MS. 

„ X09, L a, 'heavens' better than Sloane MS. 
' heaven. ' So just above. 

,, zzo, L z, 'are' of Sloane ms. better than 'doe' 
of HalliwdLPhillipps MS. : ii, 'his' 
better than 'their' of Sloane MS. : U. z 
and 3 Halliwell-Phillipps MS. end ' shige ' 
and 'springe' — ^inferior. 
Gloria in BxuUis Deo -in. HalliweU-Phillipps MS. 
only. G. 
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NOTE. 

The only known exemplar of * The Arbor of Amorous Deuices ' is that preserved 
in the Capell collection in Trinity College, Cambridge. Unfortunately it wants the 
title-page and several leaves, and a number of half lines, etc. While grateful for so 
much as is preserved in the Capell collection, it is disappointing to be compelled 
to reprint so bright and intrinsically rich and musical a book with these deficiencies. 
I am indebted to Mr. W. C. Hazlitt's < Hand-Book' (s.n.) for the following title- 
page : — ' The Arbor of Amorous Deuices : Wherein young Gentlemen may reade 
many pleasant fancies and fine deuices : And thereon meditate diuers sweete Con- 
ceites to court the loue of faire Ladies and Gentlewomen : By N. B. Gent Im- 
printed at London by Richard lones, at the Rose and Crowne, neare S. Andrewes 
Church. 1597.' 4to, 18 leaves. This title-page is apparently derived from 
Beauclere's Sale-Catalogue (178 1), in lot 3241. If this was a second copy it has 
disappeared utterly. See our Memorial- Introduction on the other Writers besides 
Breton, in the ' Arbor' — ^as announced in the Printer Jones's Epistle, and for the 
relation of * The Arbor ' to Mr. Cosens' MS., which so enriches otu- * Daffodils and 
Primroses,* or the scattered minor poems of Breton. In the Capell unique 
exemplar there is a manuscript note signed P. P., which doubtless refers to Mr. 
Cosens* MS. It runs thus : — ' I have an ancient quarto MS. which contains many 
of the Poems entituled The Arbor of Amorous Denises, with little or no variation 
except in point of Orthography, which in the MS. is more obsolete and antique.' 
Were it only for 'A sweet Lullabie' (page 7) which ought long since to have found 
its way into our choicest Selections and Collections— the ' Arbor ' had been a price- 
less gift ; but there are others in it of beauty and tenderness. — G. 
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To the Gentlemen 

Readers : health, wealth, and 
welfare. 

^gh/ curteous Gentlemen^ your absence^ this long time of vacation hindered my poore Presse 
from publishing any pleasing Pamphlet^ to recreate your mindSy as it was wont: yet nawy 
to giueyou notice that your old Printer forgetteth not his best friendes^ he hath thought it 
meet to remember his duetifull good wil he beareth to you ally publishing this pleasant Arbor for 
Gentlemen, beeing many mens workes excellent Poets, and most, not the meanest in estate and 
degree.- and had not the Phenix preuented me of some the best stuffe she furnisht her nest with of 
late: this Arbor hcul bin somewhat the mare handsomer trimmed vp, beside a larger scope for gentle- 
men to recreate them selues. Please it you {sweete Gentlemen) to, take it in worth as it is, though 
nothing- comparable with your pleasant Arbors of the countrie : view it ouer / pray you, and praise 
it as you find it: in the meane time (I beseech yo^ pardon me, and protect me against cauilling 
Finde faults, that neuer like of any thing, but what they doe themselues, and that, for the most part, 
is nothing at all: so shall I acknowledge my selfe most bounden vnto your flourishing eUgree, and 
pray vnto God to keepeyou all in health: and such as are in the countrey, God send them a happy 
and speedy retume to London, to the pleasure of God, their harts content, and to the reioycing of all 
Citizens, and specially to the comfort of all poore men of Trades, 

Yours, most bounden, 

R. I. Printer. 
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The Arbor of Amorous Deuises, 




A Lovers Farwd 
To his Loue and ioy. 
Due mine onely ioy whose absence breedes my 



whose parting did amace my minde & 
damped much my hart. 
Adue mine onely loue, whose loue is life to me, 

whose loue once lost, no life can tast within my 
corps to be. 
Adue mine onely friend whose friendship cannot fode, 
whose faith is firme, vpon the which my health and 
hope is stayed, 
Adue the vitall sp^ts of these my aenoes all, 

for dead each parte will still remaine vntill I heare 
theecalL 
Farewell my selfe and all, farewell more deaie then life : 
Farewel the constant dame on earth : farewel 
Vlisseswife. 
Sith Spite hath playde \3i& parte, to parte vs now in 
twaine, 
ray hdpe shal rest in happy hope, till we two raeet 
againe: 
Whidi hope doth heane my heart aboue the bauty 
heauen, 
and carrieth me with good sucoesse aboue the 
Plannets seouen, 
Sith that the Sunne must lodge within the Ocean seas, 
As oftime as the houres be within foure oompleat 
dayes : 
So must Bittidt fajot be rovmd and homed thrise 

and for her light a debter be vnto Sir 9b(biis wise : 
Before I shal enioy the presence of my choyoe, 

till which time comes, He cloy the skies vnth plaints 
ft bitter voyce. 
That Fortune now which frownes with all her &tal 
dames, 
shal haue for prayse most piteous plaints, and 
infomie for names : 
Vntil the time that she doth tume her face againe. 

and give me her that' may redresse my ... ous 
pinching paine : 
God graunt that none beholde thy fa . . . 
thy comely corps and feature .... 

Thy haires in tresses tyed 

thy Lilly with the [Defective Ums.] 

Thy eyes with 

by dim 

Th 



The graces all attend the Muses make request. 

still for to waite vpon my deaie, and be at her 
behest: 
Bhish now you bashles dames that vaunt of beautie rare, 
for let me see who dares come in, and with my 
deare compare : 
No, no, you are all fled, you walke like owles by night. 
my deare so fayre. that of the work! she is the onely 
wight: 
Then farewell heart and ioy, till time hath run her 
race, 
&rewell delight, welcome annoy, till that I see thy 
face, 
Which wil delight my heart, whk^ wil renine my minde 
which will delight my senodes corps, which ioy 
none else can finde. 
Take heere my speech bst spent, vntill thy home re- 
tume, 
take here my heart. but> leane the corps wfaidi shal 
in torments bume. 
My scalding sighes lie send throughout the skies to thee, 
my teares shall water still my ooudi, vntill thou 
beest with mee. Ft'mis. 

A Loners Complaint, 

THe restles race that I haue run, 
the peril and the paine 
That I from time to time haue past, 

and dayly doe sustaine. 
Doth make me dreme, that when I first 

this light began to see. 

The starrie skie no planet had, 

that happy was for me 

The 



\A leaf missing Aire.] 

The chattering Pie, the Jay. and eke the Quaile, 
The Thrustle-Cock that was so blacke of hewe 

All these did sing the prajrse of her true heart. 
And moumd her death with doleful! musick sound : 
Each one digged earth, and plyed so their part. 
Till that she was dose dosed vnder ground. 

Fimis. 

The counsdl of a friend to one in loue. 

CLime not too high, for feare thou catch a frdl. 
Seeke not to build thy nest within the Sunne. 
Refralne the thUig which bringeth thee to thrall. 
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Lout when too bte thoa findste thy adfe Tiidoiie : 
Cause thy desires to rest and sleepe a space. 
And let thy £uicie take her resting place. 

The Tiger fierce cannot by force be tamed. 
The eagle wilde will not be brought to fist, 
Nor womens mindes at any time be framed. 
To doe ought more than what their foncies list : 
Then cease thy pride, and let thy plumes downe fall, 
Least soaring still thou purchasts endles thrall. 

FiHts. 

A Ladies eotnplaintfar the losse of 
herLoue. 

COme follow me you Nymphes, 
Whose eyes are neuer drie, 
Augment your wayling number nowe 
With me poore BmelU. 

Gine place ye to my plaintes, 

Whose ioyes are pincht with paine : 

My kme, alas through foule mishap, 
Most cruell death hath sbdne. 

What wight can wel. alas, 

my sorrowes now indite ? 
I waSe & want my new desire 

I lack my new delite. 

Gush out my trickling teares 

Like mighty floods of raine 
My Knight alas, through foule mishap 

Most cruell death hath slaine. 

Oh hap alas most hard. 

Oh death why didst thou so ? 
Why could not I embrace my ioy, 

for me that bid such woe ? 

False Portone out, alas, 

Woe worth thy subtffl traine, 
Whereby my lone throogh foule mishap, 

Most cruell death hath slame. 

Rock me a sleepe fai woe. 

You wofiill Sisters three 
Oh cut you off my fatall threed. 

Dispatch poore EmeiU, 

Why should I Uue, alas, 

And linger thus in paine ? 
Farewell my life, sith that my loue 

Most cruell death hath slaine. Finis. 

TAe lamentable complaint of a Lauer, 

A Coord your notes vnto my wofull songs, 
You diirping birds which hant the cloudy skie. 
Cease off your flight, and come to heare my wrongs 
Compeld by loue, mixed with crueltie : 
Leave off I say, and help me to lament 
My wofiill dayes, vntiU my time be spent 



With sorrow great I passe away the time. 
The which too long I feele vnto my paine. 
Too childish is this fond conceit of nune, 
That voyde of hope doth helpdesse still remaine : 
Yet wil I rest til time doth further seme, 
That Airopos doth me of life bereaue. 

But fie fond foole, I ^ximplame of disease. 
And foultlesse Fortune I begin to blame, 
Venus her seUe doth seeke me for to please. 
In causing me to loue so rare a dame : 

But if (£ure Nimph) I might enioy thy sight. 

Thy iiEiuour fieure would force in me delight. 

But I am bannisht from thy comely hew. 
Oh thy sweet loue, but yet I wil remaine 
For euer thine as perfect louer true. 
Without all guile, although thou me disdaine : 

And thus I end, although not rest content. 

Vntil such time my wretched dayes are spent. 

Finis. 

A Poeme bcthpithie and pleasant. 

IF right were rackt and ouer-runne. 
And power take parte with open wrong. 
If force by feare doe yeeld too soone. 
The lack is like to last too long : 
If Grod for goods shalbe vnplac'd, 
If right for riches leaues his shape. 
If world for wisdome be imbrac'd, 
The guesse is great much hurt may hap : 
Among good thinges I prooue and find. 
The quiet life doth most abound, 
And sure to the contented mind. 
There is no riches may be found : 
Riches doth hate to be content. 
Rule is enmie to quiet ease, 
Power for the most part is vnpadent 
And seldome likes to line in peace : 
I heard a Shepheard once compare, 
That quiet nights he had more sleepe, 
And had more merrie dayes to spare 
Then he which ought his Flock of sheepe. 
I would not haue it thought heereby. 
The Dolphin swim I meane to teach. 
Ne yet to leame the Faulcon flie, 
I roue not so farre past my reach. 
But as my part aboue the rest. 
Is wel to wish and good to will : 
So till the breath doth foyle my brest, 
I shal not stay to wish you stilL 

A Poeme. 

THe time was once that I haue lined free. 
And wandred heere, and where me Uketh best. 
But in my wandring I did chance to see 
A Damsel faire which caus'd in me small rest : 
For at her sight mine heart was wounded sore. 
That Itued free and voyd of lone befoie. 
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Which when I felt, I got me to my bed, 
Thinkiiig to rest my heaoie heart : bat then 
There came stnmge thoughts into my troubled bed, 
Which made me tbinke vpon my thoughts agen : 
And thus in tMniHng on my thoughts did sleep, 
And dreamed that another did her keepe. 

With this same dieame I sadainiy awoke, 
And orderly did marke it eoery poynt : 
And with the same so great a griefe I tooke, 
That as one scard, I qoaked euery ioynt : 

Yet at the last supposd it but a dreame. 

My troubled spirits did reoiue againe. 

Finis, 

Fantasma, 

IN fortune as I lay, my fortune was to finde 
Such fEUkdes as my carefiiU thought, had broogfat 
into my minde, 
And when each one was gone to rest, foil soft in bed to 
lie. 
I would haue slept, but then the watch did follow 
still mine eye : 
And sodainly I saw a sea of sorrowes prest, 

Whose wicked wanes of sharpe repulse brought me 
vnquiet resL 
I saw this world, and how it went, eadi state in his 
degree, 
And that from wealth graunted is both liiie and 
liberUe: 
I saw how enuie it did raigne, and bare the greatest price, 
Yet greater poyson is not found within the Cockatrice : 
I also saw how that disdaine, oft times to foige my woe, 
Gaue me the cup of bitter sweete, to pledge my 
mortall foe : 
I also saw how that deceit, to rest no place could finde, 
But stiU oonstraind an endles paine, to follow 
natures kinde. 
I also saw most strange, how Nature did forsake 

the blood that in her womb was wrought, as doth the 
loathed snake, 
I saw how £uicie would remaine, no longer then her lust. 
And as the winde how she doth change, and is not 
for to trust : 
I saw how stedfastnes did flie, with winges of often 
change, 
A bird, but truely seldome seene, her nature is so 
strange: 
I saw how pleasant Time did passe, as Flowers in the 
Mead. 
To day that riseth red as Rose, tomorrow lyeth dead. 
I saw my time how it did run, as sand out of the Glasse, 
Euen as each bower appoynted is, from tide to tide 
to passe: 
1 saw the yeares that I had spent, and losse of all my 
gaine. 
And how the sport of youthfuU playes, my lolly did 
retaine : 



I saw how that the little Ant in Summer still dothmnne 
To seeke her foode, whereby to line in winter for to 



I saw ekcTertue, how she sate the threed of lifeto spinne. 
Which sheweththe end of euery thing before it doeth 
b^gin. 
And when al these I saw, with many moe p^xlie. 

In me my thoughts eadi one had wrought a perfect 
propertie : 
And then I sayd vnto my selfe, a Lesson this shalbe. 

For other that shal after come, for to beware by me. 
Thus all the night I did deuise which way I migfat oon- 
straine. 
To forme a plot that wit mi^t woike the branches 
in my biaine. 

Pimis. 

ITie complcUtU of one being m icve. 

LEaue me O Ufe. the prison of my minde. 
Since nought but death can take away my lotte. 
For she which likes me wd is most vnkinde. 
And that which I kme best my death doth praoue. 

Loue in her eyes my hopes againe reoiue, 
Hopes in my thoughts doe kindle my de^res. 
Desire inflam'd through kme and beauty striue. 
Til she (displeased with lone) my death conspires : 
That loue for me, and I for Loue doe cal. 
Yet she denies because she graunts not aL 

Finis, 



A Louers resolutum. 

TRue, though vntried, desirous in despaire. 
Patient with paine, £edthful though yet not sound. 
In cares vnknowne my youthful dales I weare. 
More sure then safe my youth and beauty bound. 
What shal I say ? the time seruos not to waile : 
Let it suffice, my fisith shal oeuer iaij^ 

Finis, 

A Louers complaint. 

T He fire to see my wrongs for anger biiineth. 
The aire in raine for mine affection weepeth, 
The sea to ebbe for griefe his flowing turneth 
The earth with pittie dul the centre keepeth, 
Fame is with wonder biased. 
Time runnes away for sorrow, 
Place standeth still amaxed, 
To see my nights of euill n^ch haue no moirow. 
Alas, onely she no pitty taketh 

To see my miseries, but chast and cruel. 

My fall her glorie maketh 

Yet still her eyes glues to my flames theh- fuel. 

Fire bume me quick, till senoe of burning leaue, 
Ayre let me drawe my breath no mare in anguish. 
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Sea drofwne me in thee, of teadious life bereaue me. 
Earth take this earth, wbereiii these spirits languish : 
Fame same I was not borne, 

Time draw my dismall hower, 
Place see my giaue vp-tome. 
Fire, Aire, sea, earth. Fame, time, plaoe, shew 
your power : 
Alas, fipom all their helps I am exiled. 

For hers am I, and death feares her dispfeasure : 
Oh death thou art beguiled. 

Though I be hers she makes of me no treasure. 

Finis. 

A sweet ItdlahU, 

COme little babe, oome silly soule, 
Thy £EUhers shame, thy mothers griefe, 
Borne as I doubt to all our dole. 
And to thy selfe vnhappie chiefe : 
Sing LuUabie and lap it warme, 
Poore soule that thinkes no creature faarme. 

Thou little thinkst and lesse doost knowe, 
The cause of this thy mothers moane, 
Thou wantst the wit to waile her woe. 
And I my selfe am all alone : 

Why doost thou weepe ? why doost thou waile ? 

And knowest not yet what thou doost ayle 

Come little wretch, ah silly heart. 

Mine onely ioy what can I more : 

If there be any wrong thy smart. 

That may the destinies implore : 
Twas I, I say, against my will, 
I wayle the time, but be thou still. 

And doest thou smSe, oh thy sweete fiice, 
Would God himselfe he might thee see, 
No doubt thou wonldst soone porcfaaoe gmoe. 
I know right well for thee and mee : 

Bat oome to mother babe and ftey. 

For fisuher fidse is fled away. 

Sweet boy if it by fortune chance. 

Thy &ther home againe to send, 

If death do strike me with his launoe, 

Yet mayst thou me to him c6mend : 
If any aske thy mothers name, 
Tdl how by loue she purchast blame. 

Then win his gentle heart soone yeeld, 

I know him of a noble minde, 

Although a Lyon in the field, 

A Lamb in towne thou shalt him finde : 
Aske blessiqg babe, be not afrayde, 
His sugred words hath me betrayde. 

Then mayst thou ioy and be right glad. 

Although m woe I seeme to moane, 

Thy father is no Rascall kd, 

A noUe yopth of blood and boane : 

His glandng \ockxA if he once smile, 
lUght honest women may beguile. 



Come little boy and rocke a sleepe. 
Sing hillabie and be thou still, 
I that can doe nought else but weepe, 
WU sit by thee and waile my fiU : 
God blesse my babe and lullabie, 
Fh>m this thy fathers quaUtie. 



A Poeme. 



Finis. 



T 'y^He work of worth that Nature finely fi:am'd. 
H A Hope of the heart, that highest harts aspire : 

R Reason set downe that secret wisctome nam'd, 

O Onely the sweete that honour can desire, 

G Grace of the earth, and natures onelieglarie 

M More then most ftire was spoke of long agoe: 

O Oh heauenlie staire that is the shepheards stay : 

R Read who it is, but one there is no moe, 

T This is the Saint that Wit and Reason seme, 

O Of such account as vertue doth regard, 

N Note who it is that doth this fame deserue, 

E EzceUende giues each honour his reward. 

Finis. 



A Poeme. 

M li^ Vses attendhig all on Polios traine, 

A •lVI Amongst the rest was one, though not the 

least, 
C Carrying the minde that most might honour gaine, 
K Kinde yet with care that might become her best, 
W Wise as a woman, men can be no more : 
I Judge who it is, I may not tell her name, 
L Loue of the life that vertue doth adore: 
L Life of the loue that gaines the highest fiune. 
I Joyne but the thought of loue and life together, 
A And one may finde anothers excellence, 
M Meere loue, deare life can sorrow neuer wither, 
S Such is the power of heauenly prouidenoe. 

Finis. 



Another. 

S Q Illy poore swaine pul down thy simple pride. 

A ^ Angelles are not for beggars to behold, 

R Reach not too high for feare thy foote doth slide, 

A And lu^>les hope doo prooue a slender hold. 

H Hold downe thy head, thy hand is not thine ovme. 

A A sunne, a sunne hath put out both thine eyes, 

S See in thy selfe how thou art ouerthrowne : 

T There is no comfort in extremities, 

I In high good-wil let honour be thy guide, 

N No cruell thought can rest in kinde aspect, 

G Good nature sees that reason cannot hide, 

S Sweet be the ends that follow such eifecl. 

Finis. 
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Another. 

K IZ Nowledge doth much in care of most content, 

A l^ And reason sees, when lone hath lost his eyes, 

T Time hath his coarse, and Tertoe her intent. 

H Honor her selfe when other Cudes dies, 

A A wonder lasts but ondy for a day, 

R Reason regards but honors worthines, 

I In vertues kme can honor not decay ; 

N Nothing but heauen is perfect happines. 

R Rare is the eye that neuer lookes awry, 

A And sweet the thought that neuer sounds amis, 

T Thie is the heart that guideth such an eye, 

C Careful the minde where such discretion is, 

L Long is the life where loue doth draw the line, 

I JoyfiiU the hope that such a heart vpholdeth, 

T Time is the threed no fimde can vntwine, 

F Faire is the hap, that such a Ceux beboldeth. 

Finis. 

Another, 

C f^ Vrtesie carries all the world to loue, 

A V^ Affection semes, where vertue fauour giues, 

N Neere to the heauens of highest hearu behoue, 

D Deer is the thought whereby discretion lines, 

I Joy of the eye, and Jewel of the heart, 

S Sfliint of the shape that seruice doth adore, 

H High of the honor of Mintruaa art : 

E Except, excepted but one there is no more. 

Finis. 

Another, 

S Q Weet is the flower that neuer fadeth hue, 
V ^ Vnmatcht the mind that neuer means amis, 
T Tresure the heart that cannot prooue vntrue 
H High such a saint in whom such honor is, 
W Where such a flower, as faire as sweet doth spring 
E Except but one, behold the onely ground, 
L Loue such a ground, a Garden for a King : 
L Looke in the world, the like is hardly found. 

Finis. 

A pretde Poeme. 

A Trembling hand, but not a traitor's heart 
Writing for feare and fearing for to write, 
Loath to reueale, yet willing to impart, 
Such secret thoughts as fit not euery sight 

Must leaue to you in sweet conceit to know them, 
For I haue swome that I will neuer shew them. 

I know not what, but sure the griefe is greene, 

I know not when, but once it was not euer, 

I know not how, but secretly vnseene, 

And make no care if it be ended neuer. 

And yet a wound that wastes me all with woe. 
And yet would not that it were not so : 



But oh sweete God, what doe these humon moue ? 
Alas, I feare, God shield it be not knie. 

Fisus. 

A Louer in despaire. 

BVme bume, desire, while thy poore fbd lasteth, 
Young wood enflam'd doth yeeld the brauest fire. 
Though long before in smothering heat it wasteth 
With firoward will to conquer his desire : 

But fire supprest once breaking into flame. 
Doth rage till all be wasted in the same. 

Most tyrannous and cruel element. 
So to Enuie the Substance of thy life, 
As to consume thy vital nourishment. 
Till death it sdfe doe end this mortal strife : 

Yet worke thy wil on me O raging fire. 

And leaue no coales to kindle new desire. 

Ne let the glowing heat of ashes left, 

Yeeld to my feinting sences fresh reliefe. 

But as my soule fi-om comfort thou hast reft, 

So end my life in this consuming griefe : 

For wel I see, nor wit nor wil now serueth. 
To recompenoe desire as he deserueth. 

Finis. 

A Drtame cf the arraignement 
of Desire. 

A Court was lately kept in secret of conceit. 
To cal desire vnto his death, or deaie him of 
deceit, 
Fayre Beautie was the Queene, and loue was all her 
Lawes, 
Who had appoynted perfect senoe to sit vpon the 
cause. 
The wretches that aocus'd desire of ill desart. 

Where Enuie, packt with Iniurie, to ka a careful 
heart. 
The whole Inditement read against desire, was this. 
That where he most auowed best he ment not least 
amis, 
The Lawyers that did plead against this poore desire. 
Where wicked wit with eloquence, uriiom hate and 
wrong did hire. 
But to defeud desire was plaine simplidtie. 

Who knew the bounds and kept the bonds of perfect 



A grand Inquest in haste was panneld by the Court. 
Of whom Tom-troth was foreman made, and so 
begun the sport. 
Suspect did halfe affirme, that witnes should not neede. 
And yet selfe-will would faine haue swonie that a 
was true indeed. 
But reason wild regard, the treason should be tryed. 
And deepe conceit should be the man that should 
the trueth decide. 
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Suspect in Natures sence ]ayd shrewdly to his charge, 
Bat care had brideled Natures course, loue neuer 
liu'd at large, 
And conscience plaine replyed in reasons secrete thought, 
That good wines need no luie-busb, and eloquence 
is naught. 
To sound the depth of all did senoes all assemble. 

And poore goodwill came swearing in, that loue 
could not dissemble. 
When patience fiilly heard the pleading of the case. 
She call'd to reason to reueale who had deserud 
disgrace, 
Good-wfl was earnest still, and sware that liue or die, 

Suspect did sore abuse desire, for louers could not lie. 
Whh that the people laught, and reason cbargd Tom- 
troth 
To giue vp TDto perfect sence the verdict of his oath. 
Hie lurors were the thoughts that did posse the minde. 
Where flatterie was but Hemcies foole while £aith did 
fiftuourfinde. 
Who when they had at fill considered of the cause, 

Gane Enuie vp for enimie to loue and al his lawes. 
And wit was but a foole to follow false suspect. 

And doquenoe was little worth to carrie such effect. 
And hate and enuie both were had in great disgrace, 
And eloquence for taking parte, was hissM out of 
place. 
And sweet desire was deare, in Reasons secret sence, 
And perfect sence gane iudgement so, and quit him 
of offence. 
And beamie that before was thought did quite disdaine 
him. 
Did graunt him fiuiour by desert, and loue did enter- 
taine him. 
Suq)ect to silence put, good Nature gan to smile. 

To heare them iudge to loues disdains that would 
desire beguile. 
And sweet desire the force of enuies ouerthrow. 

And therewitfaal the Court brake vp, and I awakM 
sa Finis. 



BritUms Diuinitie, 

FRom worldly cares and wanton loues conceit, 
Begun in griefe and ended in deceit : 
I am coniur'd by hope of happie blis, 
MHaere heauenly faith and highest &uour is. 

To call my wits and all my thoughts together, 
To write of heauen, and of the high-way thither. 

The holy spirit of etemall power, 
Vouchsafe his grace to guide my soule aright. 
That patient heart may finde the happie bower, 
When I may see the glorie of that sight, 
That in conceit so fully may content me. 
As nought on earth be able to torment me. 

I aske no ayde of any earthly muse. 
Far be my fmcie from such fonde affect : 

44 



But in the heauen where highest Angels vse, 

To sing the sweet of faithful loues effect, 
Among those spirits of especiall grace, 
I wish my soule might luuie a sitting-place. 

Where first the teares of true repentant hart. 
With faithful hope may happy fouor moue, 
And sighing sobs of sorrowes bitter smart, 
May see the life of vndeseruid loue : 

Thence would I craue some excellence deuine, 
To set my foote in this discourse of mine. 

To iudge of heauen It is a place of ioy, 
Where happy soules haue their etemall rest. 
Where sweet delights doe suffer no annoy, 
But all things good and onely on the best 

Where comforts moer then man can comprdiend, 
And such contents as neuer can haue end. 

It is the Throne of high Jehomah sweete, 
The God of power, of glorie and of grace, 
Where Tertue dwels, and her adherents meete. 
In ioyful feare to see his heauenly face. 

Where holy saints and highest Angels sing, 

An AlUluia to their heauenly King. 

There is the day, and there is neuer night, 
There euer ioy, and there is neuer sorrow. 
There neuer wrong, but there is euer right, 
There euer haue, and neuer need to borrow, 
There euer loue, and there is neuer hate, 
Neuer but there was euer such a state. 

There all the graces doe agree in one, 
There liueth brethren in one linke of loue. 
There all the saints doe seme one King alone, 
Who giues the blis of highest hearts behoue. 
There is the place of perfect paradice, 
Where conscience lines and comfort neuer dies. 

There is the Sun, the beautie of the skie, 
The Moone and Starires, the candles of the night, 
There is the essence of that heauenly eye, 
That blinds the proud and g|ues the humble Ught, 
There is the rainebow bended by his hand, 
Who doth both heauen, earth, sea, and hel cOmand. 

There sitteth God in glorie of this throne, 
With Virgins, saints and Angels all attended. 
Who in his Ire hath Kingdomes ouerthrowen. 
And in his loue hath little things defended, 

Whose glorie more then may by man be knowen, 
And glorie most is in his mercy showen. 

There doth he sit in highest of his power, 
Calling the poore vnto his rich reliefe, 
Sowing the sweete that killeth euerie sower, 
Giuing the salue that healeth euery griefe : 

Making them liue that long were dead before, 
And liuing so, that they can die no more. 

By him alone the dumbe doe speake againe, 
Of him alone the blinde reodue their seeing. 
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With him alone is pleasure without pain 
In him alone haue blessM hearts their beeing : 
To him alone and onely but vnto him. 
All glorie due that al the world may doe him. 

Now haue I writ, though fai beneath the worth. 

Of highest Heauen, what bappie hart conoeiueth 

Nor wil I trie in order to set forth. 

Direction such as neuer hope decdueth. 

How care nmy climbe the hiU of happines 
Where is the heauen of highest blessednesse. 

Grace is the ground of euery good that is. 
The ground once good, how can the worts be ill ? 
Then that the mind may not be lead amisse, 
Beseech the helpe of his most blessid will : 

Whose onely word sets downe the passage best 
Of humble soules to their desirM rest. 

Begin to leaue, and make an end to loue, 

Such wanton thoughts as wofiill sorrow giue, 

Be once resolu'd and neuer doe remoue. 

To live to die, as thou mayst die to liue : 

Which hell to hate, aud seeke for heauenfy blis 
Read of the wotU. and tell me what it is. 

The worid (in trueth) is but a wofiill vale. 
Where griefe for grasse, and smnes doe grow for seed, 
Where substance, sence and soules are set to sale, 
While hoorders heape that naked people need : 

And for the gaine but of a simple groat. 

One man wil seeke to cut anothers throate. 

What is there here that can content the hart ? 
That knowes content or what it doth containe : 
What thought so sweet but brings as sower a smart ? 
What pleasure such but breeds a greater paine ? 

What thing so good but prooues in fine so euiU ? 

As (but for God) would beare men to the deuilL 

What is the earth ? the labour of the life. 
What is the sea ? a gulfe of grislie lakes, 
What is the ayre ? a stuffe of filthie strife : 
What is the fire ? the spoyle of that it takes. 

Since these are al whence euerie thing doth spring 
What is the world, but euen a woiul thing ? 

What thing is man? a dod of mirie clay, 
Slime of the earth, a slaue to filthie sinne, 
Springs like a weed, and so doth weare away. 
Goes to the earth where first he did begin : 

Thinke with thy selfe, when thou thy selfe art such 
What is in Man that man should be so much : 

What hath the world to leade thy minde to loue ? 
In true effect, a fardle full of toyes, 
For wey the pith what euerie man doth prooue. 
The perfect Gems are most vnperfect ioyes ; 
Consider all what fancie bringeth forth. 
The best conceit will fall out nothing worth. 

What worldlie thinges doe foUow fancie most ? 
Wealth, beautie, loue, fine diet, honour, fiune : 



What finds affect? both loue and labour lost. 

Disdaine, disease, dishonour, death and shame. 

Where care and sorrow, death and deadlie strife, 
Doo rule the roste in this accursed life. 

What thing is beautie? a colour quicklie gone. 

And what is wealth when riches fsill to rust ? 

What thing is loue ? a toy to think vpon : 

Fine diet? drosse to feede a filthie lust. 

What worldlie honor? oft unworthie praise : 
What ease ? the cause whereby the life decayes ? 

What is disdaine? the scome of proud conodt. 

And what disease? the death of discontent : 

EHshonor next ? the fruit of fond deceit, 

And what is death ? the end of ill intent 

Now what is shame ? a shamefiill thing to tel : 
What is the world but wickeds way to hel? 

For beaste. for bu-ds, for fishes, flowers and trees. 

And all such thinges created for our vse, 

What thing is man to take such things as these, 

By want of grace to tume into abuse ? 

Oh wretched world, when man that shuld be best. 
In beastly things prooues worse then all the rest. 

Thus have I shew'd the world and what it is, 
A wicked pku» and fill of wretched woes, 
A sincke of sinne shut out from heauenly blis. 
Where ladce of gnuie doth wit and reason loose : 
So vile a thing as who in kinde doth prooue it. 
Will soone confesse he hath no cause to loue it. 

Now how to leaue this loathsome life of ours. 
The hateftill hel the ground of euerie griefe. 
Implore the helpe of those assurM powers. 
Who neuer fidle the fidthfull soule reUefe : 
Laye by these thoughts that are to be abhord. 
And sett thy heart vpon thy heauenlie Lord. 

First knowe thy God, and what a God he is. 

Without b^inning and can haue no end. 

Who in His loue created onely his. 

And by his hand doth euer his defend : 

Whose glorious essence of his excellence. 
Makes highest powers to tremble at his presence. 

He made the world and what it doth containe, 
Onely but man he made vnto his loue. 
And mans good-will was his desirM gaine. 
Till proud attempt did high displeasiu% mooue : 
He plagu'd his pride, yet when he saw his paine. 
He gaue the salue that heald the wound againe. 

He gaue the rules to guide the soule aright. 
What it should doe, and what it should not doe. 
He shew'd the summe of his desires delist, 
And what the heart should set it selfe vntoo : 
And in the good of his most gracious will, 
He shew'd the good that healM euerie ill. 

He gaue the sunne, the moone and starres a course, 
lliat they obserue according to his will : 
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He makes the tides to take their due recourse, 
And sets the earth where it doth settle still : 
He made the substance or each element, 
And sets his foot vpon the firmament. 

He giues vs knowledge and we will not know him 
He bids ys aske, and we wil neuer mooue him : 
He bids vs come, and we are running from him : 
He giues vs life, and yet we neuer loue him : 
He is our King, and we doe not respect him, 
He is our God, and yet w6 doe neglect him. 

And nought but man that can or dare deuise. 

How to ofifend that holy wil of his. 

In ondy man that cursM humor lyes. 

That makes no care to run his course amis, 

But day by day doth more and more offend him 
Whose ondy hand doth from all hurt defend him. 

Vngrateftil man whom God did ondy make, 
In lone to kme, and with his lone preseruetfa, 
And for his loue endurM for his sake 
Such death of life as dearest loue deserueth : 

What cursid hart would in displeasure mooue him 
That giuing aD, askes nothing but to loue him. 

Oh loue, sweet loue, oh high and heauenly loue, 
The ondy loue that leads to happie life. 
Oh loue that Hues for lovinge hearts behoue. 
And makes an end of euery hateful strife : 
How happie he that kindly can attaine it. 
And how accurst that dare for to disdaine it. 

Loue was the cause that first we were created, 

Ixxie is the life that we haue giuen to lead, 

Loue is the cause we neuer can be hated. 

Lone is our life when other life is dead, 

Loue is the gnoe that highest good doth giue, 
Leame but to lone, and t*is enough to Uue. 

First loue thy God that taught thee how to loue, 
Then loue the loue that he in kme hath taught thee. 
That loue so fixed as nothing can remoue. 
The hope of life that h^hest loue hath wroght thee. 
Thus if thou loue, thy loue wiU be a friend. 
To gaine the life where loue wil neuer end. 

Finis. 

A Loiters complaint 

. . O loue, alas, what may I call thy loue. 

Thy VDOOuth loue, thy passions wondrous strange 
.... mischiefe deadly such as for to prooue, 
rt would shun if power I had to change. 

ge said I : recant agame that sound, 

must, recant it shall indeede. 

\Fourpagtt missing.'\ 

She tware, as she a woiftan wast no lotte she did 

aOow, 
Alas, then grew my paine, it greu'd me to the heart. 
My senoes then so senodessewere, as that I fdt no 

smart, 



And standing in a mas, as Aspis on the charme. 

She said and swore (to saue my life) she wisht no 
good nor harme. 
Alas, what bitter sweet, alas what pleasant paine, 

What shiuering heat) what chilling cold, did passe 
through euery vaine? 
And when t would haue swome her heart would neuer 
mooue. 
By Jesus Christ she tooke that oath, that she did 
neuer loue. 
Alas what was I then ? alas what am I now? 

Too weake to iouei too strong to die, quick, dead, 
I know not how? 

Finis. 



A Poetne. 

WEare happie I as others are, 
Then might I liue as others doe : 
But fortune giues a sundrie share. 
And more to one then others too, 

The mind doth yet content it sdfe. 

What euer fortune doe befall. 
And makes no count of cankred pelfe. 

Nor cares for any care at alL 

For health it is the gift of God, 

And giue him thankts, and so haue done. 
And want of wealth a heauenly rod. 

To punidi natures ddest sonne. 

If frdnds doe frowne, then farewel they. 
This worldlie loue wil neuer last. 

And if it be a rainie day. 
The sunne wil shine when storme is past. 

If troubles come a thwart thy minde, 
Why tis a rule, there is no rest, 

And he that seekes and cannot finde. 
Must take a little for a feast. 

If Ladies loue, they laugh for ioy. 
And if they doe not, ferewell loue : 

If thou be lost, tis but a toy, 
And if it hold, it wiU not mooue. 

Faire beautie sooae will lade away. 

And riches qulcklie faSl to rust, 
Thy youthfuU yeares will soone decay, 

And age will soone giue ouer lust. 

The greatest horse is but a beast, 
The highest Hawk is but a bird. 

The sweetest banquet but a feast. 
The brauest man is but his word. 

To promise much doth please the eare. 

&it to performe contents the heart, 
And where performahce combieth, there 

A vowM loue can neuer parte. 
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But they that haue the world at will 
And shrinketh at a shower of raine, 

May hap to wish and want there will, 
Vnles their hands haue greater gaine. 

But hap what will my heart is sette, 

I am resolu'd of this conceit, 
If by desert I cannot get, 

I loath to liue vpon deceit. 

For stayM minde is of that state, 

As euerie fortune cannot finde, 
. . hope nor feare, nor loue, nor hate. 

Can euer change an honest minde. 

. . . her die in secrete griefe, 
. . . ete care can euer be conceald, 

[Sixfag4s nUinng.'] 

Of his Mistrtsse loue. 

TO trie whose art and strength did most excdl, 
My Mistresse, Loue and &ire Diana met. 
The Ladies three foorthwith to shooting fell, 
And for the prize the richest Jewel set. 
Sweet Lcnu did both her bowe and arrowes gage. 
DiatM did her beautie rare lay downe, 
My Mistresse pawnde her crueltie and rage. 
And she that wanne had aU for her renowne : 
It fell out thus when as the match was done. 
My Mistresse gat the beautie and the bowe, 
And streight to trie the weapons she had wonne, 
Vpon me heart she did a shaft bestow. 

By beautie bound, by Loue and Vigor slaine. 
The losse is mine where hers was aU the gaine. 

0/a discontented minde, 

POets come all, and eadi one take a penne. 
Let aU the heads that euer did indite, 
Let Sorrow rise out of her darkest denne. 
And hdpe an heart an heauie tale to write. 
And if all these or any one can touch. 
The smallest part of my tormenting paine : 
Then will I thinke my griefe is not so much. 
But that in time it may be healde againe. 
But if no one come neere the thought, 
Of that I feele, and no man els can finde. 
Then let him say that deare his cunnmg bou^t. 
There is no death to discontented minde. 



W^ 



Of his Mistresse Beautie. 

THat ailes mine eies, or are my wits distraught, 
Doe I not see, or know not what I see : 
No marueil though I see that wonder wrought. 
That on the earth another cannot bee. 
What ment the Gods when first they did creat you. 
To make a £ace to mocke all other features. 



Ax^eb in heauen wiU surdie deadlie hate you, 
• To leaue the world so full of foolish creatures : 
Cheekes that enchaine the highest hearts in thrall. 
Is it set downe such fiaiire shall neuer £bu1 you. 
Hands, that the hearts of highest thoughts appall. 
Was not Mimtrua made when she had made you : 
Faire : looke on you, and farewell beauties grace. 
Wise : why your wits the wisest doth abash. 
Sweet : where is sweet, but in your sweetest &oe. 
Rich : to your wiQ all treasure is but trash. 
Oh how these hands are catching at those eyes, 
To feed this heart that onely liues vpon ttiem, 
Ah, of these hands what humors doe arise, 
To blind these eyes that liue by looking on them. 
But hearts must feint that must be going from you. 
And eyes must weepe that in you loose their seeing. 
Heauens he your place, where Angels better know you, 
And earth is too base for such a Goddesse-beeing. 
Yet where you come among those highest powers, 
Craue pardon then for all these great o£fences. 
That when you dwelt among these hearts of ours. 
Your onelie eyes did blind our wits and senoes. 
Now if you see my will aboue my wit, 
Thinke of the good that all your graces yeeld you : 
A mazM Muse must haue a madding fit. 
Who is but mad that euer hath beheld ytsa. 

A Sonnet. 

THose eyes that hold the hand of euerie heart. 
That hand that holds the heart of euerie eye. 
That wit that goes beyond all Natures art, 
The sence too deepe for wisdome to discrie. 

That eye, that hand, that wit, that heanenlie senoe, 
Doth shew my onely Mistresse excellence. 

Oh eyes that pearoe into the purest heart, 

Oh hands that hold the highest thoughts in thrall. 

Oh wit that weyes the depth of all desait. 

Oh sence that shewe the secret sweet of alL 

The heauen of heauens with beauenlie power pre- 
seruethee, 

Loue but thy selfe, and giue me leaue to serue thee. 

To serue, to liue to looke vpon those eyes, 
To looke, to liue to kisse that heauenly hand. 
To sound that vdt that doth amaze the minde. 
To know that sence, no senoe can vnderstand. 
To vnderstand that all the world may know. 
Such wit, such senoe, eyes, hands, there are no 
moe. 

A pastorell of Phillis and Coridon. 

ON a hill there growes a flower, 
Faire befiall the daintie sweet : 
By that flower there is a bower. 
Where the heauenly Muses meete. 

In that bower there is a chaire, 
Fringed all about with golde : 
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Where doth sit the fiurest fiaire, 
That did eoer eye beholde. 

It is Phillis ilEure and bnght, 

She that is the shepheards ioy : 
She that Venus did dispight, 

And did blind her little boy. 

This is she the wise, the rich, 

And the world desires to see. 
This is Ipsa qua the which. 

There is none but onely shee. 

Who would not this iajot admire. 

Who would not this Saint adore, 
Who would not this sight desire. 

Though he thought to see no more : 

Oh fiure eyes yet let me see, 

One good looke, and I am gone. 
Looke on me for I am hee, 

Thy poore sillie Corridon. 

Thou that art the shepheRida Queene, 

Looke vpon thy silly swaine : 
By thy comfort hane beene seene, 

Dead men brought to life againe. 

The complaint of a forsaken Louer, 

LEt me goe seeke some solitarie place, 
In craggie rocks where comfort is vnknowne : 
Where I may sit and waile my heauie case, 
And make the heauens acquainted with my mone, 

Where onelie Eccho with her hallow voyce. 
May sound the sorrow of my hidden sence : 
And cruel chance the crosse of sweetest choyse, 
Doth breed the paine of this experience. 

In mourning thoughts let me my minde attire, 
And dad my care in weedes of deadlie woe : 
And make disgrace the graue of my desire, 
Whicfa tooke his death whereby his life did growe : 
And ere I die engraue vpon my tombe. 
Take heede ctf Lmu, for this is Louers doome. 

A pretie fancie. 

WHo takes a friend and trusts him not. 
Who hopes of good and hath it not. 
Who hath a Item and keepes it not, 
Who keepes a Ioy and loues it not. 

The first wants wit, the second will, 
Cardesse the third, the fourth doth Ul. 

An epitaph on the death of a noble 
Gentleman, 

SOiTOw come sit thee downe, and sigh and sob thy 
fill. 
And let these bleeding bitter teares, be witnesse of 
thine fll. 



See, see, how Vertue sits, what passions she doth 
prooue. 
To thinke vpon the losse of him, that was her 
dearest loue. 
Come PalUu carefull Queene. let all thy Muses waite. 
About the graue, where buried is, the grace of your 
conceit 
Poets lay downe your pennes, or if you needs will write. 
Confesse the ondy day of loue hath lost her dawn- 
ing light 
And you that know the Court, and what beseemes the 
place. 
With griefe engraue vpO his tombe, he gaue al 
Courts a grace. 
And you that keepe the fields, and know what valure is. 
Say all too soone was seene in this vntimdie death 
of his. 
Oh that he liu'd in earth, that could but halfe concdue. 
The honour that his rarest heart was worthie to 
recdue. 
Whose wisdome farre aboue the rule of Natures reach. 
Whose workes are eictant to the world, that al the 
world may teach, 
Whose wit the wonder-stone, that did true wisdome tuch. 
And such a sounder of conodpt, as few or neuer 
such. 
Whose vertue did exceed in Natures highest vaine. 

Whose life a lanthome of the loue that surelie lines 
againe. 
Whose friendship fiuth so fast, as nothing could remooue 

him , 

Whose bonoumble curtesie made all the world to lone him : 
What Language but he spake : what rule but he had 
read? 
What thought so high ? what sence so deep but he 
had in his head : 
A Phanix of the world, whom fame doth thus com- 
mend, 
Vertue his life. Valor his loue, and Honour was his 
end. 
Vpon whose tombe be writ, that may with teares be red : 
Hun lies tkeJUnotr of chiualrit thai «utr England 
irtd. 
Oh heauens, vpon the earth was neuer such a day, 

That all conceits of all contents should al consume 
away. 
Me thinkes I see a Queene come couered with a vaile. 
The Court al stricken in a dumpe, the Ladies weepe 
& waile. 
The Knights in cardul sigbes bewaUe their secret losse, 
And he that best oSceales his gride, bewraies he 
hath a crosse. 
Come Scholers bring your bookes, let reason haue his 
right, 
Doe reuerence vnto the corse, in honour of the 
Knight, 
Come souldiers see the Knight, that left his life so neere ye, 
Glue him a voUey of your bans, that al the world 
may heare ye. 
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And ye that liue at home, and posse your time in peace, 
To helpe ye sing his dolefull dirge, let sorrow neucr 
cease. 
Oh could I moume enough, that all the world may see. 
The griefe of loue for such a losse, as greater can- 
not bee. 
Our Court hath lost a fiiend, our Countrie such a Knight. 
As with the tonnent of the thought, hath tumM 
day to night : 
A man, so rare a man. did neuer England breed. 

So excellent in euerie thing, that all men did exceed. 
So full of all effects, that wit and sence may scan, 

As in his heart did want no pan to make a perfect 
man. 
Perfection farre aboue the mle of homaine sence, 

Whose heart was onely set on heanen, and had his 
honor thenoe, 
Whose marke of biest aime, was honor of the 
minde, 
Who both at once did worldlie fame, and heauenlie 
fauour find : 
Whom Vertue so did loue. and Learning so adore, 

As commendations of a man, was neuer man had 
more : 
Whom wise men did admire, whom good men did affect, 
Whom honest men did loue and serue, and all men 
did respect 
Whose care his Countries loue, whose loue his Countries 
care. 
Whose careful loue considered wel, his Countrie 
could not spare. 
Oh Christ what rtothfull cries about the world doe 
ring. 
And to behold the heauie sighs it is a hellish 
thing. 
The campe, the dolefull campe, comes home with all a 
Mori, 
To see the Captaine of their care, come home in 
such a sort 
The Court, the solemne court, is in a sudden trance. 
And what is he but is amazde to heare of this mis- 
chance. 
The Cittie shakes the head, as it had lost a piUer, 

And kind Affect is in such care, a little more would 
kiUher: 
Sweet Oxford sits and weepes, and Cambridge cries 
outright. 
To loose the honour of their loue, and loue of their 
deUght 
The Oeargie singing Psalmes, with teares beblot their 
bookes. 
And all the SchoUers follow on, with sad and heauie 
lookes. 
The Muses and the Nimphes attirM all in blacke. 

With tearing heares, ft wringing hands, as if their 
hearu would cracke : 
The father, wife, and friends, and seruants in degrees, 
With blubbred eyes bewaile the life that faithfull 
loue did leese. 



My self that lou'd him more then he that knew him 
much, 
Wil leaue the honour of his worth, for better uits 
to tutch : 
And saie but what I thinke, and that a number know. 
He was a P/utnix of a man, I feare there are no 
moe : 
To set him downe in pnuse with men of passM fiune, 
Let this suffice who more deseru'd : I neuer read 
his name. 
For this he was in right, in briefe to shew his praise, 
For Vertue, Learning, Valor, Wit, the honour of 
our dayes. 
And so with honor ende, let all the world goe seeke, 
So young a man, so rare a man, the world hath not 
the like. 
Whose onelie corps consumes, whose Vertue neuer dies. 
Whose sweetest soule enioyes the sweet of highest 
Paradice. 

T?u sum of the farmer infoure lines, 

GRace, Vertue, Valor, Wit, Experience. Learning, 
Loue, 
Art. Reason, Time, Concdte, Deuise, Discretion, 

Triieth, 
All these in one, and but one onely prooue. 
Sorrow in age, to see the end of youth. 

In the praise of his Mistresse. 

"pOets lay downe your pennes, let fande leaue to faine, 
^ Bid al the Muses goe to bed, or get a better vaine. 
There musicks are to base, to sound that sweet conaute. 
That on the wonder of the world, with wonder may 
awaite: 
But if as yet Tnknowne, there be some daintie Muse. 
That can doe more then al the rest, and will her 
cunning vse. 
Let her come whet her wits, to see what she can doe. 
To that the best that euer wrote, came neuer oeere 
▼ntoo, 
For Venus was a toy, and onely feignM fiable. 

And Cres§d but a Chawars least, and HeUm but a 
beble. 
My tale shalbe of trueth, that neoer treason taught. 
My Mistresse is the onelie sweet, that euer Nature 
wrought. 
Whose eyes are like those starres that keepe the highest 
skies. 
Whose beautie like the bumhig Sunne, that blmds 
the clearest eies, 
Whose faaires are like those beames that hang about the 
Sunne, 
When in the morning fiuthe he stepps before his 
course to runne : 
And let me touch those lips, by loue, by leaue, or hicke. 
When sweet affect, by sweet aspect, may yet some 
fauour sucke. 
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They are those little foldes, of Natures finest wit, 

That she sat smoothing while she wrought & wilbe 
smacking yet : 
And for that purest red, with that most perfect white, 
That makes those cheeks the sweetest chains, of 
loners high delite. 
What may be said but this ? Behold the onely feature. 
That al the world that sees the face, may wdder at 
the creature. 
1 wil not stand to muse as many writers doe, 

To seeke out Natures fittest stulSe to like her lims 
yntoo, 
For if there were on earth that could in part compare : 
With anie part of anie part, wherein her praises 
are : 



Either for Natures gifts, or Vertues sweetest grace : 
I would confesse a blinded heart, were in vnhappie 
case. 
But where both Native, Sence, and Reason doth 
approue, 
She is the onely saint on earth, whom God and 
man doth loue. 
Let this in sunune suffice for my poore Muse and mee. 
She is the Goddesse of the earth, and there is none 
but she. 



FINIS. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Page 3. Printer's Epistle, line 6, *kad not the 
Pkenix preuented me of some the best stuffe 
she fumisht her nest with qf late : ' This 
refers to 'The Phoenix Nest Built up 
with the most rare and refined Workes of 
Noble men, woorthy Knights, gallant 
Gentlemen. Masters of Arts and braue 
ScfaoUers. Full of Varietle. excellent In- 
uention and singular Delight Never be- 
fore this time published. Set foorth by 
R. S. of the Inner Temple, Gentleman. 
'593 (4to) :' last line, R, /., i,e. Richard 
lones — on whom see our Memorial-In- 
troduction. 

.. 4, *A Loners Farwell,' 1. ao, * cloy' s over«sk, 
as 'glut* the appetite: L 23, 'time:' 
misprinted in original ' rime. ' 

.. 5, ' The lamentable complaint of a Loner:* 1. 13, 
' disease ' s discomfort, not bodily ailment. 



* A Poeme both pithie and plecuant:' 
'ongkt' s owned. 



L ao. 



7-8. The acrostic names of these two pages can- 
not now be traced— probably all private 
friends. 

8, *A Dreameofthe arrasgnement of Desire :' 1. 
4. ' Who had i^poynted perfect sence:' Cf. 
page 9, L 13 (from top). In the original 
it is nonsensically misprinted ' per sem : ' 
L 10, * posse ' SB pose : i 17, ' wild'=^ will'd. 



Page 9, ' Brittons Diutnitie:' 1. 14, ' «7^^/ '= desire : 
coL 3, 1. 36, 'candles of the night,' Cf. 
Merchant of Venice, v. x. : ' these blessed 
qindles of the night' 

,, 10, col. I, 1. 26, ' While hoarders heape that naked 
people need.' Earlier and later very pas- 
sionate are the complaints against such 
farmer-' hoarders ' as took advantage of 
bad harvests and bad times : 1. 7 (firom 
bottom), 'fardle ' =■ burden. 

,, II, coL 3, L I, 'aj Aspis on the charme' — aspick 
or serpent? 

,, 11-12, * A Poeme:' p. 11, 1. i, ' Weare' = were : 
p. 13, col. 1, 1. 3, * there ' = their. 

,, 13, 'A Sonnet:' IL 13-14: a comma after 'liue' 
in both lines I have removed, as obscuring 
the thought 

,, 13, 'An epitaph,' &c. = Sir Philip Sidney : col. 3, 
1. 3, ' carefull ' = full of care : L 15, ' tuch ' 
= test as by a touch-stone : p. 14, col. i, 
1. 6 (firom bottom), 'boohes:' misprinted 
' booke : ' L 3 {ibid,) ' heares ' = haxn. 

,, 14, • In the praise of his Mistresse : ' 1. 3, ' vaine ' 
= vein : 1. 3, '/o' = too : 1. 10, ' Cresed' 
= Cresseid or Cressida : ibid,, * Chawcers 
ieast ' — a noticeable early allusion : I. 16 : 
the latter half is illegible : supplied from 
the Cosens' MS. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Poems of the • Akbor ' in the Cosens" Manu- 
script : Various Readings, &c. 

Page 9, ' BrittoHS Diuinitie .• ' L 5, ' thoughtes ' for 
' wits ' and ' wittes ' for ' thoughts : ' ooL a. 
Li,' heavnes ' for ' heauen : ' L 13, ' And 
where'— the 'And' superfluous, spoUing 
the scansion ; as also in next line ' where 
things' is dropped, and so ' is' in 1. 46 : 
1. 32. 'the' for 'their:' 1. 39, 'the' for 
' his.' 

,, 10, col. I, 1. s, 'that* for* the:' L 7, 'Nowe' 
for 'Nor:' L 15, 'hollie* for 'onely:' 
L 38, 'what' for 'that:' coL s, 1. ao, 
' vnto ' for ' into : * 1. 33, ' shewne ' for 
'shew'd:' IL 39-37, defective in 'Arbor* 
have been supplied from MS. : L 5 (from 
bottom), ' sinne ' for ' summe : ' L 3 (from 
bottom), 'good that hateth euy (= every) 
' yll * for ' good that healed euerie ill.' 

„ II, col. I, L 34, 'lyne' for 'loue:' L 35. 
' lovinge ' for ' lining '—adopted in text : 
1. 35, 'thy' for ' to '—adopted : L 37, 
'Then loue so fixe as nothinge may re- 
move ' for ' That loue so fixed as nothing 
can remoue.' 

,, 13, ' 0/a discanttnUd minde;' 1. 4, 'aharte' for 
an ' heart : ' 1. 9, ' But if no one can once 
come nere the thought' 

Jbid. ' 0/ his Mistresse Beautie :* 1. i, 'bestrought,' 
stupidly for ' distraught : ' L 10, ' fade ' for 
'fail' (a mistake): L 31. 'harte' for 
' hearts : ' 1. 35, ' when * for ' where : * 1. 
38, 'all' for 'our.' 

Ibid. *A Somnet:* 1. 10, 'shewes' for 'shewe:* 
1. II, • powres ' for ' power.' 



Pages 13-13, *A pastartll of PkiiHs and Coridou:' 
A closing stansa is not found in the 
• Arbor,' thus : — 

Make him line that dying looge 

Neoer durst for oomfort seeke ; 
Thou Shalt heare so sweete a songe 
Neuer shepperde soonge the like. 

Page 13, ' The eomflaint of a fonahm Lnur:' I 5. 
' hoUowe ' for ' hallow. ' 

Ibid, * A pretie fancit :' L 3, 'Jem' for 'Item*— 
adopted. 

Ibid. ' An epitaph! &c : L zi, ' And yon that kept 
the feilde ' for ' you that keepe the fields : ' 
L 13, ' on ' for ' in : ' L 19, ' vertues ' for 
' vertue:' I. 31, 'faithe' in the ms. as in 

* Arbor : ' qu. — error for ' sate* or ' fixed?' 
oris'fiaste' = 'fastened?' 1.3a, 'stioken' 
for ' striken : ' page 14, ool. i. L 3. 'might' 
for 'may:' I. z6, ' oommendacon ' for 

' for ' commendations : ' 1. 31, ' ruifuU ' for 

'nithfuU:' L 33, 'wofiill' for 'dolefull:' 
ib.^ 'runnes' for 'comes:' coL a, L 3. 
' saie ' for ' said ' of ' Arbor '—adopted in 
text : 1. 4, ' feare ' for ' state :' L 9. 
' sorrowe ' for * honor : ' last line, ' sence ' 
for * soule.' 
„ 14, ril^f«m/&c. : L z, 'Vahier'for'Vak)r:'l. a, 
•Tune 'for 'Time' 

Ibid. ' In the praise of his Mistresur 1. 7, 'with' for 

* what :' L 8, *Do' for ' To —not adopted 
in text : 1. 9, 'an oodie £uioed' for 'and 
onely feigned.* 

Page 15, L 6, 'shall' for 'may:' L8, 'stofles' for 
' stu£fe ; ' U. 9-10, text adopted from vs. in 
preference to the following as printed in 

* Arbor : * — 



For if thou «rert on earth that oould in part oompare ^ 
With euerie part of euerie part, ftc 



G. 
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NOTE. 

On this and related ' Pasquil ' satire-verse, see our Memorial- 
Introduction, as before. ' PasquiU's Mad-cappe ' is from the extremely 
rare original in the British Museum, sm. 4*, 24 leaves. The Epistle 
' To the Reader ' is a literatim et punctatim reproduction ; but in the 
Poems I have deemed it expedient greatly to reduce the capitals, which 
in the original are out of all reason super-abundant— G. 
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Mad-cappe, 
Tbrowne at the Corrvptions 

of these Times. 

WITH 

His MESSAGE to Men 

of all Estates 



I 



Tempore Patet Occvlta Veritas, 



London : Printed by A. M. for Francis Falkner, 

and are to be sold at his Shop neere vnto S* 

Margarets^i"^ in Southwarke. 1626. 
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T T THAT you are that reade this I know not. and 
^ » how you like it I greatly care not ; the honest 
will keepe their condition in spight of the deuill, and for 
them that are of the foure and twentie Orders. God 
amend them, for I cannot : what I haue written was in 
a madde humor, and so I hope by your reading you will 
imagine ; a gallde hackney will winch if he heare but 
the noyse of a curri-combe. while a better Horse will 
abide dressing and be quiet : call a foole a foole. and he 
will either crie or scratch ; and yet an Oxt cannot hide 
his homes though he were clad in a Beare's sktnne. To 
be short, I wish well to aU honest Professions ; I honor 
the Souldier, I reuerenoe the Diuine, I commend the 
Lawyer, and I obsenie the Courtier : The Merchant I 
hold SL man of worth, the Farmer a rich fellow, the 



Craftesman no foole, and the Labourer worthy his byre ; 
but for the Beggar, he dwelles so neere my doore, that 
I am weary of his company : and therefore let Souldiers 
march. Diuines preach, Lawyers pleade, Marchants 
trafficke, Craftesmen follow their trade, and Worke-men 
take paines. Fencers play and Players thiiue, I say 
nothing to them all but when tliey goe well to worke. 
God speeds the pk>ugh : He that cannot abide the 
weather, let him lay by his feather, the Wise will hue in 
his wisedome and the Foole will dye in his folly : of 
which number hoping you are none. I leaue my labour 
to your pleasure, to consider of as your patience will 
giue you leaue. and so rest, your Friend. 

Pasquill, 
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|HY should man loue this wretched world so 
much. 
In which is nothing,, but all worse then 
nought? 

Shadowes and shewes of things are nothing such, 
While strong illusions baue too wealoe % thought. 
IVith widced humors too much ouer-wcougfat. 
The witch of Will and ouertfarow of 'Wit. 
Where graoelesse sinnes do^ in their glory sit. 

Beauty is but a babie's looldng-glasse.^ 

While Money eates into the Miser's heart, 

And guarded Pride, all like a Golden Asse. 

Mabes Lechery lay open eueiy part. 

Sloath lies and sleepes, and feares no waking smart, 

While finoth and fiiUe in drunken gluttony 

The venome shew of Nature's villany. 



Faience is counted but a poet's &ncie, 

While Wrath keepes reakes in euery wicked place, 

And fretting Enuy £alne into a firanzie. 

While tyrant Muxther treades a bloody trace. 

And blessed Pitty dare not shew her &ce : 

mde, power and pence march in such battle ray, 
As beares downe all that comes within their way. 

The wealthy Rascall be he ne're so base, 

FQthy, iU-fouor'd, vgly to behold, 

Moale-«ie, plaise-moitth, dogges-tootb, and camel's fi^e, 

Blinde, dnmbe, and deafe, diseased, rotten, olde, 

Yet, if he haue the coffers full of golde, 
He sbaU haue reuerence, curtsie, cappe and knee. 
And worship, like a man of high degree. 

He shall haue Ballads written in his pcaise, 

Bookes dedica t ed to his patronage. 

Wittes wofUng for his pleasure many waies. 

PetigrBes sought to mend his parentage. 

And linkt perhaps in Noble marriage. 
He shall haue all that this vile worlde can gine him, 
Tbat into pride, the deuiU's mouth may driue hhn. 

If he can speake, his wordes are Oracles, 

If he can see, his eyes are spectacles, 

If be can heare, his eares are mincies, 

If he can stand, his legges ate pinades : 

Thus in the rules of Reason's obstacles. 
If he be but a beast in shape and nature. 
Yet, ghie him wealth, he is a goodly creature. 



But, be a man of ne're so good a minde. 
As fine a shape as Nature can deuise ; 
Veituous and gratious. comely, wise, and Idnde, 
Valiant, well giuen, full of good qualities. 
And ahnost free from Fande's vanities : 

Yet let him want this filthy worldly drosse. 

He shall be sent but to the Beggars Crosse. 

The fook will scoffe him, and the knaue abuse him, 
And euery rascall in his kinde disgrace him. 
Acquaintance leaue him, and his friends refuse him : 
And eueiy dogge will from his doore displace him. 
Oh this vile world will seeke so to defiace him 
That vntill death doe come for to releeue him, 
He shall haue nothing heere but that may greeue him. 

If he haue pence to purchase pretty thbigs. 
She that doth k>ue him will dissemble loue ; 
While the poore man his heart with sorrow wrings 
To see how want doth woroens k>ue remooue, 
And inake a iack-dawe of a turtle-doue : 
If he be rich, worldes seme him for his pelfe. 
If he be poore, he may goe serue himselfe. 

If he be rich, although bis nose doe runne. 
His h'ppes doe slauer, and his breath doe stinke. 
He shall haue napkins faire and finely spunne, 
PiUes for the rhewme, and such perfumM drinke 
As were he blinde, he shall not seeme to winke : 

Yea, let him cough, halke, spit, Cart and pisse, 

If he be wealthy, nothing is amisse. 

But with his pence, if he haue got him power. 
Then halfe a god, that is more halfe a diuell ; 
Then Pride must teach him how to looke as sower, 
As beldam's milke that tumM with her sneuill ; 
While the poore man that little thinketh euill. 
Though Nobly borne, shall feare the Beggar's frowne. 
And creepe and crowch vnto a filthy downe. 

Oh, he that wants this wicked cankred coyne. 

May fret to death before he finde reliefe. 

But if he haue the cunning to purloyne 

And ease the begger of his biting griefe. 

Although (perhaps) he play tjM priuie thiefe : . 
It is no matter if the bagges be full. 
Well fare the wit that makes the world a Gull. 
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The Chuflfe that sits and diampes vpon bis cbaflfe. 
May haue his mawkiii kisse him like a mare ; 
And on his barne-doore-threshold lye and kugh, 
To see the swagg'rer with the begj^rs share, 
FoUow the hounds, till he hath caught the hare : 
Oh tis the purse that guildes the buUocke's home, 
And makes the shrew to laugh the sheepe to soorne. 

Who hath not seene a logger-headed Assa, 
That hath no more wit than an old ioynd-stoole. 
Prinking himselie before a looking-glasse. 
And set a &ce as though he were no foole. 
When he that well might set the caSfe to schoole. 
Must be attentiue to the gander's keake, 
Or giue a plaudite, when the goose doth speake. 

Let but a dnnoe. a dizaxd, or a dolt 

Get him a welted gowne, a saitin coate ; 

Then though at randon he doe shoote his boh. 

By telling of an idle tale by roate. 

Where Wisedome findes not one good word to note : 
Yea though he can but gruntle like a swine 
Yet to the eight wise men he shall be nine. 

But for a poore man, be he nere so wise. 
Grounded in rules of Wit and Reason's gnuse, 
And in his speeches neuer so precise. 
To put no word out of Discretion's plaoe ; 
Yet shall you see, in shutting vp the case, 
A pesant 8k>uen with the purse's sleight. 
Will humme and haw him quite out of conodt 

Looke on a souldier that hath brauely serude 
And with discretion can direct a campe ; 
If he haue nothing for himseUe reserude. 
To warme his ioynts when he hath got the crampe ; 
He shall haue little oyle vnto his lampe. 
But in a iacket and a pake of broages 
Goe passe among the company of roages. 

But, if he can make money of his men. 
And his lieutenant to supply his place, 
Although the oocke be of a ciauen henne. 
And dare not meete a capon in the iajot ; 
Yet if he can be garded with gold lace, 
And sweare and swagger with a siluer sword, 
Who would not feare a stabbe for a foule word ? 

And yet this swappes, that neuer bloodied sword, 

Is but a coward, braue it as he list : 

And, though he sweare and stare to keepe his word. 

He will but loose his armour in the list, 

Or take the cuffe, and kindely kisse the fist ; 

Stolne honour is a iest of chiualry, 

And vnto valour open iniury. 

While he that ventures landes, and goods, and lifie, 
To shew the vertue of a valiant heart. 
And leaues his house, his children and his wife, 
And from his oountrie's quiet will depart, 
To passe the pikes of Danger's deadly smart : 
He is the souldier, be he ne're so poore, 
May write disgrace vpon the coward's doore. 



But for the Lords and Genenls of fields. 
The serieant-maiors, colonels, and such, 
Manhalls and captaines, that m Vertue's shields 
Doe beare the trueth of Valour's honours' tndi ; 
In good of them I cannot say too mudi. 
If all their armour were of pearie and gold. 
That by desert the due of knighthood hold. 

Take an odde Vkar in a viUage^owne, 
That ondy piayes for plenty and for peace ; 
If he can get him but a threed4)are gowae. 
And tithe a pigge, and eate a goose in grease. 
And set his hand vnto his neighbour's lease. 

And bid the dearke on Sondayes ring the bell, 

He is a church-man fits the parish well. 

But, if he get a benefice of worth. 

That may nuJntaine a good hoq;^taHty, 

And m the pulpit faring a figure forth, 

Of fiuth and workes with a formality. 

And ten a knaue of an ill quality ; 
If with his preaching he can fill the purse. 
He is a good man, God send nere a worse. 

But yet this simple idle-headed asse, 
That scarae hath leamd to spdl the Hebrew 
Sir lohn Lack-latine with a Dace of brasse. 
Who all by roate his poore collations frames. 
And after seruioe fidles to ale-house games, 

How ere his wit may giue the foole the lurch. 

He is not fit to goueme in the durch. 

While he that spends the labour of his youth, 
But in the Booke of the etemall blisse. 
And can and will deliuer but the trueth. 
In which the hope of highest comfiort is. 
That cannot leade the laithfull soule amisse : 

Howeuer so his state of wealth decline, 

Deserues the title of the true dhiine. 

I doe not speake of bishops nor of deanes. 
Nor leamM doctors in diuinity ; 
For they are men that rose by godly meanes. 
Who with the world haue no affinity, 
But in the worship of the Trinity, 

Their thnes, their brains, their loues, and liues do 
spend. 

To gaine the honour that shall neuer end. 

Take but a petti-fogger in the Law 
That scarce a line of Littleton hath read. 
If he hath leamd the cunning how to daw 
His clienu back and bring a foole to bed. 
With beating toyes and trifles in his head ; 
His golden fees will get him such a grace 
A better lawyer shall not crosse his case. 

But be a Poore man neuer so well read 
In all the quirkes and quiddities of Law, 
And beate his braines and weary out his head 
Till he haue prou'd a dunce to be a daw ; 
Yet will his skill be hdd not worth a straw, 
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And he perfaaps in pleading of his case 

With flontea and sooffes be shouldied out of place. 

Bat let that pidUng pettUbgging lacke. 

That fiune woold seeme a lawyer at the least. 

Be ne're so bnsie hi a bqcger's packe. 

And light vpon the carde that likes him best, 

Yet shall you see in setting vp his test : 
In all the game who so doe loose or saue, 
His luck will allwaies fidl vpon the knaue. 

While he that hath the honest case in hand. 
And learnedly can iudge twixt right and wrong. 
And doth Tpon the care of conscience stand, 
And knowes that soirow's the aiilicted's song ; 
Bids lustice not the poore man's griefe prok>ng. 

But hateth bribes to heare the trueth approoued ; 

He is the lawyer worthy to be loued. 

But for the Lords and ludges of the Law, 
They looke into the matter not the men : 
They know the mettall if they see the flaw, 
And iudge the marish if they see the fenne : 
They know both what, and how, and where, and when, 
And are as gods on earth to the distressed, 
To gine the right, and see the wrong redressed. 

But for our gentle lustioes of Pteoe, 

That but the chaire of charity doth keepe, 

Bty whose great wisedome many quarrels cease. 

And honest people doe hi quiet sleepe. 

While their command both watch and ward doth keepe : 
I aay no more, but God pceserue their health, 
They are good members in a Common-wealth. 

Say coyne can make a painter draw a &oe. 

He cannot gine it life, doe what he can : 

And though that coyne can giue an outward grace. 

It cannot make a knaue an honest man. 

It cannot tume the cat so in the pan : 
But he that hath his eyes may easily finde 
The diflference twixt the body and the minde. 

Take him that is disfigurM in the fiace. 
And worse in minde and euery where to blame ; 
He shall be but the subiect of disgrace : 
How ener fortune doe his shadow finame. 
And in Lone's triumph but a laughing game : 

For neuer mastiffe cuire will be a beagle. 

Nor ener owle win grow to be an eagle: 

Locke on a felfow with a filthy face. 
Snow on his head and frost vpon his beard. 
And eneiy where so liimisht with disgrace 
As well might make a seely foole afeard, 
And like a smith with sea^coale all besmeard ; 
Yet if he haue his working toole of golde, 
Vemms will helpe to strike, if VuUan holde. 



Let but a fellow in a foz-furd gowne, 
A greasfe night-cap and a driueled beard, 
Grow but the baliffe of a fisher-towne, 
And haue a matter fore him to be heard ; 
Will not his frowne make halfe a streete afeard ? 
Yea, and the greatest Codshead gape for feare 
He shall be swallowed by this vgly beare. 

Looke but on beggars going to the stockes. 
How master constable can march before them, 
And while the beadle maketh fest the lockes. 
How brauely he can knaue them, and be-whore them. 
And not afford one word of pitty for them, 

When it may be poore honest seely people. 

Must make the church make curtsie to the steeple. 

Note but the beadle of a beggars Spittle, 
How (in his place) he can himselfe aduanoe. 
And will not of his title loose a tittle, 
If any matter come in variance. 
To try the credite of his countenance : 

For whataoeuer the poore beggars say,. 

His is the word must carry all away. 

Why let a hegg^ but on codt-horse sit. 
Will he not ride like an m-feuourd king? 
And will it not amase a poore man's witte. 
That cuckoes teach the nightingale to shig ? 
Oh, this same wealth is sudi a wkked thing, 

TwiU teach an owle hi thne to speake true latine. 

And make a frier forsweare our Ladie's mattine. 

Take but a peasant newly from the cart. 
That only lines by puddings* beanes, and pease. 
Who neuer leamid any other arte, 
But how to driue his cattle to the leas. 
And after worke, to sit and take his ease : 
Yet put this asse into a golden hide. 
He shall be groome vnto a hansomr bride. 

Take but a rascall with a rogish pate. 

Who can but onely keepe a oounting-booke. 

Yet if his reckning grow to such a rate, 

That he can augle for the golden hooke, 

How-euer so the matter he mistooke, 
If he can deerely oouer his deoeite. 
He may be held a man of deepe concdte. 

Finde out a Villaine, borne and bred a knaue, 
That neuer knew where honesty became. 
A drunken rascall and a doggM slaue, 
That all his wittes to widcednesse doth frame. 
And onely lines in infamy and shame ; 
Yet let hhn tinke vpon the golden pan. 
His word may passe yet for an honest man. 

Why, take a Fldler but with halfe an eye. 
Who neuer knew if Ela were a note. 
And can but play a Round or Hey-de-gey, 
And that perhaps he onely hath by roate, 
Which now and then may hap to get a groate ; 
Yet if his Crowde be set with sihier studdes. 
The other minstrds may goe diew thdr cnddas. 
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Giue mlstiis Fumkins (lohn Anods his wife,— 
The filthiest queane in fifteene countrey townes. 
Who neuer had good thought in all her life) 
But one fring'd kertle, and two wosted gownes. 
And fill her leather powth with a few crowxtes, 
She shall haue more fine suters for her marish, 
Then all the feirest maidens in the parish. 

Olde Gillian Tumfr>tripe lacke an Apes his trull 
That scaree can cbew a peeoe of new made cheese, 
Swelld with the dropsie, foufe and ferting lull. 
With feeding on the fette of scullions fees ; 
Yet if she haue the golden hony-bees. 

She shall be kept as cleanly, fine, and fresh 

As if shee were a sweeter peeoe of flesh. 

Let prinking PamtU with a peine «f Thumbes 

That well miglu seme a MUler's tolling dish ; 

Who thicks her pottage but with brown-bread cmmmes, 

And neuer car'd for butter to her fish, 

Haue but the mettall of the miner's wish ; 
Twenty to one, but she shall quickly many. 
When finer wenches will be like to tarry. 

Looke on old Beinsse with her beetto bwwes, 

B^ot betwixt a thiker and his Tibbe, 

And but of late a silly Mt>lers spouse ; 

If she haue playde the thrifty prowliag ecribbe. 

To purchase gwsie to grease4he buHocke's ribbe ; 
She shall be fedde with fine and dainty fere, 
And woo'd and wedded, ere she be aware. 

But for a poore wench, be she nere so &yre, 
Gnuious and vertuous, wise -and nObly borne, 
And worthy well to sit in Honor's chaire r 
Yet, if her kertile, or heir gowne be tome, 
All her good giftt shall be but held in sooroe. 

And she (poore soule) in sorrow and disgrace, 

Be forc'd to giue a filthy baggage place. 

So that by aD these consequents I see. 
It is the money makes or marres the man ; 
And yet where iudgtes will faidifferent be. 
The hobby-horse best fittes Maide-J/orrMJi, 
While greedy dogges may licke the dripping pan ; 
For though that money nuty doe many thinges. 
Yet Vertue makes the truest Queenes and Kings. 

Oh what a world it is to see what wiles, 
A silly foole will finde to gadier wealth : 
And how he laughed, when he himselfe b^uQes, 
With getting of tiie cukcies note by stealth. 
And thinke all well, it is a signe of health : 

When Pbtience hath the vaine to gather pence. 

It is a feult to ttoobfe conscience. 

Who doth not see what viUanies are wrought. 
To gather wealth, the gnmnd of wickednesse : 
How many scholers Mackmutt hath taught. 
To fill the earth with all vngodlinesse. 
While Witte doth ondy wovke for wealthinesse : 

Who Hues in «bbes, and may let in the floods. 

But willhetiay his fether for his goods ? 



But what auailes vnto the worid to talke ? 
Wealth is a witch that hath a wicked diaime. 
That in the mindes of wicked men doth walke. 
Vnto the heart and sonle's etenaH faanne. 
Which is not kept by the Almighty anne : 
Oh, tis the strongest instnmwDt of ifl 
That ere waskaowne to woike the denill's will. 

An honest man is held a good poore soule. 
And kindenessr counted but a weake conodte, 
And loue writte vp but in the wood-oocke's sowle. 
While thiiuing Wai doth but on wealth awaite. 
He is a fore-horse that goes euer streight : 
And he but held a foole for all his wit. 
That guides his braines but with a golden bit. 

A Virgin is a vertuous kind of creature 
But doth not coine command viiginitie? 
And Beautie hath a strange bewiching feature. 
But golde reads so much world's diuinitie. 
As with the heauens hath no affinitie ; 

So that where Beautie doth with Vertue dwell. 

If it want money yet it will not selL 

The market doth not seme to looke on mindes, 
lis mony makes the way with euery thing ; 
Coyne alters natures in a thousand kinds. 
And makes a begger thinke himseife a king. 
The carter whistle and the oobler sfaig : 
Money, oh God, it carries such a gnioe 
That it dare meet the diuell in the fece. 

And he that wants thb wicked kinde of jdrosse. 

May talke of nuttes but feede vpon the shales ; 

Insteede of grasse be glad to gather mosse. 

And steed of hilles be glad to keepe the dales. 

With chilling blasts insteede of blessed gales : 
Valour, wit, honor, vertue, beautie, grace, 
AU litUe worth if wealth be out of pteoe. 

The golden tale is euer soonest heard. 
The golden suter soonest hath dispatch. 
The golden seruant hath the best rqgard. 
And what such marriage as the golden match ? 
And who so wise as is the goldoi patch ? 

Sweet musicke soundes it in a golden vaine. 

The sweetest stroke is in the golden straine. 

And yet for an this, by your leane awhile. 
Examine all and giue each one his right. 
Let not sdfe-will a better wit beguile. 
To take a candle for the sunny light :- 
There is a diifrenoe twist the day and night. 
So is there twixt the riches of the minde, 
And the base drosse in beggar^houghts to finde. 

The wealthy beggar with his golden bagges. 
Is yet a beffiar, maugre all his golde ; 
And noble Vertue, though it be in ragges. 
May well deserue a better place to holde 
Then many a one that is for money solde : 

And tis not wealth can make an ape a man. 

Cut out his coate the best way that yon can. 
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Weahh wiU not make an oU man yong againe, 
Hoarener so tUsgrs do abiue him. 
Nor wealth can take out a dishonest stalne, 
Howener kindnesse for a time excuse him. 
Wealth can make the wise but to reftiae him : . 
Wealth cannot sveeien an old slinrking faieath. 

Nor sane a miaer from the dart of Death. 

« 

A knane in gnine can take none other hue, 
The coanterfeit wiU quickly shew his kinde, 
A traitor in his heart cannot be tiae. 
The weather-oockegoes euer with the wand. 
He hath no eies that can no cohMBS findo :. 
Fooies may be blinded with a wiUnU miit 
But wise men will beware (rf bad-I-wist. 

For he that were as lidi as Crmsme-mtm^ 
Yet if he haue a pntcSMidai eaies. 
He shall be counted but a OoUen Asae^ 
VHiatener worship in the worid he I 
For Truth herseUe by ail hertiiall i 
In all the rules where leaaon hath his right» 
A riiadow doth but onely modEe the sight. 
Whfle he that hath a manly oomdy feature 
And wisedome's grace to guide the spirite's will, 
And with the outward onamento of Nature, 
To heanenly comfort bends his hiward skill, 
Although he cannot dime the golden hill. 
How bare soeoer here be his abode 
He shall be gratxyus hi the sight of God. 

He that walkes wanton vith his head aside, 
And knowes not well how he may see hlsfeete ; 
And she that minceth like a maklen bride. 
And like a shadow slideth through the streete ; 
Howener so their mindes in money meete, 
Measure their humours iustly by the middle. 
He may be but a foole and she a fiddle. 

She that hath a round table at her breedi, 

And like a puppet in her 'parrell dight ; 

He that is all formalitie in speech. 

And like a rsbbet that is set vprigfat ; 

Howener so their parses be in plight. 
He may be wise, but in his owne opinion. 
And she accounted but an idle minion. 

He that with fint goes waUowing like a beate. 
And puffes and blowes, and gapes to gather ayre ; 
She that all day sittes curUng of her hayre. 
And painu her feoe to make the fowle seeme foire ; 
Howener so thdr wealth enocase. or paire. 
He may be held for a butcher's weather, 
And she a bird but of an klle leather. 

He like a crane that stalkes along the streete. 
And ooer-lookes the moone, and all the starres ; 
Sbe that doth softly striue to set her lieete. 
As though her ioynu had latdy been at iarres ; 
How-e'ie their purses breede thdr peace or wanes. 
He may be counted but the sonne of pride 
And she perhaps bane an vnwhotesome hide. 

II 



He that doth set his wicked wittes to worke. 

To cooaen and to oony catch his friend ; 

And she that doth in secret comers lurke. 

To bring young humours to a wicked end ; 

Howeuer so their purses paire or mend 
She may hap pcooue as good as encr twangd 
And he a rascall, worthy to be hangd. 

He that doth bring men faito bonds of dept. 
And feede their humors with a card of temie ; 
She that can mump, and mince, and ierke, and iet 
As though she were old ckauMttcUrs chlefe bene ; 
How ere thdr purses build the golden penne. 
In the best rules that wit and reason haue. 
She may be thought a queane and he a knane. 

He that can fleere, and leere, and looke aside. 
As though he studied on some wdghty case ; 
She that can kinddy counterfet the bride. 
On working dayes to make a Sondaye's fieuse ; 
Howeuer so their purses be in case, 

He may perhaps haue but a knauish wit, 

And she perhaps be but a foolish tit 

He that wiU drinke, and sweaie, and stabbe, and kill. 

And will be brought vnto no better stay ; 

She that will brawle, and scold, and haue her will. 

In spight of wfaosoeuer dare say nay ; 

Howe're their wealth do beare the world away. 
He may be fit to keepe the diuds court. 
And she a match to make a mad-man spon. 

So that I can see I finde mysdfe decdued, 
To thinke that mony should monarch it so ; 
Although I thinke I might be wdl concdued. 
To thinke that money make a goodly show, 
Vnto a minde that doth not mettaU know ; 

But he that knowes the flower from the mosse, 

Will finde it but a necessary drosse. 

But he that can with consdence and with icindngMg. 
From a small mole-hil to a mountaine rise ,- 
And sbe that will not with Discretion's Mindgnffsg 
Lead a poore friend hito Foole's Paradise ; 
Let cTOwnes and angels follow them like flies. 
If they get goMe, on God's name let them weare it, 
He hath a peeuish humour cannot beare it. 

But let him yet acknowledge what he is. 
That by'his wealth his ondy worship getteth ; 
And let her that is such a misteries, 
Thinke her but fond that so herselfe forgetteth. 
As labour's lucre euen with honor setteth. 
Let them, I say, confesse but what they be, 
And they shall be stil as they are for me : 

But if King Pippin ouer-looke hb basket, 

I wish a rotte among his apples fall ; 

And if dame Laundresse doe forget her flasket. 

I wish her losse her crippin, or her cawle, 

I can not make a parlour of a halle : 
Let euery rabbet to her borough nmne. 
And then the hunting will be quickly done. 

B 



Digitized by 



Google 



lO 



PASQVILS MAD'CAPPE. 



But if the hikUiigs care not bow thej lome. 
Nor where they range in fetdiing of their feede ; 
If thejr be met with in their going home, 
I can not pitty their vnhappy speede ; 
Who cuttes their fingers must abide them bleede. 
Who wilfully win venture for a smart, 
I can not hdpe them, if it breake thefar heart. 

Then let a knaue be knowne to be a knaoe, 
A theife a villaine, and a churle a hogge ; 
A minkes a menion, and a rogue a alaue, 
A trull a tit, an vsurer a dogge, 
A lobbe a loute, a heauy loll a logge : 
And euery birde goe rowst in her owne nest. 
And then periiaps my Muse will be at rest. 

But if a lacke will be a gentleman. 
And mistris Needens lady it at least. 
And euery goose be saucy with the swanne. 
While the asse thinkes he is a goodly beast. 
While so the foole doth keepe ambition's feast ; 
My Muse in conscience that cannot be quiet. 
Will ghie them this good sawce vnto their diet. 



But I doe hope I am but hi a dreame, 
Fooles will be wiser then to loose their wittes ; 
The oountrey wench will looke vnto her creame. 
And workemen see, but where their profite fits. 
And leame fantastickes to their idle fits : 
Pride shall goe downe, and vertue shall encrease. 
And then my Muse be still, and hold her peace. 

But if I see the world wffl not amend. 
The wealthy beggar oounterfeHe the long. 
And idle spirites all their humours spend. 
In seeking how to make the cuckoe fSaoig ; 
If Fortune thus doe dannoe hi FoUie's ring, 
When contraries thus go agahist their Undes, 
My Muse resohies to tdl them what she findes. 

For she cannot be partiall hi her speech. 
To smooth, and flatter, to oologue and lie ; 
She cannot make a breast^plate of a breedi. 
Nor praise his sight that hath but halle an eie. 
She cannot doe herselfe such iniurie ; 
For she was made oat of so plaine a molde. 
As doth but Thieth for all her honor holde. 

FINIS. 
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:>£ Muse abfoade. and beate the world aboat. 
Tell tnieth for shame, and huggervpno ill ; 
Flatter no follie whh too plaine a flowt. 
Nor on a bussard set a fiOoon's bill : 
Doe no man wrong, ghie euery man his right. 
For time will oome that all will oome to light. 

Doe notpenoade a foole that be is wise. 

Nor make a begger thinke he is a king ; 

Say nota mole can see that hath no eyes. 

Nor ataike dead stockes haue any power to ^ting ; 

For while that logicke wooUl maintaine a lie, 

TIs eaaely found out hi philosophie. 

Tdl idle eies that know not how to looke. 

Their wanton thoughts win woike them nought bat woes. 

Ten addle wittes that haue the worlde misiooke, 

Vnfaridled wffles are Reason's ouerthrowes : 

While ondy Tmeth that waUies by Wisedome's fine, 

Happieth the heart, and makes the soule diuine. 

Goe to the Court and ten your gratioas Ung, 
That in his loue his Land hath blessed been ; 
And tell his Land that you bane trndy seene. 
No Court on earth more gracM in a King ; 
Where Vertoe gines a kind of heavenly crown 
That an the world can neuer tumble downe. 

There tcH the lordes and ladies in theh- eaies. 
They most be loyatt in their humble kraes ; 
The fiurest badge that honor euer beares. 
Is, in a crowne a nest of turtle-doues ; 
Tlie crowne of lawrefl that can neoer wither. 
The birdes In lone that Uoe and die togither. 

There tett the oourtiflr he doth khiddy seme, 
That of his curtsle cannot make a doake ; 
Where Bountie's hid doth honor best deserne, 
That gines reward before the word he spoke ; 
And ten the gaUanU that wiU sedce for graces^ 
Chaste modest eies best figure angels' fiioes. 

Goe bid the lawyers looke their Common-ptooes, 
And where they know the tmeth, there giue the light : 
For God Himseife who heares the poore mens cases, 
Vinn giue a day Tuto their daricest night 
When in the Booke that doth att thonghu disdose, 
Their aouleashan see whereto iniustioe growet. 



Goe to the IcamM Vniuersities, 

And tdl the schoUers of the kMM of thne ; 

Bid them beware of too much liberties. 

Best thriutag plante are tended in their prime ; 

And bid them first goe read the rules of grsoe. 

That tower blessings may come on apaoe. 

Tdl country Pkyers, that old paltry iesU 
Pronounc6d in a painted motley ooate, 
FOles an the world so fiUl of cuckoes nests. 
That nightiqgales can scarcdy sing a note : 
(% bid them tume their minds to better meanings. 
Fields are 01 sowne that giue no better gleanings. 

Goe ten the Fldlers that doe haunt the Faires, 
They are but ooales to kindle widced fire ; 
Where only pence doe make vnequal paiies : 
Performe the actions of vndeane desires : 
When hi an ale-house in a drunken pot, 
Tha dtucU daunceth though they see Urn not. 

Goe ten the S waggrei s that doe Tse to sweare, 
Heere, or hi hett, theh' mouthes wffl sure be stopt ; 
And teU the thieues that robbe without a feare, 
That Tibome trees must once a month be topt ; 
And tdl the duster of the damnM crae, 
Sttdi heU-hounds heanen out of her mouth doth spue. 

Bid eadi Dniine goe dosdy to his booke. 
And trudy teadi the comforu of the soule. 
And to his Ufe to haue a carefuU tooke ; 
Knowing what actions angds doe enroole. 
And Idl them trady that diuinitie 
With worldly loue hath no affinitie. 

Feede not the Souldler with ddigfat of Mood, 
While Mercy is the honour of a fidd ; 
And tdl the Merchant, that Ul gotten good, 
A wretched life a wofon end win yedd ; 
And teU the Miser Tsoier of money. 
His soule is poysned with his bodie's hunney. 

Goe teU the Creftesman of his crafty worke, 
And that his ooosoning one day wffl decay ; 
For kmg the foxe may hi his burrow lurke. 
That may be catdit In hunting of a pray ; 
And whereas TTueth can only beare a blame 
Falshood must runne and hide her face for dtame. 
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Goe tdl the Fencer with his deadly foyne. 
That Caime and Abell yet are currant weight, 
Where is more easie for to part then ioyne 
The soule and body by a wicked sleight ; 
While secret murther in the sinner's brest 
Will neaer let the soule to be at rest. 

Goe ten the wretch that would and cannot thriue, 
That his endeauor standeth for a deed ; 
And bid the sick man in his soule reuiue, 
While angells ioyes on sinners teares do feede : 
And tell the soule that moumeth for her sinne 
Heau'n gates stand open for to let her in. 

TeU not a crow, that she is lilly white, 
Because a painter oolourd hath her coate ; 
Nor say a cuckoe hath in musicke righte. 
Because in Maye she hittes vpon a noate ; 
But say the crow is blacke, the cuckoe's hoTM ; 
The finest rarkasse will be bat a corse. 

Ten Aesofs pie, that ffies with peaococke's feathers 
They are but stolne, or borrowM, not her owne ; 
And ten the shippe that sailes in roughest weather, 
Vpon a rocke she may be ouerthrowne ; 
And teU the hart that wiU not keepe the wood. 
To gtase too larre, wflll doe him Uttle good. 

Goe teU the beggar at the rich man's gate, 
That LoMorus in Abraham's bosome lines ; 
And tdl the rich, that Diuts' wofuU state. 
Doth shew what almes lacke of pitty giues ; 
And teU the wise that Salomon is dead, 
WhOe wilfiiU Fande brings a fool to b^dde. 

Goe bid the laUour looke vnto his charge. 

And not be cruen where he may be kinde ; 

For though a prisoner be not set at large. 

Yet in his sorrow let him comfort finde ; 

That when the soule at Merde's doore doth knocke, 

Pitty on earth may ope the heauenly locke. 

Goe to the prisoner that doth line opprest, 
And teU him patience is a heaa'nly power. 
That in aU troubles giues the spirit rest. 
And makes it happy in a heau'nly hower ; 
When True Remoroe that Vertue's griefe doth see. 
From care and sorrow aoone win set him free. 

Goe teU the PoeU that their pidling rimes 
B^in apace to grow out of request : 
While wanton humors in their kUe times. 
Can make of Loue but as a ^a^^ghing iett : 
And ten poore Writers, stories are so stale. 
That penny baUads make a better sale. 

Goe tdl the Authors of high Tragedies, 

That bkmdlesse qoairells are but mexry fights ; 

And such as best oonodte their Comedies* 

Doe feede their fiwdes but with fond delights ; 

Where toyes wffl shew that figure TTueth's intention. 

Thej 9oyle their qifaits with too much jmicntion. 



Goe bid the Scriuener looke in his indentures, 
That no iU oouenant a oonuetance marre ; 
And teU the Sailer that in sea aduentures, 
A shippe in guided spUtts vpon a barre ; 
And tdl the Fisher when he layes his nets, 
He fisheth iU that but a gudgin gets. 

Go tdl the luglers that their iests are toyes, 
Where wisedome seeth the worth of Uttle wit ; 
Their exercises but for girles and boyes. 
That watch the gander iriiile the goose doth sit ; 
Their trickes but trifles, bred by wickednesse. 
But to deodue the eye of simplenesse. 

Go teU the pander and the parasite. 

The one his tongue is like the other's minde ; 

The parasite without a tooth can bite. 

The pander lioeB in a more loathsome kinde ; 

The one, his laeuhie is flattery, 

The other, Uues by filthy lecfaeiy. 

Go tdl the traitour, if thou hitst of any, 

That ludas is a prok)gue to their play ; 

And teU the worid that Indasstt too many. 

In secret comers spring ?p eoerie day ; 

Who, since both hean'n and earth may wdl afahonne, 

Goe hang themtdnes as be hath done before. 

Go to the Countrey, where the fiuiners dwdU 
And bid them bring thdr corne out to the poore ; 
Tdl them the sexton comes to ring the beU, 
Whe death wiU fetch the richest out of doore ; 
And they too late to thdr sorrow shaU see. 
How diurles on earth in heU shaU plaguM be. 

Goe teU the Labouren, that the lade bones 
That wUl not worke, must sedoe the beggar's gaines 
And tdl the beggar that his fidnM groanes, 
Must haue a whippe toease him of his paines ; 
Wlule workemen's labour, and the lame man's woe 
In wisedome's eye cannot vnpittied goe. • 

Thus, not in order seeke out euery one. 

But as thou meetst them, tdl them what I bid thee ; 

But if thou seest thon canst doe good of none. 

Of gracelesse schollers quickly sedte torid thee ; 

Such as detemUnc m thdr sinnes to dwdU 

Thou canst not hdpe them if thqr nm to bdL 

But lest thy worke be aU to mndi to doe^ 
Begixme againe and I wiU make aaend^ 
But haue a care of that I set thee to, *. 
Lest I discarde thee ener for a friend ; 
But take good heed, begin where I begun. 
And make an end, and I wiU soooe 



Goe bid the Courtier that he be not prowde. 
The Soldier btoody, nor the Lawyer Uhide ; 
And bid the Merefaant, that he doe not shravde 
A subtle meaning in a simple kinde ; 
Goe bid the SchoUers leame, ttie Doctors teadi. 
And haue a care to line as tfaqr doe praadi. 
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Goe bid the Farmer bring abroad his giaine. 
The Ckaftesman, that be aonndly make hii ware, 
Tbe Woricemaa, that be labour for his gafaie. 
Tbe Beggar that be waite for pittie's share ; 
Then if the Sexton come to ring the bell. 
Where Faith b lixt, there is no feare of HeiL 

Forbid tbe PoeU, all iantasticke humors, 
The Players, acting of vnlawfuU iesu. 
The Prose-men, raising of unduill rumors. 
The FIdkrs. playing but at Bride-ale feasu, 
Tbe Fencers, fi^^t but ondy to ddende. 
That easie quarrds soone may haue an ende. 

Goe tan the Spend-tbrill that doth sell his land. 
Money win meh like snow against the Sonne ; 
And be that takes his rent vp afore-hand. 
May bap to want before the ycare be done ; 
And ten a Foole, that plaies on better wittes, 
A lowsie bead witt quickly shew his nittes. 

Goe bid the Scriuener looke he trndy write. 
And tdl the lugler, that his feates are stale ; 
And bid the Sailer kioke his sfaippes be tight, 
And take the btowing of a merry gale; 
And bid the Fisher ky for bigger fisb , 
A world of gudgins wfll not fiU a dish. 

Goe ten the Rkh Man, that his store of wealth, 
Wn pnrdiase him no place In Puadlse ; 
And bid the strong man boast no more of health, 
For as the lambe we see the lyon dies ; 
And bid the wise man boast not of his wiu. 
Lest fu awar e s be figdl to madding fits. 

Goe tnd the laylour looke Tnto his lodces, 

And keepe his keyes, and feare no prisoners flight ; 

And keepe his rackes, his tortures, boltes and stockes. 

To make a traitor bring a truetb to light ; 

But to his power to hdpe the poore oppresiM, 

For God ispleasd in pittybig the distressM. 

Goe bid the PbeU studie better matter. 
Then Mars and Venus fai a tragedie ; 
And bid them leaue to leame to lie and flatter, 
In plotting (rf a Louer's Comedie ; 



And bid Play-writers better spend their spiriu, 
Than in foz-borrows. or in oony-ierrits. 

Do not allure a wanton eye to loue, 

Nor seeke with wordes to witch an itchbig eare ; 

Play not the turky with a turtle-douei 

Nor fray a baby with a painted beare ; 

Finde better worke to set thyselfe vnto, 

As good be idle, as haue nought to doe. 

Fonow not fomes, shadowes. nor oonodtes. 
For in tbe end they win but fll deceiue thee ; 
Practice no iestings, nor no iugUng sleights, 
For hi the end discretion wiU peroeiue thee ; 
And when that woe and want doth ouertake thee. 
Fortune win fiule thee, and tbe world forsake thee. 

Loose not thy time with Vocidag after toyes. 

Nor fiOl to bufldii^ castles in the ayre ; 

Let Nature's ieweUs neuer be thy ioyes. 

But loue the beauty of the inward fairs ; 

Where e're thou goe, let tnieth and vertue guide the 

And then be sure no euUl can betide thee. 

Spend not thy patrimony in appaireU, 

In cardes nor dice, in horses, hawkes, or boundes ; 

Mabitaine thy right, but make no idle quarreU, 

And keepe thyselfe within Discretion's boundes : 

Abuse no friend, nor trust an enemy, 

And keepe thyselfe from wicked company. 

Reuenge no wrong, except it bee too greate, 
True valour Uues in spariog, not bi spilUag ; 
Deny no truce that Mercy doth intreate, 
A cruen conquest that doth end in killing : 
For Patience Andes that poison's wrath to death. 
An angry word is but an angry breath. 

Bid them feare God that meane to shun the deuill 
And hate the deuUl that would oome to God, 
And say, when chfldren are enolinde to euin 
Parents sometime of force must vse the rodde ; 
For sbme is hateAiU in IthouoKs eyes. 
And Man his life but in His merde lyes. 

FINIS. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



P. 4, To THE Rbadbs, coL X, L 4, *ihi fmrt and 
twemiu Ordtrs:' whether by jocular reference to the 
twdYe companies of London, or tbe 'orders four' of 
mendicant friars ; or whether because tbe names added 
up came to twenty-feur,-~I know not ; but there were 
aakl to be twenty-four orders (or species) of rogues in 
the Rogues' Commonwealth: L 7, '<i ^a/UU hackney 

II 



wili winch ' = a sore-backed or hurt hired horse will 
wince. Cf. Shakespeare— 

' Let the gattMl jmI« wince ' {IfamUi, iii. ») : 

L X4, ' ohenu ' = markorwatdi : coL a, L x, ' Labourer,' 
etc. So St. Luke x. 7. 

B2 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS, 



P. 5, ooL I. L 6, ' The vnUh of WilW etc Reminds 
us of Breton's * WU of Wit/ etc. : L 15, 'naka' « 
pranks : 1. 16, 'Jrantit:' by stress of rhyme for 
•frenzie:' 1. 17, ' /fw* '•= course : L 19, *ray'^ 
array : 1. 27, ' worship ' s honour or respect : L 31, 
' Pttigrea ' == pedigrees : a not obsolete flattery : col. a, 
1. 7. ' Btggars Crosse' = stocks : L 27, ' 4tfZir ' ss hawk, 
i.e. force up phlegm. 

P. 6. 1. I, ' CMmJi' = an okl miser : cf. Breton's 
' Longing of a Blessed Heart/ p. 8, col. a, 1. aa, ' The 
Churle that sits and champes vpon his chaffe : ' La, 
' maukift,' or maulkin s a hare : s= maid or mistress : 
L 8, * Icgget^keaded' =ib\ockbaA: L 10, 'prinking' 
- adorn : L 13, ' ktalU ' = cackle : L 15, ' disard ' m 
clown : L 16, 'welted* = border-adorned : 1. 17. * bolt* 
= arrow : L ao, 'gmsUU* « grant : 1. 34, *hroages ' ^ 
brogues, shoes : 1. 43, *swaffes:' a word not recorded 
apparently ; the meaning is plain : col. a, I. 11, * goou 
in grease' = weU sanoed: L 44, 'UttUton:* the great 
law anthority : L ^, *toyes' » trifles : L 49, *erosse' ^ 
lose him : I 51, ' quidditia ' » a scholastic term : the 
proper answer to quid est f See Bailey, s, v. 

P. 7, 1. 7, • rest:' gune^U-eaids term : L », * marisk* 
s marsh ; L aa, 'godson earth:* Psabn Inzff. 6 : L 35. 
' tume the eat:' there is a ctmning which we in England 
can ' the turning of the cat hi the pan / which is, when 
that which a man says to another, he hiy» It as If 
another had said it to him. Bacon in Bailey, s,v,\ 
col. a, 1. 6. ' Cods head' » foolish fieUow : the 'cod' has 
a huge head and small bfaias : L X5» * spittle' ^ 
hospital : 1. 51, ' Ela,' the highest note in music, I 
suppose a to if of our present scale: L 3a» 'Jfonnd' 
or ' Hey-dfr<3ey : ' dance-mnsie : 'heyd^vtt' were 
frolicsome dances. 



' wosted' » worsted : L 6. 



P. 8, ooL X, 1. 4, 
= marriage : L x6, 'tolling dish' : 



l.aa^ 



'Betresse' a Beatrice : L ^ *premiing' « prowling 
and plundering : L 35, 'baggage* a woithless woman : 
L 39, ' MoMde^Marrian ' » Mirkm oi Robin Hood 
Ballads celebrity : L 5a, ' Machamell' a Macfaiav^ : 
ooL a, L 10, 'wood-eoche:* 'Springes lo calcfa wood- 
codecs ' preserves this lofe term : L 30^ ' itate ' a sheHs : 
L 40, 'goldenpaUh' = rich fooL 

P. 9, col. I, L 8, * in graine' = in substance : 1. 14. 
* had-i'Wist' s had I known,^firequent in Breton: 
L 37. ''parreir = apparel : L 48, *weaihdr' = wether, 
sheep : col. a, L a, ' cony catch .-' slang phrase adopted 
by Rowlands, etc. = to ehtrap : L 8, 'dept* = debt : 
hg^'cardo/tennt.' Thdis wns a cird that by the ndes 
of the game ooonted as ten« It was «lso called a 'cool- 
ing card,' apparently beoasse it cooled the oourage of 
the advorsary. Here » give then all they derire or that 
which they would b«v« : L xi, ' okomnioelirs' s oock : 
1. ao, '//^' or titty sea smart girt, yet 'foeliah:' L ag, 
' monarch :' note the verb form : 1. 39, ' angels * == coin 
so called: 1. 45, '/wif* = foolish : L 5a, *crippin* = 
golden net caul, as ' cawle ' explains : L 54, * borongh' 
B burrow. 

P. xo, col. X. L I. ' kiUUngs* =• km person or idle: 
L 10, ' minhes ' = onr minx? See omr Memoilal-Itttro- 
duction on this : ib., * menion ' = minion : L xx, ' tit,* as 
supra : L xa, ' lobbe ' = clown : so ' loute,' a downish 
fdlow : L xa, ' loll' = idle feOow : ooL a, I x6, ' colegue ' 
SB confederate. 

P. XX, coL 1, 1 «i, ' Tibome : ' sTyborfi or gaOows. 

P. xa, ooL X, L X, *foync * = thrust, in fencing : L 17. 
* horse * = hoarse. 

P. 13, eot. X, If. 37-4a. See on this oof MeAiorial- 
Introducdon : col. a, t aa, misprinted— 

' In caidei, nor dicfl^ in kor ici, nor lunrkM, hoandes^'— G. 
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NOTE. 

The only copy known of ^Pasqvils Fooles-cap' is that in the Bodleian--our text On it 
and 'Morphorivs' see our Memorial-Introduction. The Notes and Illustrations find most fitting 
place here :— 



Epistlb-dedicatory, Edward Conquest^p. i8. 
See Memorial-Introduction on this speciid friend to 
Breton. CoL i, L 17, ' CogmisauiKt.' Cf. p. 20, ooL a, 
1. 7 : s badge. 

To HIS HONEST FRIENDB PASQUILL— COl. 2, 1. 7, 

* btetit-htaded,* Cf. p. 19, col. 9» 1. 24, etc., = stupid, 
wooden. 

MoRPHORius TO THE READER— ooL 2, L 2, *Jranty ' 
= frensy : 1. 14, ' GulUs' » foob, with the sulwdea of 
licentiousness : ibid,, * Gugin ' s gudgeon. 

Pasqvils Foolbs-Caf— p. 19. ool. s, 1. 4, 'Mad I 
wist:' /rtquittUr here and in Breton generally, See 
Glossarial Index, s, v.: 1. 5, * hammering skomcgs,' 
' Skonces ' = skulls or heads, f .#. brains. See Glos- 
sarial Index, s. v., for parallels : 1. 18, *fiddUfaddU*^ 
trivial, as ' fiddlededee ' = nonsense : L 19, *grt€n. 
Ck€€S€/or Chalke.' One of many proverbs in Breton : 
col. a, 1. 4, ' kcMU '—as a hawk in sporting or a scholar 
in full dress : 1. 10, ' list* == boundary line : 1. 16, ' seare ' 
- touch-hole of a pistol— used metaphorically : L 27, 
' RowUs ' = rolls : ibid, , * reede * = judge : 1. 38, ' cog- 
ging' = cheating. 

P. 20, col. 1, 1. 15, *lfm0ica^' = swaggerer : 1. 43, 
' Babies ' ss the little likeness seen in the pupil of the 
eye when eyes are brought near : 1. 51, ' Eaufe ' = ewe, 
and so 1. 53, *deawt' sdew, — the contemporary and 
later q>elling : col. 2, 1. 6, *woodcockes' =s simpletons : 
ihid,^ ' Morris-daunct' =s an ancient dance in which the 
performers were grotesqudy dressed. See Halliwell, 
T. V. : L II, *Ri€ Dowe' s dough : 1. 29^ * Somll' = 
chestnut colour : 1. 35, * Dowd' = slattern, and laxy : 
1* 3<> ^ cogging' = K3tkv^\xa!g, as before 9sA frtquenter : 
1. 41, *BuMMard' s night-moth : Hid,, *haiolke' = 
Iwwk: 1. 4a, * Tittis' wad /rofucnter : = smart girl: 
U. 44-45,— another proverb. 



P. 21, ool. I, L 9, ' Cnckoe ' s= makes a cuckold : L 14, 
'Drabbe' = slattern; ibid,, •qmeane' — slut: L 18. 
' RascaUry* s rascallery : 1. 31, ' Fortunes skan ' as 
the chapter of accidents, which is the Bible of the Fool : 
col. 2, L I, * Cockers' ^ oaSen : L 14, * Hieldistg* ^ 
hildittg or hinderUng, i,e, idle jade : 1. 23, ' RuJin-HAe ' 
ss ruffian-like : L 27, ' Kittes* s Katies—* slang name 
for light women: 1. 45, *swearde'^ sword: L 46, 
*jt€ere ' = grin. 

P. 22, ooL I, 1. 32, 'fortes' SI gtiiCB: L 49. * Tit,' 
See on p. 20, col. 2, L 49: ooL 2, L 40* '/eaJke'^ 
ascendant : L 42, ' Moris-dautue.* See on p. ao^ coL a. 
1.6. 

P. 23, ool. I, L 3, * Nannicocke.' Same as nanny- 
hen, i,e, aflected, over-nice : 1. 15, ' lennet' s Genet— 
a small Spanish horse : L 26, *SMei/' a sunken shoal or 
reef : L 29, Woptt-sioole :' naspnated ' joyne :' s folding, 
jointed stool or seat : L 47, ' Gandert wooU* as feathers 
—by stress of rhyme : coL 2, L 24, ' ni/les' s nothings, 
trifles. See Glossarial Index, s. v, : 1. 25, ' BumOmg ' = 
woodlark : and a shrimp : L 40* ' Noddy' s noodle : 
1. 50, ' Comny borongk ' — rabbit bonow : L 53. ' Afnce* 
= muse or mused, i,e. hole in a hedge throqgfa which 
game passes : 1. 16, 'gate' « gait : L 24, < neert.' See 
Glossarial Index, s, v, 

P. 24, ooL I, U 5. 'mmWaI'b befooled: L 38, 
' leanes ' a ceases : L 48, * Codes eombe' « Fool's head- 
gear—as of a boastful-crowing cock : 1. 51, *si^pe' 
s hypocrite : ooL a, I. 24, ' hwte * » lout' 

P. 25, ooL I, L 8, * MachamU,^ See Glossarial 
Index, s, n. 

Pasquils Passion— p. a6, coL i. L aa, 'keake'^ 
cackle : coL a, L i, ' Curtail' » docked : L 4, 'KestreW 
s Kestrel : called also stasmel and wimUeuer^—ci the 
hawk tribe: 1. 51, * Fonde* ^faoUOi: I 5a, 'dismsd' 
s infected,— or qu.— troubled or distmhed^^Q. 
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P A S Q V I L S 

FOOLES-CAP 

SENT TO SVCH (TO 

keepe their weake braines warme) 

as are not able to conceiue aright 
of his Mad-cap. 

With Pasquils Passion for 

the Worlds waywardnesse. 
B^;un by himselfe, and finished by his 

Friend MORPHORIVS. 




Imprinted at LONDON, for Thomas lohnes, dwel- 
ling neere Holbome Conduit 1600. 
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TO MY VERY GOOD 

friende, Master Edward Conquest^ 

as much happinesse from Hta- 

uen, as his worthy heart can wish. 



SIR, to forget your vndeseraed kindnesse, were a 
note out of my nature : ft yet how kindely to 
requite it, is many notes aboue my ability. But as a 
lame man, that striues to goe, shewes hee would 
runne, if hee had legges : so, in the humour of my good 
will, imagin a Desire of a greater matter. But leauing 
these complements, and to come to my purpose ; as I 
haue found you a kinde Spectator of my Labours^ so 
let mee entreat you, at my hands to accept this 
treatise, with a foolish title. Where, if Wit haue plaid 
the Wagge, let him not haue his name for nothing : 
and where you finde a head fit for this Cappe, either 
bestowe it vpon him in charity, or send him where he 
may haue them for his money. I know that you ar^ 
acquainted with many that well deserue it : whome, 
least they should be mistaken for better men, I pray 
you giue them the Cappe for their Coguisaunce. And 
so, hoping that ypur discretiom will beare with fny 
imperfection, to finde no better worke, to giue notice 
of my good will ; I rest, with much fhankfnlnftfWB, in 
more Affection than Protestation. 

Yours assured, to commaund, 

N. B. 






Co t\t Rtahtr^ 

\0V that Read, to tearme you Gentle and it 
not, you would tJUnke I did mockeyou : 6* 
thirejore giue me leaue to tJUnke of you, as I 
Jlnde you. But to the matter : Mad-cap 
hath past one Jit and now is fallen into another: what 
it is, you may partly guesse hy the Title. For, in a 
Foole, is hidde a great dealt ofvaine matter: which you 
skali keere Jlnde runne oner, in a fewe Verses; not the 
best that eueryou redde, nor perhaps the worst that you 
may meete with. But to be short, what PasquiU begun, 
Morphorius hath ended: how well I say not: but the 
better, if you like it: to whose hindnesse, in hope of 
patience, I commit it; and so abruptly I leaue it. 

Yourfiriend: 




TO HIS HONEST 

friende PasquiU in all haste. 



* 




|Riende Fasquill, hearing of late of the paines 
that thou hast taken in reprehending of the 
wicked (among the spirits of best condition, 
not a little commended) I haue thought 
good (finding the corruption of this Agi^ to put a Foole, 
tp fhy Knaue. Among which weak witted brains, I 
haue not let slip such Beetle headed Asses, as taking 
vpon them the worke of thy Wit (in seeking to rob 
thee of thy Worthinessi\ haue shewed the height of 
their FooHshnesse. Who. among other such wise 
people, finding their names bi^t in their Natures, wiU 
(I hope) like good children, rather mend their faults, 
then be angry with their maisters ; if not, let them 
sinke in their owne sorrowe : giue the Mad^mase his 
Mad'Cappe, and the Foole his Fooles-Cappe : thou and I 
be fiiends, and the world Hue as it HsL And so fiue- 
weU. 



Thine, as his owne, Mosphosio. 



Morphorius to the Reader, in the 
behaffe of his friende PasquilL 



J TER, that oflaUwasiua Madding Jit, 
j[ £ Doth from afratuy to a folly fall: 
And which is better, madde, orfboHshe mntte f 

Well, Sugar sweete, or bitter as the gall, 
Tis Pasquils humour, so /pray you take it: 
And as you like it, chuse it, orjorsahe it. 

His meaning was, to please none but himselfe. 
Nor to displeau but those that well deserue it: 
He doth not care though Rnuyplay the eye: 
His dishe is drest, and hee will not Reserue it : 
Bftt to the world, for suchpoore diet seme it, 
'As are content with ordinaHe dishes. 
While Nicer GulUs are choaht with Guginjlshes. 

When he was Madde, hee Ra^d against the haaue : 
Now idefy fitted, faUes vpon the Foole, 
In hope that Doctors better wisdome haue, 
Thau Carpe at schoUers that doe goe to sehooU 
And wishe a workeman but to knowe his tools: 
For Graues-cnd Barge can neuerpassage haue. 
Till it befumisht^with a Foole or Knaue. 

FINI& 
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PA S Q V I L S 
Fooles-Cap. 




|Hat meanes this world, that Muses can not 
Test, 
6at one or other will be worldng still ? 
Tis no time now to breake too broad a lest ; 
Least, bad I wist, repent a beedlesse will, 
While hammering skonces bane vnhappy skill 
Whkdi in their Cradles, being borne accurst, 
ma ener construe all things to the woorst 

But since the Wisdome of the world I finde, 
Before Heauens Wisdonu^ Poolishiusse indeede, 
While such Illusions doe the spirit blinde. 
As onely growe vpon vngratious seede : 
Which wicked Humours in the heart doe breede. 
While truest Wisdome YtatntAxiQitibK Suntu: 
Let me bat play the Foole, and I haue done. 
But some, peihaps, in pieidsh splght will saj. 
Hie fielde is large, wherein I am to waike: 
Where I may wander many an idle way. 
And make a deale of fiddle iietddle talke : 
But say, my Muse mistake greene Cheese for Ckalke» 
This is the worst (to hide her idle braines) 
She shall haue but the Pooles^afpe for her paines. 

But let her weare it, sfnce it is h* doe. 
Who hath no Wisdom, can not speake of Wit: 
Who neoer came where Wit 9xA Reason fpnt. 
Must needs shoot wide, when that they aim at it. 
For, while the Gl0M6r by the Goon doth sit, 
Tirien to one, how ener pfoone the weather. 
But that the birdfe wffl id be of a feather. 
Then, good Wise Man, if soch a one thovbee. 
That dost the lines of IHtle matter reade, 
I pray thee be noc hi a chase with mee. 
Although a lade be sporrM till bee bleede : 
YMeptitiaaiSay Stable fat Kht^xxx Sieedo,* 
Who hath beene wdl brought vp in Reasons Sekook, 
May haue the patience to goe by die Foole, 

But, if it bee, you cannot goe atong. 
But that you needes wiH stumUe at a stxswe ; 
If that your selfe will doe your seUb sodi wrong, 
To let the WVwr vpon your IKrV!r to gnawe, 
VntiU a Crewe be come to be a Dawe: 
Then do but thhike how some tlie least will smother. 
Why should one /^«9i^ be angry with anotiwr ? 



Then be not angry, let the Foole alone. 
Except thou be a bird of his owne broode : 
For trust h true, it will be ten to one, 
If onoe thy heade be oouerd with his Hoode, 
It win so heate thy bnunes, and staine thy bloode. 
That thou wik fen into such Extasies, 
As while thou hu'st, thou neder wilt be wise. 

Beware therefore in time of Had I wist : 
Let not Impatience shewe thy pieuishnesse : 
Keepe thy Conceipt within Discretions List : 
Where thou maiest looke vpon that Idlenesse, 
That fils the world too fiiU of FooUshnesse : 

Seeke thou to knowe but where true wit dotli dwell. 

And leame to laugh at FooUs, and aU is well. 

And if thou chaunce to meete an idle Mate, 
Whose tongue goes aU too glibbe vpon the seare, 
And chiefe delight is so much in his prate, 
As where bee comes, wiU be chiefe Prater there : 
In friendly kindnesse teU him in his eare. 
That in the Rules of Wit and Reasons schoole, 
He win be counted but a prating foole. 

And if yon hap to light vpon a GuU/ 
Hiat is conoeipted of his Mother wit* 
And doth apply his beetle-headed scuU 
But to an humour of an idle fit ; 
In honest kindnesse let him heare of it* 

That in the Rowles of Wisdomes Rules you reede. 

Lesse hope of him, then of a Foole indeede 

And if you chaunce to see the Sonne of Pride 

Looke fifteene thousand mile aboue the Moone, 

And lye abedde vntHl his idle hide 

Must make a Morning, of an after-noone : 

For feare his Worshippe should be vp too soone ; 

Least that the Ayer should happe to doe him harme. 

Lend hfan the Fooles^appe for to keepe him warme. 

And if you chaunce to spy a Subtill Slaue, 
That hath a world of Simple wits beguilde, 
And, like a cunning cogging, coosening knaue, 
On other harmes, his hdpes doth onely builde : 
TeU him that Sathan is a subtUl dulde, 
That while the wicked golde for drosse doe sell, 
Makes Fooles seeme wise, vntfll they come in hell. 
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Hee that doth morther twentie thousand men, 
And sacke their dties, and their townes defooe : 
And, with a dash but of a wicked Penne, 
Bring a poore worM into a pitious case. 
To gaine himselfe a kinde of Monarchis grace : 
Tell him what Angels read in Vtrtmts schoole, 
That bloudy Fridi doth bceede a hellish FooU, 

Hee that doth couet more then is his owne, 
And scrapes and scratcheth for a little drosse : 
And, all with ease is like a Bladder blowne. 
And neuer cares for any neighbours crosse, 
For his owne gaine. to giiie a thousand losse : 
Tell him when (Tij^iim beates the world about. 
The FooU will quickly lay the Miser out 

The swaggring Hufiecappe that will stare and sweare, 
That hee will cut through the whole piece of doath ; 
And &ce to &oe, will meete the olde blinde Beare, 
And breake the Canne, that's fiUM vp with froath. 
And cares not hpw he throwe away an oath : 
Let him be sure when Vtriua Honours &U, 
In Wisdowus Court he hath no place at all. 

The sneaking Coward that doth ckMely creepe. 
And feareth euery shadowe where hee goes : 
And of himselfe both watdi and warde doth keepe, 
For feare his Friendes should growe to be his Foes : 
Doth so much title of true Mankoode lose. 

That hee may reade what TruHu in honour tries, 

A Coward neuer can be truely wise. 

The Idle Spendthrift that will seU his land, 
To feede the humours of an addle heade : 
And sowes his seede vpon the barren sand. 
Till late Repentance Uue to b^ge his bread : 
IjA him beleeue what many a one hath read, 
Howeuer Fancy make excuse for it. 
Such Had I wist had neuer happy wit 

Hee that doth thinke that Wit is but in Wealth, 
And plots to purchase Idngdomes with a Fnru, 
And neuer thinketfa of the Spirits health : 
But doth his heart with wicked humours nurse. 
And for a blessing, felles vpon a curse : 
Let him oonfesse, if in heau'ns blessfaigs bk>C, 
Hee finde himselfe a wicked Foole, or not. 

Hee that lookes Babies hi his Mistris eyes. 
And beates his bnines to tell an Idle tale : 
And thinkes himselfe, that hee is wondrous wise. 
That breakes a least, though it be nere so stale : 
And for a Nnt, cnickes nothing but a Shale : 
How ere hee thinke of his owne wit amisse, 
H^^<ibaM wiU teU hun. what a /^a0i^ hee is. 

She that is neither noble, (aire, nor wise. 
Nor scarce so ridi as a newe shomM Bawe; 
And yet, conceited in her owne foule eyes, 
When shee is dabbled three foote hi the deawe, 
That shee may seeme a prettie handsome shrewe : 
Let her not thinke, but such a Shut the doort 
Is balfe a FooUt and if she be no more. 



Hee that hath neither Tmeth nor Nonestie, 
Good hand, good Iq^ge, good body, nor good free. 
Nor any such exceeding qualitle 
As may aduannoe him vnto Homours place : 
Yet, thinkes himselfe a man of spedall grace. 
When mad-men treade the Woodcockes Morris daonoe, 
Ghie him the Poolet<appe for his Cogniiunoc 

Shee that is fifleene mile about the waste. 
And an with fax vnable is to goe. 
Yet makes her fiice vp in a piece of paste 
As though she were an Image of Rie Dowe ; 
TeU her but tmeth that ^«/ and ^Auwt knowe, 

That this is an. that Fame doth her aSboide, 

A filthie 0»/r U but a foolish Birde. 

Hee that doth hit vpon a printed booke. 
And findes a name neere fitting to his owne^ 
And of his owne poore wit hath vndertooke 
The ground of an hath fixxn his humor growne^ 
When eueiy Bird is by her feather knowne. 
PasquiUAo^ tdl him that poore jRscps Fie 
Win sbewe hfan how his lf^«/ hath gone awry. 

Hee that doth many, all for Wanim-hme, 
And hath no Reason for \A&fond c^fection : 
But aU too late doth with Repentance proue 
The wolun firuites of wretched wits direction. 
While Want and Sorrowe are the SomUs oocractioQ : 

TeU him, such babies may the dugge goe sudte : 

While louing FooUs haue i 



Shee. ui aglasse. that sees her Sorrett^ix^ 
And straight wiU put it to the Painters die. 
And then doth thmke that shee is wondnms fure ; 
When flatt'ry feedes her humour with a Ue, 
Oh, let her not hi such an errour die ; 

But bid her Undly cracke this friendly Nut. 

So fowle a Z>0»if is but a foolish .SAv/. 

Hee that delights to tdl an idle tale, 
Vpon the prattle of a cogging Mate. 
And cardetsdy his credit set to sale : 
Which being noted for his foolish prate. 
He shall be sure to finde although too late 

That (KMiMvreades these Rounds in AwMvscfaooles ; 

Newes-Carriers are next Neighbours vnto Feoks, 

She that doth file her tongue for BJegnence, 
To entertahie a world with Idle taike : 
And thinkes shee hath the very Qmintesemee, 
Of quidce oonodte, wfaerehi her wits do walke 
Yet doth not knowe a BntsMord fixxn a Hamlhe : 
Let her bdeeue, such giddie headed Titt^ 
Are not oonmended for the tmeit Wittet. 

Hee that doth loue to taIke of JP«»^ji-/rdM<r. 
Yet neuer drewe one Arrowe in his Bowe : 
And yet doth thinke his skiU is wondrous good. 
That scarce the oompasse of a roarke doth knowe 
When sudi a Goose-cappe doth a shootii^ goe. 
TeU hnn, that fai the ahne of Wisdomosfif^ 
Widehanded (KtYr wUl eiwr dwote awiy. 
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Hee that doth fust his state vpon his friendes, 
Inhopeof sraoe, when aU his good is knt,- 
ShaQfindehis ITif/ not worth two paddings endes, 
When want oi 'pence to redton with the Motttt 
Doth make the Beggar chalke vpon the poste : 
Whose base condition doth too plalndy ahowe, 
Hee was not wise, that plaide the Weodcoekiwa, 

Shee that doth thinfce, shee hath a rare oonodte, 
That ghies the CMcic* to her ktadest friend ; 
And laiiglies to thinke vpon that dose decdt. 
That doth bat breede Reptttianci hi the ende ; 
TdQ her, if shee the sooner not amend, 

ITMdSHaseUddwiie, that Imows what IK»^dothmeane 
A widsed ZVttMtf is bnt a foolish ^ifttiM. 

He that is prood of his ooncdpted wit. 
When he can oogge, and ooaen, prate, and lie : 
And place himsdfe with better men to sit. 
Then may beseeme so base a Rascaldry^ 
As is too ftne from thoi^fht of Chyuahy ; 
When enery Asst his due reward shall hane. 
The fMBi^afptiaiiOo good for socfa a JTmam^, 

Hee that hi heart doth say there b no God, 
And neither tUnkes dHkan'h, nor yet of Hell: 
Nor bath a leeHng of that heali'niy Roddi, 
That makes the S&wlt, in Scrrewes teares to tdl 
How AfaTTMdoth withm the Spirit dwfSSL : 
^thm the booke of Tf^^NfiMiui blessed 5rJl0i^ 
The Lord of /Knlifca hath set him downe a Pbole. 

Hee that win lende more then he wdl may spare 
And be that spendes an that he hath and more ; 
And ondy tnisteth vttto .Aw^AMMf share. 
And cares not how he nmne vpon the score, 
VntiU the B^gtr meete hiin at his dore : 
Wudome win tdl him tmd^ in the end, 
Hee is a /SM/<e that is not his owne friend. 

She that can lookeas mflddy as a Lami$, 

Yet is a Tign inwardly in hcarte ; 

And cares not how, nor wliere she leane the Rammt, 

When she hath gotten'oooe the rutting parte : 

It is a Rule, in WU and Rtasons Arte, 
That die; that listh no better natur'd Wit 
The ITftwwiHteanne a doggU foolish TU. 

Hee that is fanmi^t vp idly in his Youth, 
And soomes to labour in his dder yeeres. 
And neuer tfainkes vpon the dMjotJfmHU, 
Went want (entangled in the Btggtn breers) 
The beanie sound of hdpdesse S^fWBw heares : 

Let hhn bdeene, that Tnuth doth piafaidy wiight ; 

The F9olt3-eafp€ fits the AOk A^gficr right 

Hee that can ptot a world of viUany, 
And nencr cares wliat Verhua loue deserueth : 
And sortes himsdfe with wided company. 
That from the way of perfect H^As«tas# swameth 
While Mtreia hand the grstkws heart pr esu ui; th 

That dniutt wreteh wiB finde hi Satk^m sck$aU, 

A damnM villahie is a cursed FoaU. 



Hee that doth iiU his Gophers ftUl of Goukle 
Yet wiU not weare good CkMUhes on his badn 
But doth a Undeof Qosmish humor hoolde 
To hane his Garment cut out, like a sacks 
And thinkes ReieU Htringi haue a daintie smacke : 
Tdl him in Undenesse (that he may not quanrd) 
The FooUi<app€ win be fit for his ApfamlL 

Shee that is giucn to Ease and SMHskmesse, 
And trifles out die time In 7>oM^«rf.* 
And yet wiU thinke it is no pleuishnesse. 
To feede her sdfe with Idle Foppery; 
May hap to finde in Sorrowa l^Moy, 

That when the GrusJkepper doth leane to shig, 

An kUe /TMtf MSf is a fodish thing. 

Hee that doth stodie twentie thtags at once. 
And hath intent for to perfonne them aU : 
And yet his beetle addle-headed skonoe. 
In fiiU ooodttdon can doe none at aU : 
If that the FooUf-cappe to his fortune &U. 

Let him not tUnke but it wUl findy fit. 

The /AkAMd^, that hath no better Wit. 

Shee that is gioen to Fride and Bnuury, 
And RttfiM-Ukt, will swears and swash it out ; 
And studies nodiing ds but Kutmiry 
To bring a wkked kfaide of worid about ; 
And cares not wliome she iidlowes with a flout : 
Sudi foolish JKVAkr olsoch a ddtdsh kinde. 
In BridaaeU booke are euery where to finde. 

Hee that is here to day, yonder to morrowe 
And cares not how hee ranngeth here and there : 
Nor careth wliat hee can or begge, or borowe. 
To spende or spoile, he cares not how nor where : 
Oh, teU that Idle Fdlowe in his eare. 
If that hee doe not take tlie greater care, 
The Foole win catdi him, ere hee be aware. 

Shee that doth lone to gosdppe, and to uttle. 
And leaues her house to keepe it sdfe alone : 
And cares not how she spend the time in prattle, 
Tin shee haue bar'd her Htuband to the boane : 
Let her not thinke but sudi an Idle loasu 

Must haue this note set downe vpon her name ; 

A ToUUng koMSwife is a foolish Dame. 

Hee that can combe his head and curie his bearde, 
And set his Ruffes, and weare his Ooake in print, 
And by his side can finely weare his swearde, 
And leame to fleere, and leere, and looke a squint 
And keepe his steppes, withfai a measures stint : 
Let him be sore to passe with this good flout : 
Hee lackes the FooUi-Cappe yet to set him out. 

Hee that is weU in seruioe entertainde 

And iustly hath the due of his desart ; 

And by his labour findes that hee hath gainde 

The carefuU comfort of an honest heart ; 

Yet fondly wffl with such a Master part : 
Tdl hun what TruHu doth by Experience knowe : 
Hee is a FooU, leaues sudi a Master, so. 
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Hee that win let his Wii to ninne on Wheete, 
And in pronde tearmes will with his betters stand* 
Vntill bis Tomgiu be tempered by his heeles, 
Vntill his Braimes bane better manners scand : 
And a the Foole doe take him bj the hand, 

Bid him haue PaiUmce, to endure the sonnde ; 

That lacke of Wit will lay a Pook aground. 

Hee that in UbiiM takes delist to write. 
And cares not whom hee wickedly defiune ; 
But pieuishly will shewe a baggage spite. 
To touch the Hommr of an Homui nami: 
What shall I say, that hee is much to blame? 
Yea and so much, as for his idle vaines 
Hee well deserues the FooUi<app€ for his paines. 
Hee that hath all his studie in the Chmdis, 
And all misliketh euery thing hee reedes : 
And what the Sunne within her CircU shrowdes, 
All in the height his haughty Humour feedes : 
If hee doe diaunoe to light on /r«n9iv for Wmdes, 
Hee is bat foolish : rise be nere so soone 
That runnes in haste to ouertake the Mcoue, 

He that will Read€, before he leane to Spell; 

And write a Booke, before he knowe a ^ot; 

And keepe a Skoppe, before he lewne to sell ; 

And all logalloppg ere hee leeme to iroi: 

Whither such one tUnke himselfe wise or not. 
Let him be sure that better wiu doe reede. 
Such J/aOau/ fellowes are but FMes indeede. 

Hee that with pleasure followes CartUs and Didt 
Drinking and wendUngt and such Idle sportes : 
Vntill too late Repentance knowe the price 
Of PoHmee passage to Saint Scrrewes portes ; 
Whereto the Begger most of all reaoites : 
Oh let him knowe when be doth comfort lache 
The Begger Poole will haue him by the ba^e. 

Shee that doth finde her Hustand Vnkt znd. Unde, 
And for her wanu to worice both night and day : 
Yet like the Wetkereoeke, with euery winde, 
Will tume her Humour eamy idle way. 
And cares not how hee foil into decay. 

So shee be fedde according to her fit ; 

She is a Baggage, and a foolish Tit, 

Hee that is married to an honat wije. 
That, as her life, in loue doth holde him deiK : 
With whome his heart may haue a quiet life; 
And, in content. Hue many a meny yeare : 
Yet leaues a Doe to take a RascaU Deere : 
The fruites of IVili do prooue his Wii accurst. 
That so will leaue the best, to take the worst 

He that doth enuie euery mans good happe. 
And kncywes not how to get himsdfe in grace : 
And layes his Loue but all in Fortunes lappe, 
Whose custome is her followers to defooe : 
When hee is follen into a pitious case, 
O let him knowe, before he hang htmadfe 
An muiomfboh is enen sudi an Rife, 



Shee that doth keepe an Inne for euery Gmsi, 
And makes no cere what winde Uowe ?p her skirt. 
And readie is to breake a Ckaucere ieast. 
To make a Smocke eucn measure with 9l Skirt: 
If such a one be cell'd a FooHskJlirt, 
Twas not for nothing that she had her name. 
When all the world is witnesse to her I 



Hee that doth take the hiwe, but as a least. 
And will be hangd but for good fdlowshippe. 
And thinkes it nothing to be halter blest. 
When from the Gallowes it is but a sUppe : 
Oh, let him not in anger hang the lippe. 

If by desert thus due reward hee take ; 

He was a Poole, that hangd for foshkm nke. 

Hee that wii weary out his friends with bocrowiag, 
And be behoulding to an Entmy, 
And kill hunselfe with too much Sorromeng, 
To thinke, the touch of Treasons villany 
Should make such worke in wid»d company : 
Wisdowte will tdl him, what Experience trie% 
That kinde(tf(K»^ will neuer make him Wiu, 
Hee that importunes an etfprouid friend. 
And hee that feares to speake where hee nay speede ; 
And in b^^innjng, kMkes not to the end ; 
Butkiuettogforieina Wickeddeede, 
And will his heart with smoIm/ ilMN0«rr foede : 
These IF»i^ doe shewe (that are so fitly matoht) 
A neast ofPooUs, that Wisdom* neucr hatdit. 

Hee that doth set his hand to euery Bill 

And neither cares for Rig^ or EquiHe, 

And onely bendeth his vnhappie skill. 

But to the ouerthrowe of Honesty .* 

PooUs, that are so neere in aifinitie, 
When WisdomemeiueiWL\xj93XKAinu Wii, 
Not one of these that hath to doe with it. 

Hee that doth build Us^ Coclftr in the 4yy«, 
Vntill they headfong tumble on his necke : 
And bee that will not an old Sk^pe repaire 
Till it be too fine tainted with a leake : 
If that the H^MidiAViltf giue his Wits the peaks : 
Let hhn not chafe if that it be his channoe, 
To weaze the Poole^O^pe, in a Moris-dauuce, 

Hee that can play on TmenOe kands at oooe. 

And tumes his humor vnto eneiy time : 

And hath his Spirii tempered for the noooe. 

To set his flowers onely in the prime : 

If when he thinkes most warily to dime. 
By due desart a breake neckfaU hee haue. 
His amft doth prooue him but % FooUA kmatu. 

He that will taike of euery thing hee knowct, 
And credit giue to eueiy thing hee heares : 
And builds his knowledge only on suppose; 
Yet ▼ndcrstaads not what too plaine appeaies : 
How young or ould soeuer be his yeares. 

Who of his poore Wit giueth witnesse so ; 

Thinke him ULommi Poole, and let him goe. 
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Hee that doth wooder at a Wta^ortsehi, 
And plaies with euery feather in tbe wlnde. 
And b in kme with enety Nammuoeke; 
Yet acaiody kncywes an Ortmgt hj the RJnde : 
WhcB euery F0OU is found out in his kinde* 

How is it possibie bat be should pasae^ 

For 9ipaon sUfy Hrn^U vriiUd Asu f 

Hee that doth thinke it b no W i citd n n u , 
To lead a jronng man into WamimiuiSi; 
But takes delight in all Vngodlinesse ; 
Vntil the Htart in Sorrtma heaninesse. 
Doe shewe tlie frnites of Wils vmkappintisi : 
Let that vile YiUaine reade in Vtrhus SekooUt, 
SDGfa«rKi«tf«rvft4tf are VngraHomt Ftoks. 

Hee that will diannge a Immt for a latk. 
And pot his ZoivJ into a little /Tmm.- 
And, m the way where £i<ri^ ^r/ doth wade, 
Watch a great Mmmtaitu for a Uttle Mvum, 
And sits to feede a Mpmk^ with 9^ Lamm: 

Where If^ti/ is so m>^jr oneigone. 

Witdmnt saycs plainely, his is small or none. 

Hee that will pot his state vpon aduentore 
And may be safe and if it please himselfe ; 
And hee that bindes his semioe by Indenture, 
To baggage eoones for a Uttle peUe : 
If that his Sk^ doe mnae vpon a SkOfk^ 
Let Urn not tUnke, bat that poore »Fs/ of his, 
FhMB Wisdamis Comae, was carried quite amiiie. 

Hee that will creepe vnto an ohte Ityu^-sio^, 
And seme a TkaUker for a Bmmck o/sirawi. 
And he that goes to woifce without bis toole. 
And kmes to wrangle with a Mam o/Lawt, 
And tUnkes no Bixde so prettie as a Dawt: 
How ere such one be of his lf^«^ oonoefaied« 
ITiitfMM will tell him be is much deodued. 

Hee that will treade a Mtasmr$ as he walkeSk 
And oonnterfaite Afaide Marums oountenanoe : 
And loues to fell faito thoie whisper talkes. 
That bring poore IF«/ into a pitions tmnnoe .* 
If that the Fook doe light on him by channoe, 
He must assume what Fates to him assigne : 
I can not helpe him, tis no feult of mine. 

Hee that will DrimU vntill Hm kraimuU mtrry. 
And EaU vntill his simadki hi Uo/uU, 
And LU aUdm^ his hams ie wtarid. 
And iVwIf j» iMsf vntill he prooue a Gull : 
If that such kraimes be lin'd with Gamdirs woM, 
Whensudi WueermimrtspfA^^bar (^»i^ together. 
To cbnse tka wisest, who knowes which is whether? 



Hee that all day sits biemiisgata coU, 
AaAnoMTltmBUMtSlkhee^omttke/re: 
And hee that AcuUs kisjingtr in a hole. 
To please the humour (tfayituf destme : 
AbA hee that loues to tnsa^le in tkeasift: 
When these wise men togither make a play, 
The /V01& win runne with all their Witsvmtsf, 



He that will in an kstmamr Uaste aJHemd, 
And in a tatie/iUl vpon a Joe: 
While in beginnings make as bad an end, 
When poore Fe^emtassee doth too late beshrowe 
The heedlesse Will, that Wit doth ouerthrowe : 

That Fbole must needes be tum'd vnto the List. 

Emong the number of the Had I wist, 

Hee that wiU tell his secrets to a stranger. 

And play the Omtard witk an enemie : 

Hee that win put himselfe in needelesse dannger. 

To foUowe a mad keaded cowfamie : 

Let him take heede a sodaine villany 
Make him not finde in true Repentance Sekoole, 
Ktackward IT*/ lackes Uttle (tf ^ /iwi^. 

Hee that wflll weare Mis wealth ypon Ids backe. 
Yet in hie purse doth scarce his dinner carry : 
And hee that sales togine his neck the cracke. 
Because be will itxA/or hitjortnne tarry : 
If such a FooU become a Bwsaards quarry, 

WhenCdfvikfM IT*// doth shew his ^f/sosmal, 

Tis not my feuH, I cannot doe withaH 

Hee that doth stndie out his knUnes in tri/les, 
And misse the humour of a better marke : 
And oosens his oonodte with Foolish ni/les. 
In taking of a BuntingUxt. Larhc, 
And euery FiihU for a Diamond wpu^: 
Hee that doth so his WiUxo foUy fit, 
Doth plainely shewe he hath no perfect Wit 

Hee that can eate no other Afoate but Milhe, 
And for his Horse, must bane an AmhUng Nagge : 
And cannot weare a Shirt, but soft as Silh* : 
Nor keepe his Coyne, but in a Golden Bagge, 
And must be knowne his Mothers kindest Wagge : 
Such smoothM Godsons thew in Wisdomes schoole, 
A MUlhsoppe Bahie is more half e a Foole. 

Hee that win be ttfraide of euery dreame. 

And thinketh euery puddle is apooU: 

And runnes ten miles \aeaia messe o/Creawu, 

And cannot sit but on a Cushin stoole : 

If such a Noddy be not thought a/w/r, 
Hee hath great fauour in the Rule of Wit, 
That sees his Weahnesu, and concealeth it. 

Hee that doth fiB his heade so full tf humours, 
Hee knowes not where be may in quiet sit : 
And hee that kiues to raise vnciuill rumours, 
Vntffl that Justice doe in Judgement sit, 
Vpon the workes of such a wiched wit : 
Such wicked Wits, for honest peoples health, 
Might weU be banisht from a Common wealth. 

Hee that all night doth watch a Cont^ borough. 
To catch a Ferret, that hath broke his Muezle : 
And hee that squats a Hare within afurrowe. 
And seas how shoe within her Muce doth Nuzzle ; 
And yet so long about the Bush doth puzzle, 

That she is gone ere he can wett beset her. 

Which of these two good Foola, may be the better ? 
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Hee that put all to M« /n/forifor, 
To reckon euen with aU tht vforU at ana : 
And in the meane time is at such a stay 
He knowes not how to rae his addle Shotut : 
If such an Asse be noddled for the nonce, 
I say but this, to faelpe bis Idle fit ; ' 
Let him but thanke himselfe for lacke of Wit, 

Hee that wilfully y^/ikr into qffmct. 
And satislaction neuer cares to make : 
But carelessely stands in his owne defence. 
While that the PooU his Wits doth ouertake : 
When late Repemtamce makes his heart to ake, 
Hee scapeth well, if (for such idle values) 
Worse then the FooUs^cifpt answere not his paines, 

Hee that loues to be noted for ttrangt/ashi^ms. 

And for his iccia, and for his kinde of gatt: 

And in his MusdSt and his Possums, 

Will not be thought an ordinary mate : 

If that his Wittts come to themsdoes, too late. 

I know not well how to be his Aduiser; 

But euen be soiy, that he was no wiser. 

He that will hoorde yp ally^ « deertytan; 
Yet in the meane time want necessities.: 
He that will be vnto himselfe so neere. 
As bring himselfe into eztreamities, . 
By his owne wilfiiU caus*d calamities. 

This is the end that will fiOl out of it ; 

Such Niggard FoaUshaxie neuer better Wit. 

Hee that doth put Ais wealth vpom a Cocke, 

A Carde, a Die, or such an Idle toy ; 

And hath his humour so much on the Smoeke, 

As if it were his Spirits onely ioy : 

When Soorrewes sighes doe shewe the heartes annoy : 
Let him goe backe vnto Repentance schoole, 
And see how kmg his K^fV hath plaid the /iwi^r. 

Hee that will busie be with Smery matter. 
Yet scarce hath power to bring one well to passe : 
And neuer leaues to cosen, lie, and flatter, 
Vntill hee prooue himselfe a CrafHe Asse : 
Let him but looke in the Poles kxddng Glassi, 
And there his Woodcocke Wit shall plainly haue 
The true proportion of a Paltry Knane. 

Hee that would perswade himselfe He is a Kisig, 
Yet all the w<Nrld doth for a Begger knowe him : 
And he that takes the Winter for the Spring, 
Because the Sunne a little light doth showe him : 
If want of Wit doe wholly ouerthiowe him. 
And that the Cockes comke to his cappe doe CeJI, 
Tis not my &ult, I can not doe withall 

Hee that "^x^ fifteens dies into a Ri^ 
And seanenteene yards into a sufog^ring slappe : 
And tmemtie thousand Crownes into a Mnfi, 
And halfe his land into a hsinting Cappe : 
If that ihibjbok doe catch him in bis trappe. 
There like a Woodcocke let him walke about : 
When bee is in, I cannot hdpe him out 



Hee that in all his thoughts is so vnkofy, 
Hee makes no care of any good conoelgfat: 
But giues himselfe so much to IdUJoUy, 
That vnto Hell hee runnes the highway straight : 
If hee be poysoned with the Din€ls baight, 
I cannot choose but tell him like a friend. 
Such wicked Pooles wQl haue a wofiill end. 

Hee that will Brasokis/dco at Lotkehuy, 
Because he will not Uush at Knamtry : 
And he that will refuse no drudgery, 
To gather Drosse by any Slauery, 
And yet will stand vpon his Bnuiery : 
He is Tko/bole, wfaoeuer be an Asto, 
Makes such a Cooer for a lookii^ glase. 



Hee that repents him of no ^ 

Nor takes delight in any godlinesse : 

But in the way of all vnthrifUnesse, 

Doth wast the Tine oi Natures wretdiednesse ; 

Where helplesse Sonrowes, in vnhappinesse, . . 
Doe breede the Spirits endlesse hfanjnrssff : 
That Poole is in the height of fbolishnesse. 

Hee that regaides not how hee vse his speech. 
Nor careth how the world doe goe about. 
Nor maketh reddening who beholde his breedi. 
Nor how hee play the Ixgger headed lowte : 
Where Wisemen Ihie, if hee be beaten out. 
Let him be patient, if it oome to passe 
A beestly PooU be handled like an Asse, 

Hee that doth make his Tongue a two hatut sword. 
And only seekes his Honour all by stealth : 
And cares not bow hoe/iUsi^e his worde. 
Nor by how much disgrace to gather wealth: 
Howeuer so his Carcasse be in health. 

Wisdom, describes him, in true Honours tclioole, 
A Gull, a ITnaue, a C»ward, and a Poob, 

Hee that doth gaine more, then he well may spend. 
And pnttles more then TVueth doth vnderstand : 
And in his actions, alwaies doth imend 
Vpon the stay of wicked workes to stande : 
If that the Diuell take hmi by the hand. 
Let him beleeue what highest Trueth doth tell .* 
Hee is a Pbole, that leaueth Heau'n for HeU. 

Hee that doth take a Shadowe for a Suhstance; 
And yet doth thinke he hath a perfect sight : 
And hee that takes an Humour for an Instance : 
And yet beleeues his braines be in tiie right : 
Hee that in darknesse so doth looke for light 
(How euer WiU do take his Wittts to schoole) 
Wisdonu in deede will finde him but a Poole, 

Hee that hath once ti piece tifwerht iegumme. 
And knowes not how nor when to mahe am tad: 
And hee whose wtW his H^iMer doth oueRuane, 
To make a Poe in wronging of a Priiud: 
Hee that doth so amisse his S^iriHiptnA, 

(Howeu^ so his owne conceit doe deemehim) 

Wisdoms in dbBdbimbaitL PooU t 
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Hee that is Esau for Vmikri/Hmisu, 
And foUowcs Caing in his v^gpdHnesse : 
And kmes AckUcphtU for wicktdnesu. 
And is a ludas, in vH/aiik^messe^ 
Whatener showe he make of koUngsu : 
That man I finde in too motltkjboliskiusu. 
Hath redde the Scripture in vnha^iuue, 
Hee that of MackoMtU doth take mstruction 
To manage all the matters of his thought ; 
And treades the way hut to his <ywne destruction, 
Till late Repentance be too dearely bought. 
Shall finde it true, that hath beene often taught : 



As good be Idle as to goe to schoole, 
To come away with nothing but the Foole. 

For feare whereof, least some of mine owne sect 
(That haue but plaid the FooUs, with lacke of Wit) 
Doe kindely tell mee of my Carts neglect. 
In findhng humours for the time more fit : 
While wicked Spirits doe their venome spit : 
I will conclude (to prooue worlds Wit an Asse) 
Mans Wit is vaine, shalbe, and euer was. 

Sapimtia mundi, stmlHtia coram Deo. 



P a fq u i 1 s pa ffi o n 

for the worlds waiward- 
nesse. 




licked, mgratious, and vngodly A^e, 

Where hatefull thoughts are gotten to their 

height, 
How should my spirit in true passions rage ? 
Describe the courses of thy vile oonceight. 
That feede the world but with the diuels baight : 
While woliill hearts, with Inward sorrowes wounded, 
Finde Wit and Reason in their sense confounded. 

No, no, the depth of thy vnknowne distresse 
(Wherein the heart is ouerwhelm'd with woes) 
Eacoeedes the power of passion to ezpresse ; 
While so mudi griefe within the Spirit growes, 
As all the power of Patience ouerthrowes : 

While Tertuous minds, within their sowles agrieued. 

Must hdplesse die, and cannot be relieued. 

The clearest eye must seeme to haue no seeing, 
And Eloquence must be to silence bound, 
And Hononrs essence seeme to haue no beeing. 
Where wicked windes runne Vertues skippe a ground, 
WhOe bealthfull spirits fall into a swound ; 
That only Pride, that weares ibe^iden Aome, 
May Hue at ease and laugh the world to scome. 

If euciy ri^t were rii^tly apprehended. 
And Aest desennngs best mi^t be regarded. 
And Cdre/milworkes were to their worth oomneiided. 
And Grvtioms spirits gratknisly rewarded^ 
And wicked craft firom Conscience care discarded ; 
Then might the Angels sing in Heauen, to see 
What blessed courses on the earth would be. 



II 



But oh, the world is at another passe, 

Fooles haue such Mashes, men cannot see their faces : 

There is such flattery in a looking Glasse. 

That winking eyes can not see their disgraces. 

That are apparant in too open places : 

But what auailes vnto a wkked minde ? 

No eye so clowdy. as the willull blinde. 

To see the sleight of suhtill sneaking spirits 

(That dare to see the Glasse of their disgraces) 

Thriue in the World, while better natur'd merits 

Can not aspire vnto those blessed places, 

V/here /aitklesse hearts should neuer shewe there faces : 

Would it not grieve aji honest heart to knowe it ? 

Although the tongue be swome it may not showe iL 

To see a horse- ofsemice in the field. 

Hurt by a iade, that can but kicke and fling : 

To see VUssos wcare Achilles shield. 

While hissing Serpents haue a Hellish sting ." 

To see the Knaue ofClubbes take vp the King, 

Althou^ hee be a wicked helpe at Mawe. 

Twas but a clawne that yat deuis'd the lawo. 

To see a sight of Curres worry a Hound,, 
A flight of Bunards fell Tpon a Hawke, 
A coward villaine glue a JCntght a wound. 
To heare a Jtaseall to a King to talke, 
Or see a Peasant crosse a Princes walke : 

Would it not fret the heart that doth behould it. 

And yet \n figures may not dare vnfolde it ? 
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But what a kinde of flWvi^^A/ world is this 1 

They that are kotust, let them be lo stilL 

Such as are settled in their course amisse, 

Haue much adoe for to reforme their wiU. 

It is the winde that driues about the Mill, 
That grindes the Come that sometimes fils the Sacke, 
That laide awry may breake the LoatUrs backe. 

What shall I say? that knowes not what to say. 
This worlds vile Gramnur hath a wicked j^acM : 
Where JVsaltktaid IfV// doe carry such a sway 
That many a time the Goodwift weares the breech, 
And the stowte Oho must yeelde vnto the Beock, 
Such vile ooniunctions such constructions make, 
That some are pois'ned with a Sugctr Cake. 

Terence his Plaits are too much in request. 

The Knaue, the FooU^ the Swagg'rert and the Whore, 

Tkraso and Gnato, Lais and the rest 

Of all the crue (that I dare say no more : 

But ware the iigges that keepe the Dimels dore) 
So play their parts vpon the worldly Stage, 
That tkeiues are hangd before they come to age. 

Oh tis a word to heaie a Gander keake. 
And all the Geese to giue a hisse to heere ; 
To heare an Owle to teach a Parrot speake, 
While Cuckoa notes makes better Mnsi^ne deere ; 
Where nere a better singing bird is neere, 

WouM it not grieue a good Afusitians eare 

To be enforst to stand attentlue heare. 

To see a Wise man handled like a Foole 

An Asse exalted like improper man : 

To see a Puddle honour'd like a Poole, 

An old blinde Goose swimme wagers with a Swan, 

Or Silner Cnfpes diq;raoM by a Canne : 

Who wold not grieue that so the world should go ? 

But who can helpe it, if it will be so ? 

No, no, alas it is in vaine for mee, 
To helpe the eyes, that ioy not hi the light : 
Hee tluit is swome that hee will neuer see. 
Let him play BntMard, with his blinded sight 
An Owle will neuer haue an Eagles flight ; 
Hee, that is once conceited of his Wit, 
Must die of Jolly: ther's no helpe for it. 

And yet good Fooles, that cannot doe withall, 
May well be borne with, for their simple Wits: 
And Knanish Wits, that wicked Fooles wee call, 
(Where Hellish Satkan with his Angels sits, 
To worke the feates of many a thousand fits) 
TYnosit foolish knaues, or knauisk fooles I meane, 
I would to God, the work) were ridde of deane. 

And yet is it in vaine such world to wish : 
There is no packe of Gardes without a JCnaue : 
Who loues to feede vpon a Sallet disk. 
Among his Herhes some wicked weede may haue : 
Some men must winne, some lose, and some must saue. 
Fooles wil be Fooles, doe wise men what they can. 
And may a Knane, deceiue an konest man. 



A Curtail fade will shewe his kackney tridoes 
And snarling Curres will bite a man befainde : [Prickes : 
The Blacke Tkome Skrubbe is best knowne by his 
A KestrtU can not chuse but shewe her kinde. 
Wise men sometime must wait, till Fooles haue din'd : 

And yet, those Fooles, in common Wits coDodte, 

Are Wiu, when Wisdom on their woaltk doth wait. 
And yet the wealthy Foole is but a FooU, 
The Knaue with all his wealth is but a Knane : 
For truest Wisdome reades in Veriues sekoole. 
That there is no man happy till Ydigrune, 
The Hermit lines more quiet in his Cane, 

Then many a King that long vsurpes a Crowne ; 

That in the end comes headloDg tabling downe. 
Yet who so base, as would not be a Kingf 
And who so fond as thinkes not hee is Wise t 
Doth not the Cuckoe thinke that shee can sing, 
As deardy as a Birde of Paradise t 
Thefnolest Dowd is fiure in her owne eyes. 

Conceipt is strong and hath such kinde of value. 

As workes strange wonders in a Woodcocks \x9jai. 
But. what should Fancy dwell vpoo a FahU f 
In some forre Contries, Wotnen ride arstride : 
The Foole that in the kinde can vse his kakU, 
Shall haue Fat meate and acMnewfaat ds beskle. 
F<Nr ir«/ doth wonders vndery^ hide : 

Yet in true Wisdome, all are Fooles approued. 

They that kwie /vim^, and Fooles that are bdoiied. 
But since tis best that all agree in one. 
The prouerbe sales, tis mery wkon friends meete. 
It is a kinde of death to liue alone. 
A louisig kusnour is ti pleasing sweete. 
Let K^iJ# iMWff studie on the Winding skeete. 

And weaker Wits this poore contentment haue, 

Tis better be a Foole then be a Knane, 
And so, good friend, if so thou be, forewdl : 
I must not stand vpon the Foole too loug ; 
Least that my spirits so wilhfolfy swell. 
As doe perhaps my better kumours wrong : 
And thoefore thus in briefe I ende my song. 

The wisest man hath writ, that euer was, 

Vanitas vanitatum, 6* omnia vanitas. 
Vanitie all, all is but vanitie. 
Nothing on earth but that will haue an end : 
Where hee that trustes to bare Humanitie, 
Shall hardly liue to finde in Heauen a friend. 
Take heede therefore the Higkest to offend : 

Either leame Wit, where truest Wisdome lies. 

Or take my word, thou neuer wilt be Wise, 
And therefore let the wise not be displeas'd 
If they be counted Fottde as wdl as other : 
For, tis a plague that hath the world diseased, 
Since sinsu became vnhappie Natures Mooter: 
And let me say but this, my gentle brother: 

Since all is vaine, that Hues vnder the Snnne, 

Good wise men beare with Fooles, and I hane done. 

FINIS. 
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NOTE. 

Oo this and related Pasquil books, see our Memorial- Introduction, where the whole are 
critically examined, and the Breton authorship established. Our exemplar is Jolley's copy in the 
British Museum— purchased for £^y 5s. in 1843 (4* : 24 leaves). The Notes and Illustrations of 
Pasqvils Passe, etc, will find most fitting place here : — 



Epistlb-dbdicatory, p. 4, M. GxirriN Pbn. My 1 
plished friend. Colonel Chester, wholiM made the Peon bmily 
and name a special study, informs me diat there is no Griffin 
Pen known. He oonjectores that this most have heen a certain 
Griffith Pen ; and as Breton was careless in his spelling at 
names, it probably is sa Of Griffith Pen he sutes there b 
mention made in the Will of John Penn of Penn, ca Bucks : 
proved in 159^ 

Of the M. Conquest named along with Pen I can find 
nothing. 

To THB Rbaobb.— L 5, *Nigki-ca^.* This has been mia- 
underttood as a claim on fteton's part to the authorship of 
' Comv-oopiae, Pasquil's Nigki<ap:* but see the error cor- 
rected in our Memorial-Introduction : L 13, * bttUr dk/ta^ :* a 
variant of ' good cheape/ or extremely cfaesik 

Pasqvils Passb, p. s, ool. e, L 13, 'CMM/rr'sthe prison 
for debtors : L 34, ' CUm o/ik* Ci^iir^,'><elebnted in a weU. 
known ballad and chap-book: p. 6, coL a, L 3, *ktbe:' mis- 
printed 'he he :' L 8, ' Angth* ^ nooty so called. 

Pasqvils Psbcbssion, p. 7, ooL i, L 3, ' Tit ' =s young giri 
—usually smart ; here in amoriation with 'baggage' to be 
regarded unfavourably: L 15, '^Ar' = jack-ass or fool : L 16, 
*c9ggim£* s rheating or fraudulent : L 17, 'iroktH sackt ' = in 
holes: 1. #5, 'Adt|r^' = baggaged or bewitched,— mad : «i(., 
*6Miie AM^'ssdull, stupid: 1. 34, 'M# tAreg cvmtr'd trtt:* 
query— gallows? coL s, L 3. 'kackneyCUV = a wanton wench 



or whore: L 17, 'JUtntig* - mocking, sneering: 1. sa, *6ife* 
scohmr, complexion: 1. 49, ' TVasf'ssTliamesT p. 8, ooL z. 
L 5, * shale* s shell : L 34, ' ikrim, hmt /A«r' = the foole that 
can neither [himself) thrine, nor [help] thee to do so : L 51, 
'cjwriM/*s docked horse: coL e, L 3, <miA^'sblocklie«i: 
L \o, 'wmikg ikt WMdc^ckt U ikt Beggart cmMt:* 'wood- 
cocke' = dmpleton : 'beggar^s croese* s stocks : or query* 
same as Beggar's Bosh, or the road to ruin? L 99, 'resHe' s 
vermined, and so moving : 1. 30^ *cufigir* s cucumber : or qn. 
conger eelt L 51, *nmUitigi* misprinted 'medlnig:' p. 9^ 
col. I, L 8, *w9odcocke* s simpleton, as before : L la, *hm£gigf* 
= baggage, or mad, u§, fooUah persoo : aee p^ 7, ooL i, L 85 : 
1. z5,'f'Vr«^*s a videos distemper, as in next: Vx^^Spamisk 
pippt*^ Imi twiMfva ('pip*) : IL i8-ao s death on the gallows : 
L 9% 'cMuvK^'soosening : coL s, 1. 13, 'iA«i/'B a watch : 1. 34, 
*Mkt9:* two syllab l e s a s in Heirick, eta, huer: p. lo^ ooL i. 
L 5, '.^9iM«' = fenciQg weapons? L as, 'diraN&r's dowdies, 
lasy slatterns or sluU : L 83, ' iettitig* = to move the l^s 
wantonly: ooL e, L 5, *frwmp* « lie: p. ix, col. x. L 8. «/«** 
m. N0ddm'^% foolish feUow : qu.sJohn of Nokes! L 19^ 
'Af0SMH/' = basket :Lao^'.AMyv's bier: L3g^ 'ila^/«mr<.' 
See Gloasarial Index, 9.v., for Breton's varying use of thb 
phrase. Old Puritan John Trapp^on Esther viii 3, brii^ in 
Ahasnanu cfyiqg 00 discovery 9f Raman's pkst ' Had I wist ! 
ouic Mftifr :' p. IS, ooL X, L 8, ' Primtro mtt* = to set up rest is 
to stand up upon one's caxds : L it, *mi a stay ' = a stop or 
obstacle: but a syllable in exeess, as ebewfaere: 1. a from 
bottom, ' Tm^is* = tablet, n ote-book.— G. 
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To my Very louing and vndeserued 
good friend M GRIFFIN PEN, vpon his 

heart's true worthinesse shine the Sunne 
of highest happinesse. 

|H£ countenance of a Landlord, makes a poore Tenant halfe a King, and simple men are no fooles, that 
foUowe the shadow of a little honour : for my selfe, I am none of these Sects : for I esteeme more of the 
kindenes of a good spirite, than of HEure wordes, that bewitch Ignorance ; yet I reuercnoe Honour, and 
loue Vertue, but finding my selfe vnworthy the £sivour of great ones, and yet not willing to looke amoqg 
the too little, I will loue where I find cause, and deserue where I finde loue : in which sense, entreating you. in the fore 
rancke of my affection, to march with your kind firiend Af Conqtust. I commend to the good leinre of your patience, 
the perusing of this little pamphlet ; deuided into three pees : a Passi^ a Pncession, and a ProgmosHcatum : PasquUl 
gaue them to me, to deliuer vnto you, which with his further seruioe shall be further at your commandement : and fior 
my selfe how weU I loue you I will not tell you, til your commandement make me happy in your emptoiment ; and so 
wishing both in the worke, and my wil, a more worthines of your kindnes, I rest : 

Yours affectionately to command 

N. a . 




Co tl^e Beaoet. 



PASQUILL commends him to all that loue him, to 
whom he giues to vnderstand, that after his 
pains taken in his Mad-cappe, and his Fooles-cappe, 
laying them both aside, thinking to take a litle rest ; 
gat him his Night-cappe, vnder which, in steede of 
sleep, many idle humors came into his head, which 
troubling his little staled braine, would not let him be at 
quiet, till he had committed them to the custodie of pen, 
and incke, and paper, which hauing set downe some- 
what to his owne contentment, he hath in diuers Copies 
sent abroade to all such as will pay for the writing, or 
els, I should rather say, for the printing, which I thinke 



be better cha^ : to tell you what be doth intreate of, 
were needeles, when it foUoweth neere at hand : and 
therefore onely thus much I will tell you, hauing past 
through manie strange courses, and finding little or 
nothing so pleasing, but tasted like a bitter sweete, vpon 
a suddaine fell vpon, Good Lord deliuer vs, and so con- 
tinuing of his Precession as long as he thought good, 
growdng weary of his life, fell to dreame of Doomes-day : 
but lest I proue tedious, I will tume you to that yoa 
shall reade if it shall please you, and consider of it as it 
shall like you, and so for this time I leaue you. 

Yonrfriemd PasQUILL. 



Pafquill to Morphorius. 



MORPHORIUS, I promised thee a Passe, which 
heere I haue sent thee, hoping in the like kind- 
nesse ere long to heare from thee : in the meane time, 
let mee tell thee, that for our parts, we haue little ioy to 
looke for in this worlde : fooles doe not vnderstand vs, 
and knaues do but abuse vs, the wealthy loue vs not ; 
and the poore can do vs no good : honesty is ill for 
thrilling : and yet the wisedome of the world being 



foolishnesse before God, I know not what to say : but 
for that the time of our life is short in this woride, let vs 
leaue vanitie, and fiidl to some vertuous courses, and yet, 
because I will not at this time trouble thee too much 
with the Scripture, I will leaue thee to reade what I 
haue scribbled : and so end in some haste. 

Thine. Pasqvill. 
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|£ that desires from danger safe to passe 
Along the worid, his wofull wretched dales. 
And would behold (as in a looking glasse) 
The bloda and stops, and such vnhi^py 
stales, 
As crosse a thousand in their very waies : 
Let him but creepe as I have leamd to go. 
And tdl me if it do him good or na 

He that win passe neere to a Princes Court, 
Let him take heede his tongue breake not his necke; 
Nor mate himsdfe among the Noble sort. 
Lest prowde presumption haue too sore a cfaecke, 
Nor bend his will, to euery wanton's becke : 
But watdi good fortunes, when they kindly &U, 
And then passe on, and haue no feare at alL 

But, if a &ce of brasse will be too bold, 

Or like a sbeepes head shunne good company. 

Or of oompleidon be too chillmg cold. 

Or fiery hot vpon an agony. 

Or much inclined to any villany. 
Or for his wit, ioyne issue with an asse. 
He hath no wanrant neere the Court to passe. 

He that will passe before a ludgement seate, 
Let him take heede his case be good and deere. 
Lest, when that Trueth doth of the matter treate 
A heedksse will do buy repentance deere : 
While cost iD lost doth breed but heauy cheere : 
But let him chiefly cany a good purse, 
And then be sure to passe on ne're the worse. 

But, if he come with an vnoertainety. 

And thinke a curtsie will excuse a fee. 

In hope that Law in Pitties charity, 

Wil alwayes giue the ri|^t where it should be, 

Let him leame iStoAfrobaium rule of me, 
That Trueth and Wealth do very much in law, 
While beggar Falshoode is not worth a straw. 



He that wil passe into a warlike field, 
Let him not be too rash, nor yet too stow. 
Not franticke fight, nor like a coward yeekl. 
But with discretioii so his valour show, 
That &me may grace him where e're he goe : 
Lest heedlesse will do shew when he is slaine, 
He may passe hither, but not backe againe. 

He that will passe into a Merchants booke, 
Let him take heede how to discharge the debt, 
Lest when that Kmdnesse doth for Patience looke, 
He be so tangled in a Statute net. 
That he be so with cunning tridces beset 
That to the Counter he do passe so &st, 
As he can scarce passe backe againe in haste. 

He that wil passe into a Ladles eies. 
And in her hands wil leaue his little heart, 
And yet with all his wit, is not so wise. 
As to disoeme the sleight of Venus Art ; 
In giuing of the Fooles-Cap by desart : 
\jfX him go better set his wittes to schoole. 
Or else be sure to passe for a good foole. 

He that will passe into the Holy land. 
Let him be grounded in the rules of grace, 
And be assurde that he doth vnderstand. 
What is the trueth that &lshoode may defieioe ; 
Lest when that Wisedome Follie doth displace 
And Learnings Court breake vp, and all are gone, 
He passe but for a simple blind sir Ihon. 

He that will passe into a Clownes conceit. 
Let him take heede he know a clouted shooe, 
Lest him be cousoned with a dose deceit : 
When seely Fooles know not what Knaues can doe, 
With, Yea, and Nay, to bring an Ideot to : 
But if he kindly know Clim of the Qough, 
Then let him passe, he shall doe well enough. 
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He that will posse into an Ordinary, 
Let him take heede to deale with cardes and dice ; 
Lest whatsoeuer mony in he carry, 
Ere be beware he loose it with a trice. 
And. all too late repentance, leame the price. 
To know bow he that passeth in purse-fuU, 
And goes out empty, passeth for a Gull. 

He that desires to passe vnto the seas. 
Let him take heede his ship be good and tight, 
Let him prouide for all things for his ease. 
And to withstand both wind and weathers spigfat, 
And by his Compas keepe his course aright : 
Be wary of the shelfes, the rocks, and sands. 
And fall not rashly into pyrats hands. 

But if he passe within a leaking ship, 
111 victualld, and worse fumisht for defence. 
And thinke a thousand leagues is but a skip, 
And by the want of wits experience, 
Prouide for nothing that may shunne offence : 
Such one may happen well to passe from shore, 
But once at sea may passe to kmde no more. 

But he that seekes to passe by sea or land. 
To Court, or Country, for his best auaile. 
Let him thus much for oertaine vnderstand. 
That if his purse the better not preuaile. 
His fortune will in many courses faile : 



For a good purse will make a man to passe 
To many places where he neuer was. 

But if (alas) he be passe purse pennilesse. 
In this vile world he shall haue little grace. 
But with a heauy heart all comfbrtlesse. 
Among the Beggars take a sory place : 
Oh this same Gold hath such a glorious face. 
That in false AngeUs, he that heedes not well. 
Will headlong passe his wicked soule to hdl. 

But, he that faiat would passe to Paradise, 
Must leame to passe from all these worldly pleasures ; 
For vnto heau'n what heart can passe his eies. 
That is intangled in this worids treasure? 
No, where the World hath on the Soule made seisure, 
As hardly it can passe to heau'n on hie, 
As can a Camell through a Needles eie. 

Then do not passe the boundes of honestie. 

Of wit, of reason, nor of amitie. 

Of law, of tustioe, nor of equitie. 

Nor the true grounds of lYueths diuinitie ; 

But in the worship of the Trinitie, 

Humble thy soule vnto the Ddtie, 

And passe vnto heau'ns felicitie. 
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I Logger headed asse that hath no wit. 
A rascall knaue that hath no honesty, 
A fonle iUauour'd filthie baggage Tit, 
A wicked ludge that hath no equity, 
And a rich man that hath no charity, 
A £uthlesse friend, and from a fruitlesse tree : 
The Lord of heau'n and earth deliuer me. 

A graodease diild, and an vnquiet wife. 
An idle seniant, and a priuy theefe, 
A long delay, and an vngodly life, 
A helpVisae care, and a consuming griefe, 
And from despaire that neuer finds reliefe, 
And from the drone that robbes the hony be : 
The Lord of heau'n and earth deliuer«me. 

A pcowd companion, and a prating iacke, 
A cogging marchant, and a carelesse debier, 
A qoeasie stomacke, and a broken sadte, 
A filthy hand, and an iUr&uoord letter. 
And an ill-mind that meanes to be no better. 
And from a bribe insteede of a due fee : 
The Lord of heau'n and earth deliuer me. 

A blind phisition, and a sluttish cooke. 

Vnholsome porridge, and vnsauory bread, 

A babish story, and a foolish booke, 

A baggige humor, and a beetle head, 

A smooky chamber, and a lowsie bed. 
And from such neighbours as cannot agree : 
The Lord of heau'n and earth deliuer me. 

A Tyrant prince, and a rebellious subiect, 
A bloody soldionr, and a coward leader, 
An Owles de-slght, and an vgly obiect. 
An obscure line, and an ynlearnM Reader, 
A sergeant, iailour, hangman, and beheader, 

And finom the fruit of the three comerd tree ; 

Good Lord of heau'n and earth deliuer me. 

A resty hackney, and a durtie way. 
A stormy tempest, and a leaking ship, 
An idle quarreO, and a drunken fray, 
A doggM queane that euer hangs the lip, 
A lade that will not stiire without a whip. 



A blinded eie that can nor will not see : 
FVom these the Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

A lasie huswife, and a hackney QiU, 
A crooked finger, and a cramped foote, 
A hasty wit, and an vnbridded will, 
A broken shooe, and an ill fiuiourd boote, 
A poisniog weede, and an vnwholesome roote, 
An from the bussing of the humble Bees : 
The Lord of heau'n and earth deliuer me. 

A mouth that slauers, and a stinking breath. 

A craftie cripple, and a sullen queane. 

A stinking puddle, and moorish heath. 

A dogge that is too fiitte, a horse too leane, 

A maide that will not keepe her dairie deane, 
A blow vpoD the dbow. and the knee : 
FVom eadi of these the Lord ddhier me. 

A fleering laughter, and a fidthlesse heart, 
A creeping curtsie, and a cankred mind, 
An idle study, and a needlesse art, 
A Northeme tempest, and an Easteme wind. 
And from a Curre, that bites a man behind. 
And fix>m a glasse of an il-fruiour'd blee : 
The Lord of heau'n and earth deliuer me. 

To keepe too long among vngodly people. 
To fit mine humor vnto euery fashion, 
To seeke to build a house vpon Faules Steeple, 
To dwdl too long vpon a peeuish fashion, 
To follow ill, and hate a reformation. 
To leame the rules where such ill lessons be : 
Finom all such trifles, the Lord ddiuer me. 

To make an idoU of a painted frice, 
And to attend vpon a golden asse, 
To seeke to do the honest mind disgrace 
And bring a kind of wicked world to passe. 
Or seeke to braue it with a feoe of brasse. 
To leape the Tems, or dime a rotten tree : 
From aU such trifles, the Lord ddhier me. 
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From standing too much in mine owne conceit, 
And giuing credite vnto euery tale, 
From being caught with euery foolish baite. 
From setting of my credite all to sale. 
From leauing of a nut to take a shale. 
From the poore line of the fooles petegree : 
The Lord of heau'n and earth deliuer me. 

Fkom fury, franzie, and imprisonment, 
From fine Maid Marian and her Morris dance, 
From the deseruing of due punishment. 
From bond, from statute, and recognisance. 
From trusting too much vnto fickle chance, 
From vnkind brothers that cannot agree : 
The Lord of heau'n and earth deliuer me. 
From taking pleasure in a villanie. 
From carelesse hearing of a sound aduise, 
Fh>m sorting with the wicked companie. 
From setting vertue at too low a price. 
From loosing too much coine at cardes and dice, 
From being bound till folly makes me free : 
The Lord of heau'n and earth deliuer me. 

From laying plottes for to abuse a friend. 
From being by a cunning knaue b^uild, 
From working humors to a wicked end. 
From getting of a filthy whore with child, 
From dwelling in a house that is vntilde, 
From surfeting within a cherrie tree : 
From all such toies, good Lord deliuer me. 

From a conspiracie of wicked knaues, 
A flight of buzzards, and a denne of theeues, 
A Icnot of villaines, and a crue of skwes, 
And from the patches on the beggars sleenes. 
And from the spoOe that gratious spirits greeues. 
And from the foole can neither thriue nor thee : 
The blessed Lord of heau'n ddiuer me. 

From the illusions of a filthy diuell, 
From too much hunting after worldly pleasure. 
And from delighting in an inward euiU, 
And too much louing of this worldly treasure. 
And from taking leuell by vnlawfuU measure. 
And from the babies foolish A, B, C : 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

To thinke to wash an Ethiopan white, 
To loue too long, and not be loued againe. 
To do him wrong that alwaies doth me right. 
To play the knaue with him that meaneth plaine, 
And to continue in so vile a vaine. 
From all such notes where such instructions be : 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

An old blind cat that cannot catch a mouse, 
A flinging curtoll, and a kicking mare, 
A wife that neuer loues to keepe her house, 
A lazy hound that will not hunt a hare. 
The shame that folles out with the beggars share. 
And from the foole that will good fortune flee : 
The blessed Lord of heau'n delraer me. 



From an infections both of soule and body, 
And -from the carelesse crosses of the mind, 
Fh>m being too much inward with a noddy. 
Or to a brother or a firiend vnkind, 
Or changing humors hourdy with the wind. 
From an ill fruit of an accursed tree : 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

FVom makiqg bargaines till I liue by losse. 
And hoording come to eate into my heart. 
To walke the Woodcocke to the Beggars orosse. 
Or to be scholler at the diuells art, 
To hurt my soule with such infemall smart. 
From all such humors where sudi errors be : 
The blessed Lord of heau'n ddiuer me. 

From beating of my braines about a bable. 
From thinking of no end ere I beginne, 
Ftom giuing eare vnto an idle fable. 
And poasting ioumies for a puddings sirinne. 
And loosing all while other men do winne. 
From eating apples vpon Adams tree : 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

A rainy euening, and a foggy mome, 
A barren ground, and an vnkindly yeere, 
A nittie haire, a gannent ouer wome, 
A market towne where all things are too deere, 
A churles bcue table without bread or beere. 
The wofiill issue of a Judas fee : 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deUuer me. 

From restie bacon, and ill salted beefe. 
From raw sodde cunger, and ill rosted eeles. 
From a quicke witte. that hath his tongue too bride, 
And finom the bkunes and kibes vpon my hedes, 
And from a madding wit that rannes on wbedcs. 
Ftom all such rules as out of order be : 
The blessed Lord of heau'n ddiuer me. 

From a delight in hunting after newes, 

Or loumg idle tales of Robin Hood, 

And from too much frequenting of the stewes, 

Or ventring fjaire but for a little good. 

And take a puddle for a princdy flood. 
From such blind iesU as best with Iboles agree : 
The blessed Lord of heau'n ddiuer me. 

To slander Honor, Vertue to disgrace, 
Offiend Discretion, Learning to abuse. 
Good labours enuy, and thdr worth de£eice. 
To follow follie, wisedome to refuse, 
To leaue the best, and all the worst to chuse, 
To euery Asse to giue the cappe and knee : 
FVom all such errors Lord deliuer me. 

From writing libells against men of state, 
And medling with matters aboue my sdfe, 
Where I am lou'd, to giue iust cause of bate. 
Or to be busie with a monkie dlie. 
Or carelesse runne my ship vpon a shdfe. 
From such ill courses where no good I see : 
The blessed Lord of hean'n ddiuer me. 
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From loosing too much time in making loue, 
From trasting. to an idle hnmoor'd dreame, 
Fkom spending too nracfa mony bow to proue. 
To make a boate to oueigo the streame, 
To Un my sdfe to poige a little fleame : 
From sodi odde vaines where such deuises be, 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deUver me. 

Fhxn a prowd woodoocke, and a peeuish wife, 
A sleepy maiden, and a wanton hagge, 
A poyntlesse needle, and a broken knife, 
A bouse Tnfnmisht, and an emptie bagge, ^ 

A fidling baggige and a widced wagge, 
And from the woods where wohies and foxes be : 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

The Frendi Vavi€^ and the Englisfa feoer. 

The Irish ague, and the ^Mnish pippe. 

The hmgs consumption, and the rotten liner, 

The cursed frU into a feUons trippe. 

And fixim the ladder by the rope to skippe. 
Where execution makes the fiOall tree : 
The blessed Lord of heau'n ddiuer me. 

To diue into a pocket for a purse, 
Or steal a horse out of a pasture field. 
To k>ue to swear and lie, and ban and curse. 
And stubbomdy to no good counsell yeeld. 
But vnder fortune all my forces shield : 

From an such rules where reasons mines be. 

The blessed Lord of heau'n deliver me. 

From oousoning of my sdfe with too much Idndnes, 
F^om slipping fortune when it doth be£Edl me, 
F^om bdng led by wilfull reasons blindnes. 
And keeping backe when fortune seems to call me ; 
Fhxn all such passfons as may so apaB me, 

Where blinded des cannot their blessings see. 

The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

To be commanded by a currish mlnde. 

And to be flattred by a foolish knaoe, 

And to be crossM hy a wicked winde. 

And to be followed with a filthy slaue. 

And to be haifaourd in a hellish caue : 
F^om sudi 01 courses where such crosses be, 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

F^rom thtiftlesse q)ending, and from fruitlesse paines, 
FVom senoelesse studies, and from gracelesse deedes, 
Fhxn hdplesse torments, and from witlesse vaines. 
And from all those foUes, that such numors feedes. 
And from the sinne that endlesse sorrow breedes. 
And from all spots in^my fowle soule to see : 
Oh blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

A moath that eales faito the finest doth. 
A wicked worme that hath a deadly sting. 
A pqysned potion with a sngred froth, 
A wicked charme, within a Diuels Ring, 
And from the Syrenes when they fidl to sing : 

10 



From such ill creatures as so cursM be, 
The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

A mowse within a daintie peece of cheese, 
A nest of mttes within a linnen chest, 
A snake within a hiue of bony Bees, 
A ¥foolfe that eates into a wounded breast. 
And from his curse that neuer can be blest : 

F^om all such ill, wherein no good can be. 

The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

From an okle kow that kicketh downe her milke, 
And a yong colt, that will his rider cast, 
From a thiefes halter though it be of silke. 
And ftook a diall that doth goe too frist, 
And from a pardon when the palne is past. 

And from confession vnder Tlbonie tree : 

The blessed Lord of heau'n ddiuer me. 

From too long hoping after dead mens shooes. 
And from betraying of an honest trust. 
From lacke of care, dther to gaine or loose, 
And fix>m a oonsdence that may prove vniust. 
And from a wicked and vnlawfull lust : 

From all such courses where no comforts be, 

The blessed Lord of heau'n deliuer me. 

From a stale pe ece of flesh that is twice sodden. 
And from a bloud-raw rosted pe ece of beefe. 
And from a crauen henne that is crow trodden. 
And from a bawd, a whore, a rogue, a tUefe, 
And from home-taking and hearts inward griefe. 

And from the ill wherein no good can be : 

The blessed Lord of heau'n ddiuer me. 

Ftom blindnes, lamenesse, deafiies, cmmps and sthches. 
And from the gowt, the choUicke and the stone. 
And from inchanting charmes of wicked witches. 
Ftom coughes, and rhewmes, and aches in the bone. 
And from the griefe of loue to liue alone. 

And from all agues whatsoe're they be : 

The blessed Lord of heau'n ddiuer me. 

From the forsaking of the word of Qod, 
To follow idle humour'd fopperies, 
To scome the scourging of the heau'nly rod. 
From doing of my selfe such iniuries, 
To bring my soule into such miseries. 

And from all sinne within my soule to see : 

The gratious God of heau'n ddiuer me. 

When I am olde, and sicke, and lame and poore. 
And crucified a thousand sundry wayes, 
And death bq;innes to ope my fiuall doore. 
To call me home frxxn my vnhappy dayes. 
And an my passions then must end thdr playes. 

Then from aU euUl, and both now and then : 

The Lord of heau'n ddiuer me, Amen. 

B 
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|HEN that a chnrle doth grow lo prodigal. 
He cares not bow he throw away his ooyne, 
And a wise man growes so fiintastirall. 
As with a foole will for his covinseD ipyne. 
And that a Fencer layes away his foyne. 
And a yong spendthrift iailes to pordiase land : 
I feare that Doomes day win be hard at hand. 

When that a Lawyer leaves to take a fee, 
And that a trades man will not sell for gaine, 
When eoery lodge will so indifferent be, 
Euen as he sees to shew the matter pbdne, 
When that the world is growne to sodi a nune : 
My nnise doth feare in her best ayming marices. 
The skie will All, and then we shall haue Laikes. 

When homblenesse is pnisde, and pride abated, 
Vertue is honourd, and foule vice de&oed, 
Goodnesse bdoued, wlckednesse is hated, 
Wisedome aduanoed, folly is displaced. 
Truth is esteem'd and lalshood is disgraced. 
The ridi men give their treasure to the pooie : 
I feare me Doomes day will be at the doors. 

When filthy Dowdes will leaue to paint their feces. 
And lacke an Apes leaue ietting like a man, 
And Brokers debters feare no Seigeants maoes 
Nor Geese will take the rhier with the Swan, 
Nor greedie tnmo^pittes licke the dripping pan, 
Nor that a knaue will giue a foole the scoflfe : 
I feare me doomes day wHI be not fene off. 

When giddie heads lay by their idle humors. 
And wicked wittes win leaue their viBanie, 
And gracdesse tongues will cease Tnciuill Rumors, 
And yong men follow no il oompanie. 
Nor maides be sicke of the sweete Timpanie, 
But constant hearts for very loue wiU die : 
I feare me doomes day will be then too nie. 

When idle loners leane for to dissemble. 
And feithfiiU firiends are worthily regarded, 
And Vertue's beautie doth the sunne resemble. 
While dowdie ndstes are vtterly disswaded. 
And carefiill seruioe kindly is rewarded, 
While honor Hues, where loue can nener die : 
I feare me doomes day will be very nigh. 



When old men liue tn they be yoof agnine. 
And yong men fel in age before their time. 
When Poets Muses leaue to frump and feine^ 
And blossomes loose the beautie of their prime. 
And no man falls that takes in hand to dime, 
And be that may be rich win needes be poore : 
I feare me Doomes day then is at the doore. 

When that a beggar faranes it with a King. 
And that a coward puts a sooldier downe. 
And that a Waspe is bred without a sdng. 
And that a Kni^t must creepe vnto a CSowne, 
And heart sicke Honor fells into a swowne. 
And carefol hearts for lacke of comfon die : 
I feare me doomes day wil be then too nie. 

When cankred odne a Kbigdom may oommaad. 
And many thousands die for one mans ease, 
And that a poore man may not riglit '<*'»^"*<, 
And honest hearts must wicked humors please, 
TO sorrow too much on the soule do oeaae : 
When thus the worid with woe is ooeigone, 
I feare that Doomes day will be oomii^ on. 

When Cockes of game begin to leaue their fight. 
And old fooles win not with yong babies play. 
The statdy Eagle k)08e her lofty hdght. 
And wise men feU to keepe fooles holiday. 
When that the world doth grow to such a stay. 
It makes me feare that much about that yeere. 
The day of Doome wil sure be very neere. 
When that the Lion doth bq^in to roare, 
The wolfe to honk, the snariing curre to barke. 
The busxard Kite too neere the Sunne to soare. 
The Bunting striue to mount abooe the Larke : 
My Muse doth find hi her best aiming marke. 
That neere vpon that yeare she feares to see, 
The oommmg of the day of Doome wil be. 

When that aflie vpon a galde horse badoe. 
Can make fooles laugh to see bow he can lit. 
And when a pedler in a beggars packe. 
Can carrie ware, for his poore trade nifit. 
And with his purse can go away with it. 
And Epicores wffl leane tfaefar beDy-dieere : 
I feare me then the day of Doome is neere. 
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When lohn a Noddes will be a Gentleman 
Beoanse his worship wcares a velvet ooatet 
And eoefy Piper, a Mnsitian, 
Becaoae he hits vpon an idle noate. 
And Bqcgars caze not for the King agroate» 
When that the foole will giue himadfe the sooffe : 
I feaie me Doomes day cannot l)e faire off, 

When children teach their parents how to speake. 
And semants learne their masters to command, 
When strong men will be gmded by the weake, 
And Rascall drioe the male Deere dovme the lawnde. 
And Beggars fin the misers emptie Mawnd, 
And dead men rise aline out of the Beere : 
I feare me Doomes day wil be very neere. 

When conies hnnt the dogges oat of the warren. 
And partridges beate hawkes out of the field. 
And ddnty fiBuilcons feede on filthy canen. 
And sooldiers take the penne, and leaue the fiekl. 
And that a prince will to his subiects yeeld : 
Then by some rules my Muse doth vnderstand. 
She biddes me lieare that doomes day is at hand. 

When such as loue their des win needes be bUnd, 
And such as heare win seeme to stoppe their eares. 
And fathers to their children are vnkiiid, 
Because they thinke that they are none of thein, 
When they haoe wiues, and other make their hdres : 
When such hard pointes the world doth stand vpon, 
I leare me doomes day wiU be commixig on. 

When that the world is set vpon a wfll. 
And purses cane matters as they list, 
MHien all the grace is in the golden skffl, 
And lew or none that cares for had I wist. 
And each one thinkes he walketh in a mist : 

When aU these courses £bU1 out in a yeere. 

I feare me Doomes day wiU be very neere. 

When idle quarrds fareede vngodly waires. 
And snbtil peace deceiues a simple heart. 
When men do shoote their arrowes at the starres 
And neuer thinke of death his sodaine dart : 
When thus the world doth take the foolish part, 
When aB good thoughts are flung vpon the fioore, 
I feare me Doomes day win be at the doore. 

When he that puts himselfe into good ragges, 
Thinkes himselfe haUe a prince for bis appantn. 
When he that hath the chest of golden bagges 
Bcieenes he hath the vrarld within a barren : 
When Hdly thus vrith better wit wfll quaxreQ 
While wisedome in the vrarld hath much disgrace, 
I feare me Doomes day vrin come on apace. 

When lands and bagges do many wealth to wealth. 
And vrant and vertue must go dovme the wind, 
When few or none regard the spirites health. 
While wicked humors leade away the mind : 
When the poore world is hi this pitteous kind, 
While heOish spirits in their pride do stand, 
I feare me Doomes day wiU be hard at band. 



When Charing crosse and Paules do meete, 
And breake their fest hi Friday streete. 
And Ware and Waltam go to Kent, 
To purdiase lands and gather rent. 
And Easter feUes afore the L«nt : 
Then if my Table doe not Ue, 
The day of doome wiU sure be nie. 

When woodcockes build in dawoockes nestes. 
And Robin Hood is rise againe. 
And misers churles make merry feasts, 
And merchants loose that they may gaine : 
When once the worbl is in that vaine, 
Then do not thinke but nigh that yeere. 
The day of doome is very neere. 

When euery duld his £EUher knowes, 
And euery man vriH loue his wife, 
And women sweare to be no shrowes. 
But husbands leade a quiet life. 
While kindne«e cuts off euery strife : 

Then without doubt this build vpon. 

The day of doome is oomming on. 

When Newgate is without a knaue. 

And Bridewdl found vrithout a whoore, 

A galley found without a slaue, 

A Farmers bame without a floore. 

And not a beggar at the doore : 
Then let both time and reson trie. 
And if that doomes day be not nie. 

When theeues begin to leaue to steale. 
And lades wiU leaue their kicking trickes. 
And fooles their secrets wiU conoeale. 
And maides wiU vse no setting stickes, 
Nor blacke thome carrie pointed prickes : 
Then do not thinke but in that yeere, 
The day of doome wiU sure be neere. 

When old men care not for their health, 
And feire yong women wish to die. 
And rich men throw away their wealth, 
And RascaUs leaue their beggarie. 
And Knaues wiU leaue their knauerie : 
Then thinke as I haue said before. 
The day of Doome is at (he doore. 

When vranton eies breede vricked minds. 
And wilfiiU heads breede wofuU hearu, 
While indiscretion nature blinds, 
To scome the rules of Reasons Artes, 
And headlong feU into foule partes. 
Til had-I-wist make foUy one : 
Then thinke the day of Doome is nie. 

When women wiU no malice shew 
And men are firee from envies feult, 
Who may be high, wfl be below, 
And beefe keepe sweete that hath no salt. 
And Beere is brewed with musty Malt : 
Then do beleeue that truth wiU trie. 
The day of Doome win sure be nie. ^ 
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When Gamsters at Primero rests. 
Will put out all their purses de, 
And warres do grow to be but iests. 
Where many fight, and few do die* 
A spider will not eate a flie : 
Then by my rule I vnderstand, 
The day of Doome will be at hand. 
When Souidiets led into a field. 
Do see their leaders runne at a stay, 
The valiant to the coward yeeld. 
That doth his honour steale away : 
When the world is at such a fray, 
I say but as I said before, 
Thinke Doomes day will be at the doore. 
When that a Cocke wil craue his hen. 
Because shee is not of his breede. 
And boies will be as good as men. 
When schollers teach their Masters reade. 
An hearb is spoilM by a weede : 
Then by my rules experience. 
That day of Doome is not &rre hence. 
When no good nature can amend ill manners, 
Nor daily preaching draw the world to Ood, 
But sinne and shame display their open banners. 
While he on earth b^ns to make abode. 
When holy thoughts are wholy ouertrode, 
While £Euth and troth do feare to shew their iiaoe : 
I feare me Doomes day will come on apace. 
When that a man must seeke to please his wife. 
For feare the cuckoe sing vpon his head, 
A women will be wearie of her life, 
Because she cannot bring a foole to bed, 
When siluer thus m^st be exchangde for led : 
By such true rules as I haue rightly scand, 
1 feare me Doomes day will be hard at hand* 
When wicked minds will in their humors dwell, 
And sinne is not ashamde to shew her &oe, 
And Atheists are resolude to go to hell, 
Because they haue no feeling thought of Grace : 
When that the world is in this wofull case. 
And death and soirow do begin their song, 
I feare the day of Doome will not be long. 
When men and women gree like dogges and cats. 
Because the world is full of wicked natures. 
And euery towne is fiill of mice and rattes. 
That do deuoure the foode of better creatures, 
While fooles make idoUs of iU-fieiuoured features : 
When we are thus poore, people to b^ on vs, 
I feare me doomes day will come stealing on vs. 
When that a cat will eate no inllke, 
And that a fox the goose forsakes. 
And courtiers leaue their wearing silke, 
And snow doth leaue to £aI1 in flakes. 
And one man marres that otber makes : 
Then doth my Table say th^t yeere. 
The day of Doome wiU sure be n^ere. 
When fishes leaue to play with baites. 
And buzsards leaue to beate the wind. 
And knaues will leaue with cunning sleights, 
For to deceiue a simple mind : 



When that the world is in this kind, 

Be sure this note to build vpon. 

The day of Doome is oomniiiig on. 
When morrice dancers Icaoe their bells. 
The foole his baUe by will lay. 
And oislers breede without their shells. 
And that the mice with cattes will play. 
While wise men make fooles holy day : 

Then tell me if my table lie. 

That sales that doomes day wOl be nie. 
When that a Kite the Chicken feares. 
The wolfe will not come neere the Lamb, 
The frogs will be as big as Beares, 
The ^we will not abide the Ramme, 
A Calfe wil leaue to sucke the Damme : 

Then do I by my table find. 

That doomes day is not fiure behind. 
When youth will not the wantons play. 
And age hath swome he will not dote. 
And wil imd wit are at a fray. 
While foeggarie is not worth a groate : 
It is a oertaine rule to note. 

That very much upon that yeere. 

The day of doome approcheth neere. 

When that a beggar braves a King, 
And fishes swimme without thefr finnes, 
An Owle wil teadi a Laike to sing. 
And fishers leaue to lay their ginnes. 
When puddings creepe out of their skinnes ; 

Then thinke as I haue said before. 

The day of doome is at the doore. 

When SwaUowcs leaue to feede on Flies. 
And Asses looke into the ayre. 
And Mowles beghi to ope their eies. 
And two fooles do not make a paive. 
And Basenesse sits in Honors chaire. 

And the Lord be seniant to a Groome : 

Then thinke vpon the day of doome. 
When fire begins to leaue his beate. 
No coolenesse in the water is. 
The hungry will refuse their meate. 
And louers leaue to coll and kisse, 
And all is well that was amisse ; 

Then doth my perfect rule descrie. 

The di^y of doome wil sure be nigh. 
When coqetousnease c;^ infect a ICing, 
And pride is set vpon ft beggars heart. 
And too much want the honest mind doth wring. 
While helplesse sorrow breedes the spirits smart : 
When thus the divell ginnes to play his part. 

To fill the world with such unhappy fieue. 

I feare doomes day befofe we be aware. 

When furies flie like sparkles in \he ayre, 
With fire and swprd, to fil the world with bkMid, 
And feareful souIqs are neere vnto despaire. 
While gracdesse hearts can see no hope of good. 
But endlesse sorrow is the sinners food : 
When thus the diudl in the worid doth sit, 
Doomes day wil come, although it be not yeL 



FINIS. 



Digitized by 



Google 



XSX^X^H.^H.XSV.^ ^'H^'^^'K./^^*^^^^^^^^^'^ 



MELANCHOLIKE HUMOURS. 
1600. 



T-mc^irtt^Tt'^r't't'^tt'^i: 



Digitized by VnOOQlC 

i 



NOTE. 

' Melancholike Humours' was reprinted by Sir Egirton Brydgss at the 
Lee Priory Press (1815, 4to, S6 copies). It is perhaps the most inaccurate of 
the whole of the Brydges' books, as an entire stanza and various lines are 
omitted in 'An vnhappy, solemne, jeasting curse/ and many words tinkered, 
misspelled, or misprinted, e,g, to the Reader, 'pains' for 'paine :' 'nest' for 
'death' (What is Hellf) : 'doth' for 'doe' (iM,) : 'save' for 'seruc' {Ifa/ 
Content): 'pound' for 'ground' [A SoUmne Sonnet): 'heart' for 'soule,' 
and 'the 'for* these' {An Extreame Possum) i 'j^'for 'game,* and 'not' 
for ' thine,' and ' its ' for ' his ' {A Solemne Farewell to the World) : ' contents ' 
for ' conceits,' and ' despise ' for ' deuise ' iA Straunge A^B^C): ' then ' for 
' they ' {An vnhappy^ solemne, jeasting curse) : ' impossible ' for ' vnpossible ' 
{A quarrell with Loue) : 'me' for 'them' (^ Wish in Vaine) : 'cruel' for 
' ' bloody ' {A Conceit vpon an eagle and a phoenix) : ' the ' for ' her ' (A smile 
misconstrued): 'even' for 'euer,' and 'be' for 'liue' {An odde humour) : 
' drawn ' for ' drunke ' (A dolefull fancy) : ' story ' for ' glory ' (An epitaph vpon 
poet Spencer)^ etc. etc. Self-obvious misprints and mispimctuations of the 
original have been silently corrected. For the biographical importance 
and literary interest of ' Melancholike Humours ' see our Memorial-Intro- 
duction. Our text is from the extremely rare original edition in the 
Marsh Library, Dublin ; there is a second copy in the Bodleian. Collation : 
A to F, in fours ; 23 leaves, sm. 4to. The Contents on verso of title-page 
are prefixed for convenience of reference. — G. 
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To the Lover of good studies, 
and Fauourer of good actions, 

MASTER THOMAS BLUNT, 

Heavens blessings and earths happinesse. 



S\Si,—My k$umUdg€ of yomr good judgtmemt in tko 
duunify of Jkttmomrs, and your disposUum to 
tkat ka wulamehalU, tiai cammot run maddo with 
t^yia, katk wuuU me {upon tko gaUuring togither of 
tertttSM odde pieces €f poetry) to pger my iabonrs to 
yomr paHemce, and my lone to yomr sermice. Tkey an 
ell leaters of one spring: htt they runne through wutny 
kinds of earth, whereof they giue a kinde of tang in their 



taste. Such as they be, I leaue them to the kindnesst of 
your acceptation, and my selfe to your like commaunde- 
ment. And so {loath to vse ceremonious cdpliments) in 
the affection of a poore friend, and in humble thanheful- 
nesse/oryour manie vndeserued favours. 



I rest yours, very much to commaund. 



N. B. 



If Co tl^e IBeaDev. 



PASQVIL, hanin^ been loqg in his dumps* in 
lomewhnt better then a browne studie, hath 
broqght forth the froites of a fewe Melandiolike 
Hmnom; wiadb chieefly he ocmunendeth to prints 
cf his own natiire, full of melancholy, and as neere 
Bedfem as Mooregate : a fignre in the fields, to be easily 
disophaed. To be short, and to growe towards an 
code, oe I bane wd begun, I wil td you : the gCtlemfts 
tains were mnch troubled, as you may see by his per- 
pleadties ; bat with studying how to make one line leuell 
with another, in more rime then perhaps some will thinke 



reason, with mudi adoe about nothing, hee hath made 
a piece of worke as little worth. He that can giue him 
lesse conmiendation, let him vse his arte. For mine 
owne part, I haue taken paine to write his Will, which 
he hath sent to the worlde to like as it list. According 
to whose will. I leaue it : entreating no man to wreste 
bis will to any thing further then may stand with his 
pleasure ; but to speak mdifferenUy of all things, as bee 
findes cause. And so I rest 

Your friende. 

N B. 



3|n autl^ovem. 



Tffov, thai wonldstjinde the habit of true passion, 
And see a minde atHr'd in perfect straines ; 
^o twearing wtoodes, as gallants doe a fashion. 
In these pide times, only to shewe their braines, 

loohe here on Bkstons Worke, the master print: 
Where, such perfections totheUfkdoe rise; 

iftheysetmewry, to such as loohe asquint. 
The famUs net in the object, but their eyes. 



For, as one comming with a laterall viewe 
Vnto a cunning piece wrought perspecHue, 

Wants facultie to make a censure true- 
So with this Authors readers will it thriue : 

Which, being eyed directly, I diuine 
Hisproofe their praise, will meet, as in this lime. 

Ben: Iohnson. 
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4< See and Sat Nothing. 



|H my thoughts, keepe in your words. 
Least thdr passage do repent yee ; 
Knowing, Fortune still affordes 
Nothing, but may discontent yee. 



If your saint be like the sunne, 
Sit not yee in Phoebus diaire, 

Least, when onoe the horses runne. 
Yee be Dedalus his heire. 

If your labours well deserue. 
Let your silence onely grace them ; 

And in patience hope preserue, 
That no fortune can deface them. 

If your friend doe giowe vnkinde, 
Grieue, but doe not seeme to showe it : 

For a patient heart shall finde 
Comfort, when the soule shaH know it. 

If your trust be all betrai'd, 
Trie, but trust no more at all : 

But in soule be not dismai'd ; 
Whatsoeuer doe be&OL 

In your selues your selues enclose, 
Keepe your secrecies vnseene ; 

Least when ye your selues disclose, 
Yee had better neuer beene. 

And what euer be your state, 

Doe not languish ouerlong ; 
Least you finde it, all too late, 

Sorrow be a deadly song. 

And be comforted in this, 
If your passions be concealed, 

Crosse or comfort, bale or blisse, 
' Tis the best, is not reuealed. 

So, my deerest thoughts, adieu. 
Hark whereto ray soule doth call yee : 

Be but secret, wise, and true, 
Feaie no euill can befidl yee. 



IT What IS Hell? 

What is the place that some do paint for Hdl? 

A lake of horrour for the life of man : 
Is it not then the death wherein I dwell. 

That knowes no joy, since first my life began? 

What are the diuils ? Spirits of tormenting ; 

What else are they, that vexe me in eadi vaine? 
VTiih wretched thoughts my woftill spirit tcmptipg. 

Or cise perplex mee in an after^aine. 

What is the fire? but, an efiect of sinne. 
That keepes my heart in an vnkindly heat 

How long diall I this life oontinne hi? 
Till tive repentance merqr doe entreate. 

And I^tienoe cry, euen at the ktest breath. 
Sane mee, sweet Lord yet 60 the secOd deaifa. 

^ Mal Content. 

It I desir'd vnto the world to liue. 

Or sought in soule to seme the golden God : 
If I did homage to an idole giue, 

Or, with the wkked wisht to hme abode. 

Then, well mjgfat Justice lay her sword vpon mee. 

In due correction of my crooked hart ; 
But shall I hue, in soule thus woe begoa mee. 

That seeke m feith to serue the better part? 

Ah, wretched Soule, why dost thou munnur so? 

It is thy crosse, and thou art bonie to beare it : 
Through hellish griefe thy hart to beavC must go. 

For Patience crowne, if thou wOt liue to wear iL 



Then rest with this, (since Faith is Virtues friend,) 
Death ends distresse, Heauen makes a happy end. 



If A DoLEruLL Passion. 

Oh, tyred heart too ftill of sorrowes. 
In night-like daies, deq;iairiBg monowes ; 
How canst thou thinke, so deepdy grsened. 
To hope to liue to be zelieued? 
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Good Fortime h«th att gnoe fof w oni e thee. 
And crudl Care hath too much tone thee : 
Vnftiifhfhn friends do an deoeiiie thee ; 
Aoqnamtanoe all vnkmdly leane thee. 
Beauty, out of her booke doth blot thee. 
And Looe hath ytterly foiigot thee : 
Faience doth but to pasrioD mooe thee^ 
While only Honour Ihies to kme thee. 



Thme enemies all ill deuise thee, 
Thy friends but little good aduise thee ; 
And they who most doe dnety owe thee. 
Doe aeeme as though they doe not knowc thee. 

Tims Plttie wcepes to looke Tpon thee, 
To see how thoa art woe bcgon thee ; 
And while these passions seeke to spill thee. 
Death but attends the houre to kill thee. 

And since no thoogfate is comming to thee, 
Tliat any way may comfort doe thee ; 
Dispose thy thongfates as best may please thee. 
That Heanen, of all thy Hell, may ease thee. 

T A Testament vpon the Passion. 
To Care, that cmdfies my heart. 
My sighes and sobbes I doe befpieath ; 
And to my Sonowcs deepest smart. 
The latest gaspe that I doe breath. 

To Fortune, I bequeath my folly, 
To gioe to soch as seeke her grace : 
To fiuthlesse friends, that fortcme wfadDy, 
That brought mee in this heavie case. 

To Beauty, I bequeath mine age ; 
To Lore, the hate of wit and sense ; 
To Fstience, but the cure of xage ; 
To Honour, Virtues patience. 

Mine enemies I do foigiue ; 
And to my friends I gine my looe ; 
And wish vngratefril hearts may Hue 
But like ingratitude to proue. 

To Pftty, I bequeath my teares» 

To fill her eyes when they be dry ; 

To Faith, the fearelesse thougfau of leares. 

To gioe to life, to let me die. 

My care I doe bequeath to Death, 

To cut the tbreades that thoughts do spmne ; 

And at my latest gasp of breath. 

To Heanen my soule^ to Hell my sinne. 

Y A Fantasticks Solbmns Humour. 
SovND, good Reason, sound my aonowes, 

Equall them with any lining ; 

Ffaide the worst of all her giidng, 
IVhcn she most her mischiefe bonoves. 

Leaue not patience all perplexed. 
Where no pasiions are appeased ; 
But her torments, never eased, 

Keepe her spirit too much Tend. 



Tdl, oh ten the 1 

That hath toiy time bene described ; 

Whereto justly is ascribed 
Sonowes pride, and Death hb glory. 
Loue bred in Discretions bhndnesse, 

Shadowes, for the sunne affecting 

Nothing, but nothing effecting, 
Shewes the crosse of Natures kindnesse. 
Wit, bewitcht with wanton Beauty. 

Lost the raines of Reasons bridle ; 

And, in FoUy all too idle. 
Brake the bands of Reasons duty. 
Time misspent in Follies trifles, 

(With repentance sorrow feeding,) 

In the rules of Reasons reeding. 
Findes them nothiiig else but nifles. 
Care, yet seeking to reoouer 

Indiscretions hearie losses. 

Found, in casting vp my crosses, 
Sqrx>w only left the louer. 

f A Briepb or SOBSOWB. 
Mvse of sadnesse neere Deaths fashion. 
Too neere madnffwe, write my passion ; 
Boines possesse mee, Sonowes spill mee, 
Cares distresse mee, all would kill mee ; 
Hopes haue faild mee, Fortune foild mee. 
Feares haue quaild mee, all haue spoild mee : 
Woes haue wome mee, sighes haue soakt me 
Thoughts haue tome mee, all haue broke mee 
Beauty strooke me, Loue hath catcht mee. 
Death hath tooke mee, all dispatcht mee. 

IT A SoLBMNE Fancy. 
SOREOW in my heart breedeth 

A oocatrices neast. 
Where euery young bird feedeth 

Vpon my Hearts vnrest 
Where euery pecke they glue mee. 

(Which eueiy houre they doe,) 
Vnto such peine they druie mee, 

1 knowe not what to doe. 
Oh, broode vnhapp'ly hatched 

Of such a cursed kinde, 
Where Death and Sonowe matched, 

Liue, but to kill the minde. 
Wordes torments are but trifles. 

That but conceits confounde ; 
And Natures griefes but nifles 

Vnto the Spirits wounde. 
They are but Cares good morrowes 

That passkms can declare ; 
MThile my Hearts inward sonowes 

Are all without compere. 
Fortune, she seekes to sweare mee 

To all may discontent mee ; 
Yet sayes, she doth fortieare mee. 

She doth no more torment mee. 
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Beuitjr she doth retaine mee 
In scarce a &uoars tittle ; 

And though she doe disdeigne 
She thinkes my griefe too little. 

Lone £sUes faito a laughing 
At Reasons Uttle good, 

WhOe Sonx>w, with her quaffing, 
b dranke with my heart blood. 

But let her drinke and spare not, 
Vntill my heart be dry ; 

And let Love laugh, I care not ; 
My hope is, I shall dy. 

And Death shall only tell 
My froward fortunes fiuhion. 

That nearest vnto bell 
Was foond the Lovers passion. 



Y A SoLnaiB SomncT. 

FORTVNB hath writ cbanuiten on my heart 
As full of crosses as the skinne can bolde. 

Which teU of torments, tearing eueiy part. 
While Death and Sorrowe do my fioe mfolde. 

Patience sits leaning like a pining aonle. 
That had no heart to thinke of Hopes rdieie ; 

While fruitlesse cares disoomfoft doe enroole 
Within the ground of nener ending griefe. 

Thoughts flie about, as aQ in fieara oonfooiided ; 

Reason grawne mad, with too mndi wud eemimi: 
Loue. passion-rent^ to see his patJence woo n ded, 

With dreadlull tenors of Despaires intern. 

While Care condndes, in comfocts overthrowne. 
Whe Death can speak, my paisiOs thai be ihowne. 



Y An EnnBAMB Passion. 

OVT of the depth of deadly griefe, tormenting day and night ; 

A wounded heart and wretched soule depriu'd of all delight ; 

Where neuer thought of comfort came, that passiG might appease ; 

Or by the smallest sparke of hope might giue the smallest ease : 

Let me intreat that solemne Muse that semes but Sorrowes tume, 

In oeasselesse sighes and endlesse sobs to helpe my soule to moume. 

Bat, Oh what thought beySd al thought hath thought to think vpon. 

Where Patience findes her greatest power in passions ouergon. 

That neere the doore of Natures death in dolefull notes doth dwell ; 

In Horrors fits that will describe my too much figur'd hell. 

What want, what wrong, what care, what crosse, may crudfie a hart ; 

But day and howre I doe endure in all and euery part? 

Want to sustaine the Bodies neede, wrong to distract the minde : 

Where Want makes Wit and Reason both to goe against their kinde. 

Care to deuise for Comforts hdpe ; but so by Fortune crost, 

As kils the heart, to cast the eye on nought but labour lost 

Desire to liue, in spite of Death, yet still in liuing dying ; 

And so a greater death than death, by want of dying, trying. 

Oh, hdl of hds, if euer earth such horror can afford, 

Where such a world of helpelesae cares doe lay the heart aboord. 

No day, no night, no thought, no dreame. but of that doleful nature. 

That may amase, or sore affiight, a most afflicted creature. 

Friends tumd to foes, foes vse their force ; and Fortune in her pride, 

Sbaks hand with Fate, to make my soule the wdght of sorrow bide. 

Care brings hi sicknes, sicknes pain, and paine with patience passion, 

With bidng in most bitter griefes brings feature out of fashion ; 

Where bmwn fiUne cheeks, heart scalding sighs, and dimmM eyes with teares 

Doe shewe, in Lifes anatomy, what liurthen Sorrowe beares. 

Where all day k>ng hi hdplesse cares, all hopelesse of rdiefe, 

I wish for night, I might not see the objectes of my griefe. 

And when night comes, woes keep my wits m such a waking Taine, 

That I could wish, though to my griefe, that it were day againe. 

Thus daies are nights, which nights are dales, which^daies are like those ntgfats. 

That to my passids sfise preset but only Sorrows aghts ; 

Which to the eye but of the minde of Misery appeare. 

To fiU the heart of forlome Hope too full of heauie cheare. 

Oh hart how canst thou hold so k>ng, and art not broke ere this ? 
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When all thy strings are bnt the stnbies that oOioct strikes amiaie. 

Yet niiist thou make thj musicke still but of that mournftdl stiaine. 

Where Sorrowe, in the sound of death, doth shew her sweetest vain : 

Or where her Muses all consent in their consort to trie 

Their sweetest musicke, in desire to die, and cannot die. 

The pelUcan that kils her selle. her young ones for to feede. 

Is pteas'd to dy that they may line, that suck wlien she doth Ueade : 

But while I in those cares consume that would my spirit kill. 

Nought Ihies by me. when I must die, to fbedo but Sorrowes wilL 

The hart that's hated all day long, hath sport yet with the hoOdi, 

And hiqpply beats oflf many a dogge before his deadly wounds : 

But my poore heart is hunted still with such a crueli cry, 

As in their dogged humours liue, wfaHe I alone must die. 

The swan that sings before her death, doth shew that she is pleas'd, 

To knowe that death wiU not be long in helping the diseas'd : 

But my poore swanlike soule, (alas) hath no such power to sfaig ; 

Because she knowes not when my death will make my care a king. 

What shall I say? but only say ; I knowe not what to say : 

So many torments teare my heart, and tugge it euery way. 

My sunne is tumd into a shade, or else mine eyes are blinde. 

That Sorrowes doude makes all seeme darke, that comes into my minde. 

My youth to age ; or else because my comforts are so oolde, 

My sorrowe makes me in conceit to be decrepit olde. 

My hopes to feares ; or else because my fortunes are forlome, 

My fimcie makes me make my selfe vnto my selfe a soome. 

My life to death ; or else because my heart is so perplexed, 

I finde my selfe but lining dead, to feele my soule so vexed. 

For what is here that earth can yedd in Pleasures sweetest vaine. 

But in the midst of all my cares doth still increase my paine? 

While epicures are oveiglut, I ly, and starue for foode ; 

B e ca u s e my co n science can not thriue vpon ill gotten good. 

While other swimme in cfaoyoe of silkes, I sit alone in ragges ; 

Because I can not fitte the time to fill the golden begges. 

While other are bedeckt in golde, in pearle, and pretious stone ; 

I sigh to see they hane so much, and I can light of none. 

Not that I enuie their estate, but wish that God would giue 

Some comfort to my carefuU hope, wherby my heart might liue. 

Some please themsdves in cfaoyoe of sports, in trifles and in toies ; 

WhUe my poore feeble spirit feedes of nothing but annoyes. 

Some haue their houses stately built, and gorgeous to bdiolde ; 

While in a cottage, bare and poore. I bide the bitter oolde. 

Some haue their chariots and their horse, to beare them to and fro ; 

While I am glad to walke on foote, and glad I can doe so. 

Some haue their musickes hermony, to please their idle eares ; 

While of the song of sorrow still my soule the burthen beaies. 

Some haue their choice of all perfumes, that Natures arte can giue ; 

While sinne doth stinke so in my soule, as makes me loath to liue. 

They, like the wielders of the world, command, and haue their will ; 

While I, a weakling in the world, am slaue to sorrow still. 

The owle, that makes the night her day, delights yet in the darke ; 

But I am forc't to play the owle, that haue beene bred a larice. 

The eagle from the lowest vale can mount the lofty skie ; 

But I am fidne downe from the hill, and in the vale must die. 

The sparrow in a princes house can finde a place to builde : 

I scarce can finde out any place that will my comfort yeelde. 

The little wienae doth find a worme, the little finch a seede ; 

While my poore heart doth hunger still, and finds but little feede. 

The bee doth find her bony flower, the butterflie her leafe ; 

Bnt I can finde a wocMe of cone, that yeeldes not me a sheafe. 
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The hone, the oze, the sOly asse. that tugge out all the day. 

At night oome home, and take their rest, and lay their worice away : 

While my poore heart, both day and night, in paiiionn onertoild ; 

By ouerlaboiir of my bcaine doth finde my spirit spoiled. 

The winds doe blowe away the dowds. that would obscure the son ; 

And how all glorious is the sky, when once the stonnes are done 1 

But in the heavC of my harts hope, where my kyres light doth shine ; 

I nothing see. but clouds of cares, or else my sunne decline. 

The earth is watred. smooth'd and drest. to keepe her gardens gay ; 

While my poore heart, in woefiiU thoughtes, must wither still away. 

The sea is sometime at a cahne. where sbippes at andior ride ; 

And fishes, on the sunny shore, doe play on euery side : 

But my poore heart in Sorrows seas, is sicke of siidi a qualme ; 

As, while these stormy tempests holde, can neuer kwke for cahne. 

So that I see, each bird and beast, the sea, the earth, the sky. 

All sometime in their pleasures liue, while I akme must die. 

Now thinke, if all this be too true, (as would it were not so) 

If any creature liue on earth, that doe like sorrow knowe. 

Nay. aske of Sorrow, euen her selfe, to thinke how I am wounded, 

If she be not, to see my woes, witUn her sdfe confounded : 

Or say. no figure can suffice my sotrowes frame to £sshion, 

Where PfttiCoe thus hath shew'd her selfe, beyOd her sdfe in passkm. 

Par nulla Jtgtira dohri, tuc dolor wuo. 



4< A SOLEUNB FAXBWELL TO THB WORLD. 

Ou forlome Fancy whereto dost thou Hue. 
To weary out the senses with vnrest ? 
Hopes are but cares, that but discomforts giue, 
While only fooles doe clime iht phoenix nest : 
To heart sicke s6ules all joyes are but a jest. 
Thou dost in vain but striue against the streame, 
With blinded eyes to see the sunny beame. 

Die with desire, abandoned fixnn ddight, 
Thy weary winter lasteth all the yeare : 
Say to thy selfe that darknesse is the light. 
Wherein doth nothing but thy death appeare ; 
While wit and sense, in Sorrowes heauy cfaeare. 
Findes thee an humour, but vnkindly bredde 
Of Hopes illusions, in too weake a head. 

Fortune affirigfates thee with a thousand feares. 
While Folly feedes thee with abuse of wit ; 
And while thy force in femtmg passion weares. 
Patience is ready to increase the fit, 
Where agonies in thdr eztreames doe sit : 

So that, eadi way, thy soule is so perpleied. 

As better die, then liue to be so vexed. 

Say, Patience somewhat doe asswage thy paine ; 
Prolonged cures are too vnoomfortable ; 
And where that care doth neuer comfort gaine. 
The state, alasse must needes be miserable : 
Where Sotro wes labours are so lamentable. 
That Silence sales, that to the soule complains, 
ConoealM sotro w e s are the killiqg pains. 



Then doe not oeaase to sigh and sobbe thy fill, 
Bleede m the teares of true knie's lining blood ; 
Shewe how vnkindnesse seekes the heart to kill. 
That hides a bnscard hi a falcons hoode : 
Feede not thy self with misooncdpted good ; 
Better to starue, then in a sugied pill 
To taste the poison of the Spirits OL 
But if thou canst content thee with thy Hfe, 
And wilt endure a double death to liue ; 
If thou canst beare that bitter kinde of strife. 
Where crosse conodpts but discontents do ghie : 
If to this ende thou canst thine humour driue, 
And cares true padence can command thee so ; 
Give me then leave to tdl thee what I knowe. 
I knowe too well, that all too long haue tiyed. 
That earth oontaineth not that may content thee ; 
Sorrowe will so beset thee on each side. 
That Wit nor Reason can the thought inuent thee^ 
But that will some way seme for to torment thee : 
Hope wa deceiue thee, Happinesse goe by thee^ 
Fortune wUl fiiile thee, and the World defie thee. 
Beauty will blinde thhie eyes, bewitdi tUne heart. 
Confound thy senses, and oommaund thy will, 
Soome thy desire, not looke on thy desart, 
Disdaine thy seruice, quite thy good with ill. 
And make no care thy very soule to kill. 
Thne wiU outgoe thee, Sorrowe overtake thee. 
And Death, a shadow of a substance^ make thee. 

I know this world will neuer be for thee ; 
Consdence must carry thee another way : 
Another world must be for thee and mee. 
Where happie thoughu must make thdr boUday, 
While heauienly comfcru neuer wHl decay. 
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We must not thinke in this ill age to thrioep 
Where Faith and Loue are scaxcely found aUue. 

Wee must not build our houses on the sands, 
Where eucry flood wiU wash them quite away ; 
Nor set our scales vnto those wicked bands, 
Where damnM soules their debts in hel must pay : 
Our states must stand vpon a better stay ; 
Vpon the rock we must our houses builde. 
That wil our frames from winde and water shield. 

Goe, bid the world, with all his trash, fiuewell. 
And teU the earth it shall be all but dust : 
These wicked wares, that worldlings buy and sell, 
The moath will eat. or else the canker rust : 
All flesh is grasse, and to the graue it must. 

This sinke of sm Is but the way to hell ; 

Leane it, I say, and bid the world fiueweD. 

Account of pompe but as a shadowed power, 
And thinke of friends but as the sommer flies ; 
Ksteeme of beauty as a fiiding flower. 
And louers fimdes bm as fabled lies : 
Knowe, that on earth there is no Paradise. 
Who sees not heauen is surely spirit-blinde. 
And Hke a body that doth lacke a minde. 

Then let vs lie as dead, till there wee Ihie, 
Where only loue doth line for euer blest ; 
And only loue the onely life doth giue. 
That bringes the soule vnto etemall rest : 
Let vs this wicked, wretched world detest. 
Where gracelesse hearts in hellish sins persever. 
And fly to heaven, to line in grace for euer. 

If A SOLBMMS CONCBIPT. 

z 
Doth Love liue in Beauties eyes? 

Why then are they so vnloving? 

Pndenoe in her passion prouing. 
There his sorrowe chiefely lies. 

a 
liues beliefe in knrers hearts? 

Why then are they vnbeUeuing ? 

Homely so the spirit grieuing, 
With a thousand jealous smarte? 

3 

Is there pleasure in Loue's passton? 
Why then is it so vnplea^ng, 
Heart and spirit both diseasing, 

Where the wits are out of fashion? 

4 
No : Love sees in Beauties eyes : 
He hath only lost his seeing : 
Where in Sorrowes only being 
AD his comfort wholly dies. 

S 
Faith, within the heart of Loue, 
Fearefiil of the thing it hath, 
Treading of a trembling path, 
Doth but jealousie approue. 



In Loves passion then what pleasure? 
Which is but a lunacy : 
Where griefe, feare, and jealousie. 

Plague the senses out of measure? 

7 

Farewell, then, (vnkindly) Fancy, 
In thy courses all too cruell : 
Woe the price of such a jeweO. 

As tumes Reason to a franxy. 

% A STSAUNGE A, B, C. 
To leame the babies A, B, C. 
Is fit for children, not for mee. 
I knowe the letters all so well, 
I neede not leame the way to spell ; 
And for the crosse. before the rowe. 
I leam'd it all too' long agoe. 
Then let them goe to schoole that list. 
To hang the lippe at — Hadlvrist: 
I never lou'd a booke of home. 
Nor leaues that haue their letters worae ; 
Nor with a fescue to direct mee. 
Where euerjr puny shall correct mee. 
I wOl the treuant play a while. 
And with mine eare mine eye beguile ; 
And only heare what other see. 
What niocketh them as well as mee ; 

And laugh at him that goes to schoole, 
To leame with mee to play the foole. 
But, soft awhile : I haue mistooke, 
This is but some imagin'd booke. 
That wiliiiU hearts in wantons eyes 
Doe ondy by conceits deuise ; 

Where spell and put together, proue 
The reading of the rules of Loue. 
But if it be so, let it be: 
It shall no lesson be for mee. 
Let them goe spell that can not reede, 
And know the crosse vnto their speede ; 
While I am tanght but to disceme. 
How to forget the tUng I leame. 
^ Fib on Pride. 
The hidden Pride that lurices in Beauties eyes, 

And overlookes the humble hearts of Loue, 
Doth nothing else but vaine effectes deuise. 
That TOBf discredon from the minde remoue. 

Oh, how it worices in wit, for idle wordes 
To buy repentance but with labour lost ; 

While Sorrowes fortune nothing else affordes, 
But showres of raine vpon a bitter firost : 

A wricked shadowe that deceiues the sight. 
And breedes an itch that ouerrunnes the hart ; 

Which, leaning Reason in a pitious plight ; 
Consumes the spirit with a cureiesse smart : 

While wounded Patience in her passion cries, 

Fie vpon Pride, that hnkes in Beauties eyes. 
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% A Fasewsll to Loub. 
Farewell Loue, and louing folly, 
All thy thoughts are too vnholly : 
Beauty strikes thee full of blindenesse, 
And then kils thee with vnkindnesse. 
Farewell wit, and witty reason, 
All betni'd by Fancies treason : 
Loue hath of all joy bereft thee. 
And to SofTOW only left thee. 
Farewdl will, and wilfull fancy. 
All in daunger of a finenzy. 
Love to Beauties bowe hath wonne thee, 
And togither all vndone thee. 
Farewell Beauty, Sorrowes agent ; 
Farewell Sorrow, Patience pogent ; 
Farewell Patience, Passions stayer ; 
FareweU Passion, Loues betrayer. 
Sorrows agent. Patience pagent, 
Passions stayer, Loues betrayer, 
Beauty, Sorrow, Patience, Passion ; 
Farewell life, of such a &shion. 
Fashion, so good fiuhions spilling ; 
Passion, so with passions IdUing : 
Patience, so with sonow wounding ; 
Farewell Beauty, Loues confounding. 

% A Jeasting Curse. 
Fib vpon that too much Beauty, 

That 90 blindeth Reasons seeing. 
As, in swearing all Loues duety. 

Giues him, no where else, a beeing. 
CursM be thou, all in kindnesse. 

That with Beauty Loue hast wounded ; 
Blessing Loue, yet in such blindenesse. 

As in Beautie is confounded. 
Euer maist thou liue tormented 

With the £aith of Loue vnfiained, 
T1U thy heart may be contented 

To relieue whom thou hast pain^ 
Thus, in wroth of so well pleased, 

As oonoealeth kyjres confessing. 
Tin my paine be wholly eased, 

CursM be thou, all in blessing. 
So fiuewell and faiiely note it. 

He who as his soule doth hate thee. 
Ftom his very heart hatfi wrote it, 

Neuer euill thoc^ht come at thee. 

% A SOLBMNE TOIB. 

If that Loue had beene a king. 

He would hane commanded Beauty : 
But hee is a silly thing. 

That hath swome to doe her duely. 
If that Loue had beene a Ood, 

He had then beene full of grace : 
But how grace and lone are odde, 

Tis too fdaine a pitions case. 



No: Loveisanidlejeast, 

That hath only made a woord. 
Like vnto a cuckoes neast. 

That hath neuer hatcfat a bird. 

Then firom notUng to conceiae 

That may any substance bee, 
Yet so many doth deoeiue ; 

Lord of heaven, ddiuer mae. 

4< A Displeasure against Loue. 
Love is witty, but not wise. 
When he stares on Beauties eyes ; 
Finding wonders in conceit. 
That doe Call out but deceit. 

Wit is stable, but not staled. 
When his senses are betraied ; 
Where, too late, Sorrow doth pcoue 
Beauty makes a foole of Loue. 

Youth is forward, but too fond. 
When he &lles in Ci^ids bond ; 
Where rqMOtance lets him see. 
Fancy fiast is neuer firee. 

Age is cunning, but vnldnde. 
When he onoe growes Ca^^MWiade : 
For when Beauty is vntoward. 
Age can neuer be but froward. 

So that I doe finde m fariefe, 
In the grounds of Natures griefe, 
Age, and youth, and wit doe prone. 
Beauty makes a foole of Love. 

^ A Farewell to Concsipt. 
Farewell Conceit : COceit no more wel ftre : 

Hope feeds the heart with bumoors, to no end : 
F<»tune is felse, hi dealing of her duune : 

Virtue in heauen must only seeke a friend. 
Adieu, Desire. Desire, no more adieu, 

A^U hath no leasure to regard desart : 
Love 6ndes, too kUe, the proucibe all too true. 

That Beauties eyes stoode neuer in her heart. 
Away, poore Loue. Loue, sedc no more a way 

Vnto thy woe, where wishing b no wealth : 
In nightes deepe daikenesse neuer looke for day. 

Nor in hearts sfcknesse euer aecke for henlUi. 

Desire, Conceipt, away, adieu, fereweO : 
Love is deceiu'd, that seeks for heauen in bdl. 

^ An Unhappy, Solbmne, Jeasting Curse. 

Oh venome, cursed, wicked, wretched eyes, 
The killing lookers on the heart of Loue : 

Where witching Beauty Hues but to deoise 
The plague of wit, and passions heD to prone. 

That snowy necke that diiOest, more than snowe. 

Both eyes and harts, that liue but to behold thee ; 
That graoeles lip, frO wbece Loves grief doth grow, 

Who doth in all his sweetest sense infold thee. 
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Those cfatiniiig hairs, more hard than iron diains. 
In tyiqg fiast the fiurest thoughts of Lone : 

Tee ahamefol cfaedo, that in your bhishing vains 
The ravisht passions of the minde doe prone. 

Yee spider fingers of those spiteAiIl hands. 
That worice bat mAAxs to tangle Fancies ejres : 

That idofe bnast. thai like an image stands. 
To worioe the heQ of reasons heresies. 

Those Fairy feete, v^ose chary steppes doe steale 
Those hearts, wliose des do but their shadowes see : 

That mthlesse spirit, that may well reueale 
Where Lones confusions all included be : 

To thee, that canst or wih not bend thy will. 
To vse thy gilkSp all gratiotfs in their nature ; 

To Bttience good, and not to Passions ill. 
And maist and wilt not be a blessed creatine. 

I widi and pray, thine eyes may weepe for woe, 
They cannot get one looke of thy bdoued ; 

Thy snowy necke may be as eolde as snowe, 
With oolde of feare it hath no £uicy mooed. 

Thy Sppe, in anger by thy teeth be bitten. 
It can not gioe one kissing sweete of Loue ; 

And by thy hands thy shriu'led haires be smitten, 
For want of holding of thy hopes befaoue. 

Thy blushing cbedces loose all their liudy blood, 
With pining passions of impatient thought ; 

That idoie bodie, like a piece of wood. 
Consume, to see it is esteemd for nought 

Those spider fingers, and those fiury feete. 
The ciampe so crooke, that they may creepe fioir griefe : 

And, in that spirit, Sorrowes poisons meete. 
To faring on death, where Loue hath no reliefe. 

An these, and more iust measures of amisse 
Vpon thy frownes, on Daithfull Love, befall : 

Bat sweetly smile— and then heaves pour their blisse 
On thy hairs, nedc, cheeks, lip, hands, feet, and all. 



T A QUAUtSLI. WTTH LOUB. 

Qh that I could write a story 
Of Lones dealing with affection : 

How hee makes the spirit sory, 
That is toncfat with his infection. 

But he doth so closely winde him 
In the plaits of will ill pleased. 

That the heart can neuer finde him. 
Till it be too much diseased. 

Tis a subtill kinde of spirit, 
Of a venome kittde of nature ; 

That can, like a conny fierret, 
Cieepe vn wares vpon a creature. 

Neuer eye that can bcholde it. 
Though it worketh first l^ seeiiy \ 

Nor oonoeipt, that can vufolde it. 
Though in thoughts be aH his being. 



Oh it maketh olde men witty, 
YouQg men wanton, women idle ; 

While that Patience weepes, for pitty, 
Reason bitu not Natures bridle. 

In it sdfe it hath im> substance. 
Yet is working worlds of wonder ; 

While, in pfaicnsies fearfuU hisianoe. 
Wit and sense are put asunder. 

What it is, is in ooniecture, 

Seddng much, but nothing <?«d i«g ; 
Like to Fancies architecture. 

With iUusions, Reason blinding. 

Day and night it neuer resteth. 
Mocking Fancy with ill fortune ; 

While the spirit it molesteth, 
That doth patience still importune. 

Yet for all this, how to finde it, 

Tis vnpossible to showe it ; 
When the Muse that most doth minde it. 

Will be furthest off to know it 

Yet can Beauty so reteine it 

In the profit of her seruice, 
That slie closely can mainteine it. 

For her seruant chiefe in office. 

In her eye she chiefely breedes it ; 

In her cheekes she chiefdy hides it ; 
In her seruanu fiaith shee feedes it. 

While his only heart abides it 
All his humour is in cfaangizig, 

All his work is in hiuention, 
All his pleasure is in ranging, 

All his truthe but in intention. 

Straunge in all effiBCtes concerned, 
But, in substance, nothing sounded ^ 

While the senses are deoeiued, 
That on idle thoughts are grounded. 

Not to dwell vpon a trifle. 
That doth Follies hope befiill ; 

Tis but a newe nothing nifle. 
Made for fooles to play withall. 



IT A Wish in vainb. 

Oh that Wit were not amased 
At the wonder of his senses, 

Or his eyes not oueigased 
In Minervas ezcellenoes. 

Oh that Reason were not foiled 
In the rules of all his learning, 

Or his learning were not spoiled 
In the sweete of Loues discerning. 

Oh that Beauty were not firoward. 
In regard of Reasons duety. 

Or that WiU were not vntoward 
In the waiward wit of Beauty. 
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But since all in nune are wishes. 

Platienoe tds them that bane past it, 
Poys'ned broth, in sQuer dishes, 

Kils their stomackes that doe taste it. 

Wit and Reason, Loue and Learning, 

AU in Beauties eyes are blinded. 
Where in sense of sweete discerning, 

She will be vnidndly minded. 

Let those hartes whose eyes percetue her, 
THuraphe, but in thoughts tormented. 

Labour all they can to leaue her. 
Or else die and be contented. 

H A CONCBIFT VPON AN EAGLE, AND A PR<ENIZ. 

TUBKB sate sometime an Eagle on a hill. 
Hanging his wings, as if he could not flie : 
Blacke was his coate, and tauny was his bOl, 

Grey were his legges, and gloomy was his eye ; 
Blunted his talents, and his traine so bruhed, 
As if his bfanery had beene much abused. 

This foule olde birde, of some vnhappy brood. 
That could abide no hauke of higher wing, 

(But fed bis gorge vpon such bloody foode, 
As might, in feare, maintaine a crudl king,) 

Faire on a rodce of pearle and pretious stone 

Espied a Pktmue sitting all alone. 



No sooner had this heauenly birde in sight, 
Bot vp he flickers, as he would haue flowne : 

But all in feaxe to make so iaire a flight, 
Vntill his pennes Mrere somewhat harder growne ; 

He gaue a rowse : as who should say, in rage 

He shew'd the fury of his froward age. 

And, for this Phmmix still did front his eyes, 
He cald a counsell of his kites together ; 

With whom in haste he wold the mean deuise, 
By secret arte to kade an aimie thither, 

And 80 pun downe, from place of highe estate. 

This heauenly bird, that he had so in hate. 

Much talke there was, and wo n dr o u s heede was held. 
How to atchieue this h^ attempt in hand : 

Some out were sent to soaze about the field. 
Where flue this grace and glory of the land, 

To mark her course, and how she made her wing, 
And how her str^gth might stftd with such a king. 

And forthwith should such cages be deuised. 
As should enck>se full many thousand fowles ; 

By whom her seat should quickly be surprised, 
And an her birds should handled be like owles : 

No time detract : this deede must needs be don : 

And ere they went, the world was whoUy woil 

But, soft a wfafle : no sooner scene the kmd. 
But, ere they came in kenning of the coast. 

So great a force their fortune did withstand. 
That aU the brauery of the birds was lost : 

Some leakt, some sanke, and some so ran on groQd, 

The cages burst, and aU the birds were drovmd. 



But when the Eagle heard what was become 
Of aU his flight, that flick'red here and there ; 

Some sicke, some hurt, some lame, and aU and slime 
Or iJBurre from hope, or aU too neere fai feare. 

He stoupt his traine, and hung his head so sore. 

As if his heart had never burst before. 

IT A Conceited Fancy. 

PntE colours can abide no staine ; 

The Sunne can neuer lose his light ; 

And Vertue hath a heauenly vaine. 
That wen may daime a queenely right : 

So ghie my mistresse but her due. 

Who tolde mee aU these tales of yoo. 

From heauen on earth the Sunne doth shine, 
FRim Vertue comes Discretions loue ; 

They both are in themsdues diuine, 
Yet worke for weaker hearts bdioue : 

So would my mistresse had her due, 

To tdl mee stiU these tales of you. 

But, Oh. the Sunne is in a dowde. 
And Vertue liues in sweetes vnseene ; 

The earth with heauen is not aUow'd ; 
A begger must not loue a Queene : 

So must my mistresse haue her due. 

To tdl mee stUl these tales of you. 

Then shine, frure Sunne, when douds are gon ; 
Line, Vertue, in thy queendy loue : 

Choose some sudi place to shine vpon. 
As may thy Paradise approue : 

That when my mistresse hath her due, 
I may heare aU this heauen in you. 

If A SlCILE MiSGONSTKUED. 

By your leane, a little while : 
Loue hath got a Beauties smQe 

From on earth the fairest face : 
But he may be much deodued, 
Kindenesse may be misoonodued, 

Laughing oft is in disgrace. 
Oh but he doth knowe her nature. 
And to be that blessed creature. 

That doth answere Loue with kindnesse : 
Tush, the Pketnix is a fiible ; 
Phethus horses haue no stable ; 

Loue is often fun of blindnesse. 
Oh but he doth heare her voice. 
Which doth make his heart tdoyoe 

With the sweetenesse of her aonnde : 
Simple hope may be abused. 
Heares he not he is refrised? 

Which may giue his heart a wound. 
No : Loue can bdieue it neuer. 
Beauty fauours once and euer, 

Though proud Enuie play the dfe : 
Truthe and Patience haue approved, 
Loue shaU euer be bdoned. 

If my mistresse be her w^(^ 
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% An Odds Humouk. 

PVRSLT fiure, and ilBurely wise* 
Blesaed wit, and blessed ejes. 
Blessed wise, and blessed foire, 
Neoer may thy blisse impaire. 

Kindely true, and truly Idnde, 
Blessed heart and blessed minde ; 
Blessed kind, and blessed true, 
Eoer may thy blisse renue. 

Sweetdy deaie, and dearely sweete, 
Blessed where these blessings meete ; 
Blessed meetings nener cease ; 
Eoer may thy blisse eacrease. 

Blessed Beauty. Vm, and Sense, 
Blest in Natures excellenoe. 
Where an blessfaiges perish neoer, 
Blessed maist thou line for eoer. 

If A Waggsiy. 
Childkens Ahs and Womens Ohs, 
Doe a ¥Kmdrous griefe disdose ; 
Where a dugge the one will still. 
And the t'other bat a wiU. 

Then in gods name let them cry ; 
While they cry, they will not die : 
For, but fewe that are so corst. 
As to ay vntill they borsL 

Say, some children are vntoward : 
So some women are as firoward : 
Let them cry them, 'twill not kill them ; 
There is time enough to still them. 

Bot if ntty will be pleased 
To reUeoe the small diseased. 
When the helpe is once applying. 
They will quiddy kaoe tbdr crying. 

Let the childe then sncke his fill, 
Let the woman haue her will ; 
All wiU hush, was hearde before ; 
Ah and Oh, will cry no more. 

% Am Odde Concbipt. 
LOYKLY kinde, and kindly loumg, 
Such a minde were worth the mouing : 
lYnly fiaire, and fiedrely true, 
Where are all these, but in you ? 

Wlsdy kinde, and Unddy wise. 
Blessed life, where sodi lone lies : 
Wise, and kinde, and fisire, and tnie^ 
Looely lioe an these in yon. 

Sweetely deare, and deardy sweete, 
Blessed, where these Uesshigs meete : 
Sweete, £Eure. wise, kinde, blessed, true. 
Blesaed be all these fai you. 



If A DoLBFUix Fancy. 
Sorrow rippe vp all thy senses, 

Neerest vnto Horrors nature : 
Taste of all thy quintessences, 

That may kill a wretched creature. 

Then beholde my wofull spirit 

All in passions overthrowne ; 
And full closdy, like a ferret, 

Seise vpon it for thine owne. 

Bot if thou doe growe dismaid, 
When thou dost but kx>ke on mee, 

When my passions, wdl displaid, 
"Win bot make a blast of thee. 

Then, in grief of thy disgraces, 
Where my fortunes doe define thee, 

Tdl thy Muses to thdr fiuxs. 
They may leame of mee to grace thee. 

For thy sighes, thy sobbes, and teares, 
But thy common badges beene ; 

While the paine, the spirit beares, 
Eates away the heart vnseene. 

Where in silence swallowed vp 
Are the sighes and teares of Looe, 

Whfch are drawne to fill the coppe, 
Must be drunke to Deaths bdxNie. 

Then beholding my hearts swoune. 
In my torments more and more ; 

Say, when thou dost sit thee downe, 
Thou wert neuer grac't bdbre. 

If An Epitaph vpon Poet Spencer. 
MovRNFULL Moses, SoTTOwe minions 
Dwdling in Despaires opinions ; 
Yee, that neuer thoi^ght innented 
How a heart may be contented ; 
(But m torments all distressed, 
Hopdesse how to be redressed. 
All with howling and with crying, 
Liue in a continuall dying,) 
Sing a diige on Spencan death. 
Till your soules be out of breath. 

Bidde the dunces keepe their dennes. 
And the poets breake thdr pennes ; 
Bidde the sheepheards shed thdr teares, 
And the nymphes goe teare thdr haires : 
Bidde the schollers leaue thdr reeding. 
And prepare their hearts to bleeding ; 
Bidde the valiant and the wise 
Full of sonrowes fill thdr eyes ; 
All for griefe that he is gone. 
Who did grace them eueiy one. 

Fairy Queene shew feirest Queene, 
How her faire in thee is scene : 
Sheepeheards Calendar set downe. 
How to figure best a downe, 
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As for Mother Hmbbtrts Tale. 
Cracke the nut, and take the shale : 
And for other workes of worth, 
(All too good to vrander forth,) 
Grieue that euer you were wrot, 
And your Author be foigot. 



Farewell Arte of Poetry, 
Sooming idle foolery : 
Farewell true conceited Reason, 
Where was neuer thought of treason : 
Farewell Judgement, with inuention. 
To describe a hearts intention : 



Farewel Wit, whose sound and sense 

Shewe a poets excellence. 
Farewdl, all in one togither. 
And with Spencers garland, wither. 

And if any Graces line 
That will vertue honour giue ; 
Let them shewe their true affection 
In the depth of Griefes perfection. 
In describing forth her giory, 
When she is most deepely sory ; 
That they all may wish to heere 
Sndi a song, and such a quier. 

As, with all the woes they bane. 

Follow Spenur to his graue. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



EnsTLB-DBDiCATOxr TO Mastbs Tbomas Blukt, p. 5.— 
This was probably Thomas Bloant, ancestor of tho baronets of 
Tittenhanger, Herts, which title became extinct in 1757. They 
usually prefixed the name of Pope to their sunuune: and it 
is interesting to find a Sir Thomas Pope Bloant author of'De 
Re Poedca: or Remarks upon Poetry, with Characters and 
Censures of the Most Considerable Poets . . . ' 1694 (4*)- He 
was son of William Blount, Esquire of Osberston, 00. Leicester 
(descended from the Blounts of Staffordshire), and himself 
settled at Tittenhanger, having inherited an estate there from 
his great^unde. Sir lliomas Pope. He was one of the deputy- 
Lieutenants of Hertfordshire, and Sheriff of the county in 1598, 
and was knifl^ted by King James i. on 7th May 1603. He 
married Frances, d. of Sir Thomas Pigot, Kt. of Doddershall, 
Bucks, and widow of Sir Thomas Nevil, Kt of Holt, 
CO. Leicester. He died xoch January 163^9. 

Line 8, ' Umg* 3= flavour, with rankness implied. 

To THB Rbadbr, p. s.'^*Pasqvii* On this name see the 
series of satirical poems by Breton as Pasquil, and our 
Memorial-Introduction: 1. z, 'i/»Mt/r*s:mehuich61y : 1. s, 
*hropfm f/Mfir* s pensive and vague meditation : L 6^ ' Bed- 
Um* s Bedlam, or a Lunatic Asylum : L zz, *mffrt rime tkem 
perfu^ t^me will ikinke ruuan:* a contemporary common- 
place phrase, since become 'familiar as household words : ' L xs, 
'with MwcA adee about noikmg:^ another semi-proverbial 
phrase, glorified by Shakespeani's dnoa : L \^ ' mdifferentiy 
s impartially. 

In AuthoiAm, pi 5— 1- «» * A««/* = constitution : 1. 4. 
*/>&' = pied, parti-cohwired : 1. zo, ^penpec U ue: So George 
Herbert later in ' The Temple,' 33,--Sinne, st. s : 
• So devils srt ow siaaes In pertpective.' 

See rehuive note in my editioa of Herbert in Fuller Worthies' 
Library and the Aldine Poets. The reference is to those glass- 
iaoed toys that require to be looked at in a given angle to reveal 
the real picture. 

L zz, *eensur€* ss judgment: L zs *A» loktuen.^ Sic, and 
not Jooaoo, was the 'great Ben's' more freqoent spelling of 
hisi 



A DoLSFULL Passion, p. 6.— I. 3, '^piU' = spoil : ao ia 
A Bribpb or Sonaow, ^ 7, 1. ^eialHL 

A Faktastioc* Solxmnk HuMOtrit, p. 7.— L S4, *mjla' 
= nothings, trivialitiea. So in A Solsmms Fakcy, p. 7> 1- ^5 : 
and A QuARKBLL, etc, p. Z3, st. Z4. 

An Extxbamb Passion, p^ 8.— I. 07, 'i f— w 'g sincp- 
showing or lean : p. 9— L 4, ^cemtori' - concert : L ax, *M9- 
«m£d* s troubled, «.#. dis-essed, or out of ease, uneasy,— not 
physically distempered. Cf. A Solbmnv CoNCKrr, p. z c, A 3, 
\.l,*di$etuiHt*' eialibi. \. 43,'carffnU* ^Mldcut, 

A SoLSMMB FAwnrux to tkb Wosld, pi zo.— «L 8k L 4. 
'f«t/^'s requite: st. zo^L 3, 'AomA's: bonds. 

A SolbmnbComcbipt, p. zz.^sL s,L 4, 'a ^niwi 'asprofe: 
to be noted as one of many ewwplps of the prefix ' &' 

A Straungb a, B, C, p. zz.— st a, L a, *Hmd I wist* s* 
Had I known,— a proverbial saying. It is used by Davies of 
Hereford in his 'Scourge of PoUy:' Epignun 93, *So shalt 
thou scape the rocke caTd HmdIwieV 

sL a, I. 3, ^beoke ef Aerme* s hon-book, le. eksscntary 
school-book, so called as having been covered with semi- 
transparent horn : L 5, 'Jheite* ss a pointer, or assail wire or 
rod, to point out the letters, etc 

A DiSPIAASURB AGAINST LOUB, p. ZS.— St. 3, L 1, *fmd'^ 

foolish. 

A CoNCBiPT vroN AN Eaclb, and a Phcekiz, p. Z4.— No 
doubt the allegory is of Spain and £ngbnd« and the defeat of 
the Armada in Z588»— the Pboenix beix« Klitahfth 

A Waggbhy, p. ZS.— st z, L 3, '«U em:* aBsprinied *the 
/one.' 

An ErrrAPH tpon Porr Simcm, p. x6.— st. 4, 'FmnwtU 
Arte of Poetry: This apparently refers to Spcnca'skst* The 
English Poet,' mentioned in E. K.'s notes to the Shepherds 
Calendar. Surely it must one day be recovered, sinoe it secsu 
to have been well known fai z6oo, Le, at the date of * Mebn- 
cholike Humours:' st. 3, L 6^ <aU^*>*sheO : st s> ^ >> 
-dMir.-G. 
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NOTE. 

There are several editions of 'A Solemne Passion/ Our text is 
that of 1623, in the British Musemn-^wherein S. Leigh Sotheby has 
written--' I never before saw a copy or heard of this edition.* It is 
exceedingly rare. Collation : 12 leaves : begins on verso of title-page : 
A*B. On the others, see our Menkorial-Introduction« From the 1598 
edition I accept 'alonely'-^alone (page 6, 2d column, line 13 from 
bottom) instead of 'all ondy' of 1623. 1623 corrects various errors of 
1598, but the variations are mainly orthographical 1598 has at end 
* Nicholas Britton.' In page 5, col ist, will be found a number of 
Vulgar Errors^ on which Sir Thomas Browne may be profitably con- 
sulted. In the same page, coL 2d, line 12th from bottom, 'bone' 
refers of course to Genesis ii. 22-3. In page 6, ist colunm, line 7, 
it is not impossible that in the appeal to the Poets he had here a tacit 
allusion to the well-known collection entitled 'The Phoenix Nest,* to 
which he was himself a contributor. — G. 
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A Solemne Passion of the Sovles Loue, 






^AKE, my aoule, oat ofthe 8)eq)e of sinqe, 
And shake off alouth'the subiect of thy 

shame; 
Search oat the way how best thoa mayst 
begimie 
To h<riy wocke thine hamble will to frame : 
Then proue not weary of a little paine, 
When fleshe's griefe will breed the spirit's gaine. 

Confesse thysdfe mworthy df the senoe 
To leame the least of the supgmall Will ;. , 
Beseech the heauens in strength of their defence, 
To sane and keepe thee from infemall ill : 

Then &11 to worke, that all the world may see 

The ioyfrdl lone betwixt thy God and thee. 
Tell of His goodnesse how He did create thee, 
And in His iostice how He doth correct thee, 
And in His loue, how He will neuer hate thee, 
And that His mercy neuer will rdect thee : 

And how He helpt thee when the world distrest thee. 

And with His graces how He sweetly blest thee. 

Say, I was sicke, and He did send me health, 
I was in prison, and He did set me free : 
And I was poore, and He did send me wealth, 
And I was blinde, and He did make me see, 
I was perplext, and He did heale my paine, 
And being dead. He gane me life againe. 

When I was lame, Hee did my limmes restore, 
When I was deafe, He made me heare His voyoe, 
When I was woanded, He did heale my sore, 
When I was sad, He made my soule reioyce : 
When I had sinn'd, He woald not yet forsake me. 
When I was lost, He did to mercy take me. 
To say yet more, what He hath done for me, 
I needs must say His goodnesse hath no end ; 
Who when on Earth He saw no friend to me 
Did make me feele I had a heauenly friend : 
A heauenly friend, Whose helpe doth fiule me neuer, 
But is my comfort and my King for euer. 
This is my Lord, my Life, and all my loue, 
My liuing Loue, and louing Life indeed ; 
This is the blessing of my best behoue. 
The sacred fruit whereon I sweetly feede : 
This is the ioy that makes my heart to sing 
Honour and glory to my heauenly King. 
Oh King, more glorious then the world can know Thee, 
From Whom the day euen from on high doth spring .* 
Where glorious workes vnto the world doe shew Thee, 



Of gtoriou^ loue ibe euerlasting King : 
The King of Life in Whom the soule doth prone 
The highest glory of the heauenly loue. 

By Whose high hands were all tUngs made at first, 
^ Whose deepe wisedome they are goucm'd still : 
By Whom alone are bkssM or accurst. 
That knie His Word, or disobey His Win : 

By Whoee sweet breath they line that doe attend Him. 

And by Whose 'wr^th they dye that doe offend ITmi. 

For who can bide'theiurietrf' His ire ? 

Or haUe oonoeiue the comfort of His loue ? 

Who plagues His foes with an infemall iire, 

And plftts His servants in the heau'ns aboue : 
Who shakes the heau'ns and makes the mountains bow 
If Hee but once begin to knit His brow. 

And where He loues what will He leaue to doe. 
To make the soule acquainted with His kindnesse? 
And with what ioy will He, the spirit woo 
To shun the woes that grow of worldly blindnesw ? 
What paine, or griefe, or death did He refuse, 
To saue their Hues that He did sweetly chuse? 

Now for the greatnesse of His glorious power : 

He is Almighty, and all gkvy His ; 

He made the yeere, the month, day, night, and bower. 

Theh6i(tt'nA, ^arth, sea. and wtat m them there is : 

In Him akme doth all their being stand. 

And liue and die in His almighty hand. 

He spake the Word, and by His Word they were. 
And all was good. His secret wisedome did ; 
His Will did worke His fenour without feare. 
And not a thought is from His knowledge hid : 

He knowes the heartt, and seardieth through the 
rdnes. 

And sees the roots euen of the smallest veines. 

He deckt the side with sunne, and moone, and starres. 

And made the seas to flowe vpon the sand. 

Vpon whose shore His hand did set the barres. 

They shall not passe to ouerflowe the land : 
Amid the ayre He hath disperst the ckmds. 
And onely man within His mercy shrouds. 

Within the depth the fish their holes do keepe. 
And in the rockes the conny makes Ms house ; 
Into the earth the crawling wormes do creepe. 
And hollow rocks are harbour for the mouse : 

The lyon keeps his den, the bird his nest« 

And man alone doth but in mercy rest 



Digitized by 



Google 



A SOLEMNE PASSION OF THE SOVLES LOUE, 



Yet these and all are guided by His power^ 
And may not posse the passage He hath giaen .them ; 
The sumie his oours^ the mooBe must know her houre. 
And douds must wander but where winds haue driuen 
th«; 

Beasts know their times, and fishes know their tides. 

And man alone in <Hiel]r mercy bides. 

To teQ of wonders by His wisedome wrought, 
Euen from the greatest to the very least* 
Whidi Time declares by true experience taught. 
In fish, in fowle, in bird, in man and beast ; 
Maike but tlie Power that doth in each abide. 
And how it weakens in their h^est pride. 

The lyon first is fearfiiU of a bee. 

The elephant doth dread the little mouse : 

A crowing oocke the dragon may not see. 

The stoutest eagle subiect to the louse ; 
The greatest oze a little taint-worme kiUeth^ 
And many a man a little canker spilletli. 

Yet is the lyon fearM for his force. 

The dephant a huge and mighty beast ; 

The fiery dragon kills without remorse. 

And eagles cany lambes vnto their nest : 
The oxe the taint-worme vnder foot doth tread, 
And man sometimes doth kill the canker's head. 

But when that power begins to gather pride, . . 

Then see the strength of the Almighty hand ; 

^ Whose high hdpe the weakest things are tryde, 

To spoile the strength whereinthe strongest stand : 
That they mayknowe there is a Power on hie. 
In Whom they line, and at His pleasure 4j^ 

To shew examples of the heauenly might, 
Against the pride of the ialeriopr power t 
The Word of Thith doth ghie a glorious li^^t. 
Where may bee seene in minnte of an houre. 

How greatest stayes that on their strength 
groQded, 

With headlong foils were vtteriy Qoofounded. * 

How Phaia6h.fiat, tha pnmd 6gyptian<Ung, 

That would not snflfer Israel to passe ; 

What plagues and griefos did the Ahnighty bring 

Vpoo the bouse, euen where his fodgiqg was I 
Frogs, flyes, and lyce did freely make their way 
Euen to the chamber where proud Pharaoh lay. 

A number phgues the Lord did forther threaten ; 
His land was strooken with a. darksome feare, 
His grasae, and come by grasshoppers was eaten, 
The plague distrpyd his people fsaerf where. : 
At last, himsdfe amidst his army crowned. 
Was in a moment in the Red Sea drown^. 

Yet through these seas His hand did make the way. 
Where all His seroants went and wet no foote ; 
Which proues His loue was His dected's stay. 
While rebeU hearts were tome vp by the joote r 

Whidi true, example to the world may proue. 

The s^oriotts greatnesse of His power and kwe. 



Goliah boasted greatly of His strength. 

Yet little Dauid killd hun with a stone ; 

The Nfadian host was strong, but yet at length. 

By Gideon's hand, the kings were ouerthrowne : 
By diange of tongues foil Babylon's great tower. 
And Christ His Word did breake the diuel's power. 

Yet in itsdfe what weaker is then water, 

Which drown'd proud Pharao and his mighty host ? 

A louse or flie is of a little matter, 

Yet with such wormes are men tormented most. 

What strength alas is in a little stone? 

Yet so we rtode Goliah ouerthrowne. 

Knowe then from whence this wonder-power groweth 
But from the force of the Almighty hand ; 
Which to the. world His glorious power sheweth, 
When with the weake, the strongest cannot stand : 
King Dauid wrote, and it is truly knowne, 
That power bdongeth vnto God alone. 

To proue the prowesse of the heauenly Power. 

How many more examples might be showne ! 

'There is no yeere, no day, no night, nor hower. 

But some such action to the world is knowne : 
That Truth may well vnto His glory speake, 
God is of power, and all the world is weake. 

But sfaioe the world cannot the books oontaine. 

Wherein His workes of wonder may be writ ; 

To admiration let His power remaine, 

And say, All powers are subiect vnto it : 
And let me of His loue and mercy write. 
Which is the substance of my soule's delight. 

This powerful! k>uei the glory of all gmce, 
When He had wrought t^e worid vnto His wUl, 
And planted each thing in his proper place, 
And in the course that they continue still : 
Of all the workes that He in wonder wrought 
Made onely man the dearest of His thought. 

For what He made He made but man to seme. 
And man to seme His onefy sacred loue ; 
And in His loue doth so man's life preseme. 
As may the comfort of His care approue : 

And so approue as may this sentence giue. 

His 6nely loue doth make the soule to liue. 
He loued the earth when He did giue it life, 
He loued the life when He His image gaue it ; 
He loued the flesh that made the bone a wife. 
He loued the soule when He fix>m death did saue it : 

He loued him euer yet He loued him most. 

To fetdi him home when he himselfe had lost. 
Come poets, ye that fill the world with fancies, 
Whose foining Muses shew but madding fits ; 
Which all too soone doe fall into those franzies 
That are begotten by mistaking wits : 

Lay downe your lines, compare your loue with mine. 

And say v^hose vertue is the tme diuine. 

For further tryall, let me giue you leaue 
To adde a tmth vnto your idle stories ; 
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Wherewith so oft fou doe the world decdue, 
And gaine your selves but ffl-oonoeited glories : 
Yet when jon see where sweetest sights are showiie, 
Looke on my Loue, and blush to see your owne. 

With sunny beauties let your loues be blest, 
The sunne doth fetch his Ught but from my Loue ; 
You haue your wonders from the friiQeniz nest. 
Mine h<Hiour lines but In the heauens aboue : 

Your Muses doe your ladies' praises sing. 

The angels sing in glory, of my King. 

The earth, alas from whence your loues reodue 
Their flowres and sweets, their pearles k precious stones, 
To decke themsekies, with which they doe deoeiue 
The blinded spirits of the simple ones : 
This earth, from whence their outward graces spring 
Is but the footstoole of my heanenly King. 

And if He so hath deckt the earth bdow. 

Imagine then the glory of His seat ; 

Which may perswade, where angels tremble so 

For humane eyes the gloiy is too great : 
For where the sunne, the moone and stars haue light. 
For Nature's eyes the beauty is too bright. 

And who doth Hue that euer ye did loue, 

But that ye oould their lairest &ire vnfold? 

And my frdre Loue,— let fidrest TVuth approue,— * 

No eye can liue in glory to behold : 
Your clearest beauty is with age declining, 
My Loue's bright glory is for euer shining. 

If ye be wise, thinke where true wisedome liueth. 
And then allow the himour to my Loue : 
If yours be kind, thinke Who the comfort giueth, 
And know the turkey from the turtle-doue ; 
If constant yours, that truth let my Loue try. 
Who kMt H is life to saue His loue thereby. 

And let me see how liueth all your loue 

But cm desert, the stay of all your state! 

And in my Loue a further life approue, 

Who lou'd indeed when He had cause to hate : 
Your frmdes oft for want of feuour starve. 
But my Loue doth both yours and mine prsienie. 

Then trudy say, whom chSefe your loues do diuse. 

To cast the countenance of thdr feuors on t 

Then whom againe they wholly do reftise, 

In liking thought as most to looke vpon : 
Then do but looke vpon my Loue His choice, 
And whose heart most He maketh to reioyce. 

The wealthy, mighty, wise and well at ease. 
Do fit the fendes of your ladies best ; 
But poore, and weake, and simple soules best please 
My heauenly Loue, to labour In his brest : 
And who the world doth vtterly reftise, 
Those doth my Loue vnto His fiiuour chuse. . 
And see what power is in your louing natures. 
To take or giue what ye may gaine or lose ; 
And ye shall see they are but my Loue's creatures. 
Whose liues are at His pleasure to dispose ; 



And while your fenon all do fride away, 
My sweet Loue's blessings neuer will decay. 
Could ye oonceiue the smallest of the sweet 
That doth descend from my souk's dearest Loue, 
Vpon the fiuth that felleth at His feet. 
That doth in pcaier but In mercy proue : 
And you will btot out euery idle line. 
And yedd your souks vnto this Loue of mfaie. 

Compare a weed vnto a wholesome ffowre, 
A doudk eoening to a sunny day, 
A foggie mist vnto an AprHl showre, 
Nouember blast vnto a bloome of May ; 

And you shall easily see the difference plabe. 

Betwixt my sunshine and your sfaowres of nine. 
Compare meere folly to the finest wit. 
The coursest copper to the purest gold ; 
The healtbfrill body with an ague fit. 
And set the youthftdl age against the old ; 

The nuien's fouk note to PhOomda's voke. 

And quickly say which is the better dioioe. 

Compare fouk pride to feire humility, 
A Und discretion to a doggM nature ; 
The downish race to true gentility, 
A blessed angeU to a cursM creature ; 
Fauors to frvwnes and smilings vnto soowks, 
And say. The phosniz makes all birdes but owles. 
Compare the earth vnto the heaneo on hye, 
The spirit's treasures vnto fleshly toyes ; 
The pibbk stone vnto the asurde skk. 
The woes of men vnto the angd^ ioyes. 
The kwest weaknesse vnto th' highest powers : 
Then see the diflfrenoe twist my Loue andyoun» 

And when you see how all sweet Ml Brings grow 
But from the ground of my Loue's ttuliw gnws ; 
And doe agafaie the imperfection know. 
Wherein you doe your fond affectkn plaoe : 

Then all your titles to this truth resigae. 

There is no life but in this Loue of mine. 
And giue me kane to prdse my prinody Loue. 
Although my wiu are short of such a worth ; 
And kt my spirit in my passkms praue. 
What His high hand fai mcrey win brii« foortb : 

And write but truth that may be truly prouM. 

My ondy Loue akmely to be kwid. 

Before all thnes, aU thoughu, all tUngs He was. 
And euer is, and wiU be aye the same ; 
That doth fai wonder. Wonder's wonder passe, 
In Thith's high triumph of etenall frune : 

Where life, and loue, hi grace and gkty crowad. 

Doe sway the scepter of the hean'ns renowad. 
Now what He was, cannot be oomprdiendsd. 
Who in Himsdfe doth all thii^ comprehend ; 
And when that all thuigs shall be wholy ended, 
Himsdfe, His Word, His WiU shaU neuer end : 

Whose grsdous life all gkrious loue beginning. 

Doth adde all grace and endksse gkiry winning. 
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Uds it an we finde. 



Unde* 




And of His 

ASpiritfiinr 

A louiQ^Ood vnfeo His 

And io Hit 

In wttedomet 

And in that 

The h||^ CreatOQP of aO cvtatnfet Uuin^t 
The tweet Redeemer of IDt aemanu lost ; 
The glflrioas grace, all grace ft glofy gioi^g* 
The 107 of iosres that iMs the spiiit meet : 
The lone of life and life oflone faideed, 
r^iyft death aadhdl, that ^tf i t^ the iwilft i 



Hit teat it heanen, the earth Hfafoot-etooi e it. 

His <diiefett dwelling with His tonles elected : 

Hit 107 to kme and to he hm'd of His, 

His fenor life vato His kmet aflected : 
His Word is truth, which doth the q)frit try. 
Where frnitliill felth sten Hue and ncMT d^ 

His l?ifff '«v is the peace of contcieBce^ 

Hit comliDrt, Mercfe't contemplation ; 

Hit pndoot gift, the Spirit't patience^ 

Hit mcrcic, Vcrtoe't meditation : 
Hit grace the oyle that kilt the qpWt'k eiiill, 
Hit death, the life that did tdbdne the dhidL 

Hit gtrraoits are tlie tondrj tortt of graces, 
His tribnte is but tinnert' sacrifice \ 
His worke, the phattaig iFertnes in their places, 
Hisgaine, the lone of fanmbfe spirits seruioe: 
His m u a i cie, paahnes that angels nener cease 
To ting, fai i^orle of the Ring of Peace. 

This Kfa« of Peace, tUs God of Life and Lone. 
Who m Himsdfe doth an and onely hold 
The Ui^iest Uestfa^ of the heaitt behone. 
That feithibn tmdi hath to the tpirit told : 

Thb it the tnlntance of njr toole^s defight. 

Viiwotthy tubiec t of His worth to write. 

Yet as Hit merde wffl voocfatafe Hit grace, 
IK^th hitereettion of IDt high attittance ; 
Againtt the power that would my thoogfatt defece. 
And proodlf make againtt the toule retistance : 

I win a little gine His lone a tach. 

Whoae tnallett pralte it for my pen too much. 

What lone was that which made Hfan like man best. 
Of aU the workes that ener He created? 
What lone agafaie did fai that fiUng rest. 
To lone him so he nener can be hated? 

What lone was more to gine the man a wife ? 

What lone was more to dfe to gine Mta Ufe? 
Hie earth within with dhwr. gemmes and gold, 
Without with trees and herbs and frnites and flowres ; 
The water deepe, where fishes keepe their hold^ 
The dements with aU thefa* inward powers : 

Thete hath my Lone aU made for man to chose, 

And to Ut pleatnre in Ut lemice Tse. 
Hie fire was made to kfll the diflSng cold, 
The water made to dake the burning heat ; 



The sobtm ayre a aecrat breath to hold, 
The earth to drie when mojttnre it too great : 

These crosse in natures, yet doe meete fai one. 

Only to seme the Tie of man alone. 

Each bhd, cadi beast, each fowle, and enery fish, 
The flesh of Btan must seme to doath and feede : 
What eye can see, or heart of atan can wish. 
Bat some wi^ aenies to stand pooreman in tteede ? 

And for that canse thdr bdng first began. 

Ftom Mereie's lone to seme the Ufe of i 



The Vght was made to gkd the Ugfattome eye. 
The aoond to please the pore attentiue care ; 
The ayre to drew a lining breath thereby, 
The earth the body and the Ummet to beare ; 
The ckmdt, the ttart, the ton, the moone, the skie. 
Were made for man to make hhn looke on hie. 



An thete were made oat 4)f the mould of Lone : 
Wat nener lone came ener neere to tlUt, 
Whkh doth a wonder hi afTection ptone, 
Eoen when we least detera'd the lone of Hit ; 
For when our tonlet did mott oflencet doe Hun, 
He came Himtelfe fai lone to caU vt to Him. 

To make, tedeeme. ptet e iue, defend and cherish 
Hit feithlun tonle. and to in krae to nourish 
At in Hit lone thdr ttuet than nener peritb. 
But Hke the nny ttue and ener flourish : 
Are thete not pointt sufident to approoe 
The true affection of a peerdetse loue ? 

Yet more to aay that tmeiy may be add 
In bumble honour of thit heaoenly Loue ; 
In merdet tweet to make the toule ditmakl, 
To aee the blettfaig of thit God aboue ; 
The kNifaig tpfait Body to refreth, 
He let Hit teruantt tee Hfan fai the fleth. 

To see Hfan so as might not hurt thdr dght. 

For none might see His high tupeman power ; 

But fai His foue to see that gtorious light. 

That gaines that sweet that cuts off euery sowre : 
The Second Perwa of Hfansdfe, His Sonne, 
In Whom are aU things to His gjlory done. 

And aee the cause why so He came vnto vs. 
His ondy lonci the ondy canre we Hue ; 
And when Hee came, what comfort did He doe vs, 
To sane our Unes His foue His Ufe did gfaie ; 
And so to sane vs from the fire of hen. 
That with His kme we odght for ener dwdl. 

What krae was this, to leaue His heanenly seat 
Among His angds, aU in glory seruM ; 
To come to man, who dkl too iU intreat 
The sacred loue that hath his Ufe preseniM : 

Fkom being honour'd, preis'd and gkirifide; 

To be diH;mc6dU whipt and cnidfide ? 
In krae He left His highest heanenly pleasures, 
Aboue His angds in thdr heapes of ioyes ; 
To line on earth in sorio w e s out of measures. 
¥nth diange of nothfaig but the world*!! annoyes : 
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In toyle and traudl, long in loue He sought ts, 
And with His death at last fall deardy bought vs. 

Oh wofull trauell that He vndertooke, 

To bring our liues vnto His sacred loue ; 

Which paine, nor crosse, nor death ttselfe fonodke, 

That to our &ith might His aflectKm proue : 
Which left the Spirit of His Lou€ behmde Him, 
To shew the loue that seekes Him how ^o finde Him. 

In loue He came, that He might comfort doe vs, 
In loue went from vs to prouide our places ; 
In loue He sent His Comforter Tnto vs, 
In loue He guides vs with His holy graces : 
In loue He made, bought, keepes, and guides vs thus, 
And shall not we loue Him that so lon'd vs ? 

Yes, my deare Lord, be Thou my dearest Loue, 
For Christ His sake, let my soul neuer leaue Thee ; 
Who in Thy k>ue thy Uuing truth doth prooe. 
That makes me finde the worid doth al decehie ftie : 

And were there truth on earth as there is none. 

Yet were Thy knie the ioy of life alone. 

And let these teares be witnesse of my loue, 

Which first doe begge remession of my sin, 

And in repentance doe but mercy moue. 

To ope the gates of grace and let me in ; 
Where humble Faith but at Thy feiet may fiOl, 
With my soule's seniioe, knie, and life, and alL 

Foiget, O Lord, my workes of wickednesse, 
Whereby my soule with sorrow is oppressed ; 
And with the finger of Thy holinesse. 
In mercy touch my spirit so distressM : 

And sane my life that draweth nigh to hell ; 

Loue me a little and I shall be welL 

Loue ? No, sweet Lord I mercy T craue, no more ; . 
My sinnes are such I dare not speake of loue ; 
But in Thy mercy to Thy loue restore 
My humble feith that may but me^ proue : 
And so approue, that all the worid may see 
The ioyftill loue betwixt my God and me. 
Oh call me home and make me heare Thy call. 
And heare Thee so that I may run vnto Thee ; 
And hold me fiut that I may neuer fsdl. 
But that my soule may euer seniioe doe Thee : 
Shew some good token that the world may know 
My soule is blest whom Thou bast knifed ao. 
And while I liue here in this wretched vale 
Of fearfull danger of infemall death ; 
Where earthly pleasures take those soules to sale. 
Which haue their bargaine fai the hell beneath : 
Let my soule's loue and life and labour be. 
To seeke my ioy, my k>ue, and life in Thee. 
Make me not rich, lest I fotget to thinke 
From whence I haue the comfort of my heart ; 
Nor hi such want let Thy poote seniant sinke. 
That I be driuen to craue the needy port :. 
Qiue me but meanes the needy to relieue, 
To feed Thy flocke and not the wolfe. to grieue. 



Let me not listen fo the sinnen' songs. 
But to the psahnes Thy .holy saiAtt doe smg ; 
Nor let me follow tynuiU in their wrongs. 
But kisse the rodce where rigfaiemiim— e doth spring : 
Let not mine eye afiect the out w ard part. 
But let me loue the vertneoC the heuL 
And let my loue be, to behold Thy kme. 
And let my knie be, but to Ime in Thee ; 
And so to line, that aU the work! may prone 
The gradous good my God hath done for me : 
To call my soule out of this wttfd of wo. 
In iaithfull krae to seme my Sanknir so. 

And when they see the blot of all their Uame, 
To k3ue the world but all ui wretched toyes ; 
And doe oonfesse with inward-bkisUng shame. 
They are but socrowes vnto beanenly ioyes ; 

They may with me, forsake all wotklfy pleasure. 

And make Thy kioe an *«"*'*«>*hg treasure: 
For Lord by Thee we are, in Thee we tine. 
And in Thy loue the Uuing cannot die ; 
And since Thy death did ouc lines wliofy giue 
For Thy loue's sake shall wee affliction flie? 

No my deare Lord, let life be death to mee. 

So I may die to liue m loue with Thee. 
A ioyfiin life were such a death indeede, 
FVom earthly pame to passe to heauenly pleasure : 
A toyfiin line for loumg hearts to reade. 
To leaue the flesh, to take the Spirit's treasore : 

Whose gkirious sence vnto the Sonne doth fell. 

That all is nothing to that AU hi AD. 

And I (alas) of many thousand aoolesy 
Vnworthy most of His high worth to write ; 
Who in His merde's true record inrooles 
The knihig substance of the souk's daUght : 
Must mercy cry, for feare of loue's presuming 
Of too high sence^may be my souk's consuming. 

And with the teares of true repentant knie. 
Looking vpon the wonders of that wonder. 
That in His least perfectk>n may approue 
The greatest wisedome of the world put vndcr : 

Confesse my wit as short to pen His praise. 

As darkest nightt in light of clearest daycs. 
And say but this in grace and gkNrie's height 
Where Vertue's loue doth line for euer crowned ;; 
And all the host of heauen and heauens await 
Vpon the highest of the heauens renowned : 

Whom saints and angels trembling do adore, 

To Hun atone be praise for euer more. 
All honour, praise and glory euer be, 
Vnto my louing euerfauting King ; 
This Kmg of life. Who so halh touki me. 
To giue my soule this gractous power to sing. 

In heart and mind, in man and angels' loue, 

AH glorious glory be to God aboue. 

FINIS. 



Digitized by 



Google 



TTTTTTT-^i'T'ij^t'TTT'^rrrT 



RAUISHT SOULE 

and 

Blessed IVeeper: 

1601. 



^V.^'X>9N,xVN,^V.^n.^X^>.^i^«n.^^>.^^ 



12 



Digitized by 



Google 



NOTE. 

' The Rauisht Soide and the Blessed Weeper' is only now known in the edition of 1601, which 
is our text— from our own exemplar. This Poem was reprinted in Excerpta Tudoriana; but the 
original has been returned to with benefit : 24 leaves, 4^ Divine names, pronouns as well as nouns, 
are given capitals, also apostrophes are inserted in the places.— -G. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Epistle-dbdicatoky— Makt, Countbss of Pbn- 
BROOKB. Such was the contemporary spelling. The 
sister of Sidney and mother of Pembroke-— as in the 
£unoas Lines. See Memorial-Introdnction. After ' To 
the Reader' the Lines of H.T., 'Two twinnes/ etc., 
already given with the ' Longing of a Blessed Heart/ 
etc., re-appear : not repeated herein. 

Gloria in exelcis Deo.— p. 5, ooL i, L 3, *aboanU: ' 
cf. p. II, ooL I, 1. ay : I take the following from my 
editions of George Herbert, on his use of the word in 
SL bdi., L a, of 'The Church Pordi:' 'That all may 
gladly board thee as il flowre.' ' FVendi, abortUr, to go 



or come side by side with : hence it has the same ety- 
mology and meaning as accost (aoooast, ¥t, e«si€ €x die : 
*' accost her is front her, board her, woo her, assail her** 
(TVnr^A^i^, L3). As a resulting sense, the Ftendi 
ahordtr also means "to become frunHiar with" (Coc- 
grave).' P. 6,coL i, L 8, ' ji/^ '^ innocent : sofiequoMly : 
p. 7, col. a, L aj, * (^fright* as affiigfated : L 36, *liU' 
s light : p. 8, ooL I, L a from bottom, *trU* » prove : 
p. 9, col. a, 1. a, *giniu" s= begin. 

The Blessed Weepee.— p. 10, ooL a, 1. 96, 'meat' 
a dean, beantiftd : p. 11, ooL i, L a4. *feUrtd* sr en- 
tangled : p. la, coL i. I. 33, ' ^ /im .*' misprinted « to 
loue,'— G. 
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Diuine Poeiiie, di- 

uided into two Partes: 

T/^e Rauisht Soule, and the 

BLESSED WEEPER. 



Compiled by Nicholas Breton^ Gentle-man. 



Imprinted at London, for lohn Browne, 
and John Deane. 1601. 



Digitized by 



Google 



To the Right Honourable^ discreete^ and vertuaus Lady^ the Naurisher of 
the Learned and fauorer of the Godly: my stnguler good Lady^ the 
Lady Mary, Countesse of Penbrooke: Nich: Breton wisheth all the 
good that the Heauens will and the world can gine, to the pleasure of 
the Highest, and her worthy heartes desire. 

RIGHT Honomble,— Matter of most worth, to most worthy mindes, is most worthily presented. What matter in 
worth may compare with diuine meditation? What minde more worthy honour then the heauenly-endined? 
and whose minde more truly worthy of that blessed Title then your Ladiship's? I would there were many, bnt I know 
too fewe. Being then, in that eioellent sense, truly your sdfe, whom (for more worth than I wQl speake of) the wise 
admire, the learned foUowe, the vertnous loue and the honest seme ; vouchsafe me leaue among thoee poore people 
that being throwen from the world looke only towards heauen and heauenly graces, to lay before your eyes a diuine 
humour of a rauisht soule ; which (being above it sellie caried into the. beauenly meditations of the mercies of the 
Almightie) by the blessing of His Holy Spirit, hath brought forth such fruits of His praise, as I hope wn be pleasing to 
your good fanor. To the honour of v^hose commaundeAient auowing the duty of my heart's seruioe, in al humble 
thankfulnesse Cor your bountiiull vndeserued goodnesse, praying for your etemall happlnesse, I take my leaue, 



Your Ladiship's in all humblenesses 



NICHOLAS BRETON. 



Co tl^e iBeaDev* 




3V that with a sealous loue of Religion, 
with an indifferent regard of Learning, 
and without disdaine of Poetry, will vouch- 
safe to bestow a little time in the perusing of this little 
volume of verses ; it may be you wil not repent you of 
your labour nor thinke much of your cost, but when you 
have once read it oner, perhaps b^ginne it againe and 
ende it without wearinesse. If you note it well you may 
finde matter of comforte and nothing to the contrarie : 
God truely glorified in His manifonld blessinges, and 



man greatly blessed, that being endued with His graces 
by Caithe taketh hould of His mercies : the Atheists 
confounded in their follies, and the vertuous blessed in 
their election. This if yon finde not, blame either your 
selfe, or me ; bnt if you note what I write, mudi good 
doe you in the reading and God encrease you in His 
blessing. And so in the best nature of loue, leamng 
you to the ioy of the best life, I end 

Your friend, Nicholas Bebton. 
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The Rauisht Soule. 




Glinia in excelsis Deo. 

ING, my soote, to God thy I«ord, 
All in gkirie's highest keye ; 
Laie the Anngells qnier aboorde. 
In their highest holy dale ; 

Cnuie their hdpe to tune thy heart 

Vnto praise's b^est parte. 

Teil the world no worid can tell 
What the hand of heanen desemeth ; 
In whose ondy mercies dwdl 
All that heanen and earth presenieth ; 

Death's confounding, Sinne's foigining ; 

Faith's lelieuing. Comfort's lining. 

Grace and glory, life and lone. 
Be the somme of all thy dittie ; 
Where a sinner's teares may proue 
Comfort's ioy In Merde's pitty : 

Enery note in lone alhiding, 

Kndtesse glory in conchiding. 

I¥ayse of prayses where Thon dweOest, 
Tdl me, (if the world may know Thee) 
In what sense Tlioa most excdlest, 
When Thy wonder worth doeth shew Thee, 
In that state of Hoooor's story 
Where Thon gain'st thy highest glorte ? 

TIs not earth nor earthly wonder 
Can disceme Thy dearest honour ; 
An her praises are put vnder, 
When Thy glory lookes Ypon her. 

Nor in heanen Thy glorie dweUeth ; 

Where Thy wonder most ezoeHeth. 

Yet in heanen was neuer Uumg 

Virgin, saint, nor angd's spirit ; 

Where Thy Grace may hane the ghiing 

Of Thine honcmr's highest Merite. 
Tis their glories admiration 
That desemea Thy commendation. 

Since then by all consequences, 
In the notes of Glorie's nature, 
And the Graces influences, 
TIs no earth, nor iManenly creature ; 



In my God alone on high 
Is this onely mysterie. 

And since in His MaJestie, 

AU and ondy euer dwelleth 

That most glorious Ddty, 

That all prayse's praise eiodleth ; 
Say although thy soule attend Him 
It can neuer comprehend Him. 

If thon speak'st of power, all powers 
To His power are in subiection ; 
If thou speak'st of time, all houres 
Run their course by His direction : 
If of wisedome, all is vanitie. 
But in his Diuine humanitie. 

Ifoftrueth, itteHistriall: 
If of loue, it is His treasure : 
If of life, it is His diaU: 
If of grace, it is His pleasure : 

If of goodnesse, 'tis His stone : 

If of mercy, 'tis his glorie. 

If of iustlce, ludgement sheweth 
His proceeding is impartiall : 
If of valour, all Hell knoweth 
Who is Heauen's high marshall : 
If of bountie, tis His blessing : 
If of place, tis His possessing. 

If of patience. His perfection : 
If of comfort, tis His ikuour : 
If of vertue. His affection : 
If of sweete, it is His sauour : 
If of triumph, tis His merite : 
If perfection, tis His Spirit. 

If aboue all these thou singest 
Rauisht in thy reason's glory ; 
Tell the world whatere thou bringest 
Admiration's wonder's story ; 
To sudi height my Sauiour raiseth 
A| aboue aU praises prayseth. 
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Let all kings and princes then 

In submission fall tveforoJiim ;' 

Virgins, angels, holy men, 

Both in heauen and earth adore Him : 
In His onely mercie seeing, 
All and onely, all your being. 

Babes and children, shew His glory, 
In your silly soules presenting : 
Men and women note this storie - 
Of the life of loues deseniing ; 

Heauen and earth be euer reading 

Of this essence of exceeding. 

Sunne and moone and euery creature 

In that shining starrie skie. 

All oonfesse your brightnesse' feature 

In the hand of Merae's eye : 
And for all your blessed powers. 
Shew it God's and none of your's. 

And when all the world together 

lojme with angels harmonie : 

Let my soule come singing thither 

With that blessed company : 
God in Merde's power victorious. 
Be aboue all glory glorious. Amen. 

Sacred Muse that onely sittest 

In the spirits of the blesski 

And the fiaithfull onely fittest. 

With their thoughts to heauen addresaM : 
Hdpe my humble soule to sing 
To my glorious heau'nly King. 

All abandon earth's ooniecture, 
Thinke not on so meane an instance : 
Make thine h<Hiour's architecture. 
But on Grace's glorious substance : 
There in comfort's oonfirmation 
Build thy heauenly habitation. 

Study not astronomy, 

Least to darknesse tune thy Ught : 

But that high diulnitie 

Where the day hath neuer night : 
There finde out that worice of worth 
That may bring thy wonder forth. 

In the teares of true contrition. 

Think on Merde's blessednes : 

And in care of Loue's oonditioo 

Of Perfection's holinesse : 
Then in notes of Grace's gloiy 
Make the state of all thy story. 

// Chrisiiano al honore di Christo, 

Before there was a light, there was a Ught, 
Which saw the worid the wortd could neuer see ; 

From whidi the world reodues his brightest s^t, 
Yet cannot see what brightnesse there may be. 



From this feire light there came a Uuiqg loue ; 

A loue wfaidi giues the lining all their seeing ; 
And in the life of all their sedng proue 

The ondy essence of thdr ondy bdng. 

From this bright loue there came a lining Word ; 

A Word that doeth in wisedome signifie 
What heauen and earth in wonder can affwd. 

Is but in life this loue to dlgni^e. 

F6r in this Word wiis that Ahnifi^tie power 
Which was before that power was euer namM ; 

B^gun before the first-bqiinning boure, 
F^raming eadi substance that was eoer fiamM. 

And in that Word that ondy wisedome dwdleth 
That ondy knowes what ondy may be Imowne : 

And in that knowledge knowledge all czcdleth, 
Because it knowes all knowledge is His own& 

This worthy Word of wisedome's wonderment' 
(To giue some notice of His powerfuD nature) 

In wisedome made His will an instrument 
To shew Himself vnto His silly creature. 

The holy essence of the DeftJe 

In \^^'s wombe did take the valle of flesh ; 
Bringing the dewe of blessed diaiitie 

Our withring spfaits sweetly to refresh. 

This highest height of heauenly Maiestie, 
This Word of Wisedome's gracious, glorious loue, 

Inuested in all vertues initie 
That perfect God and perfect Man approve. 

FkxMn the sweet bosome of His Father's btest* 

Etemall Babe, of aU etematt blisse ; 
All blessed Babe, that made the mother Uest. 

By that sweet blessed holy loue of His, 

Flrom the High Throne of heau'nly Glorie's seate, 
Vnto this world, thikworthlesse worid descoided ; 

With thdr cfosse spirits kiniddjr to intfeat' 
For thdr owne good, that highly Him oflended. 

This blessed hifent of Etemitie, 
And ondy glorloiks essence of the ssine ; 

By the deare light of His aU-^dog eye 
Behokling all things, all, so out of fiamcb 

Vnto His sentants to make knoilme His lone 
And to redeeme what lacke of loue had lost ; 

In tender age and dder yeeres did pnxnie 
How IVtience' care might be in passions oro$t. 

When first sweet Infent fai the motfaers4naes. 
Fed with the milfce of pure Viiginitie ; 

How did He scape the tyrant Herod's haimes. 
That litUe knew of His dhiinitie. . 

But oh, when first His presence sweet appeared, 
Vnto the sOly shepheards in the fidd : 

With how much ioy were all thdr spirits cheated. 
Whose humble eyes His heauenly Face bebdd. 
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While in the heaims the angds nog for ioy, 
That peace by Him vnto the world was eome ; 

B7 Him Who should both Death and Hell destroy. 
And be the Sanionr of His chosen snmme. 

The vhgiD-molker iojed in her childe, 
And in her io; did call her sonne her Saiiiour ; 

Whose gmdous spirit in her coonteoanoe milde. 
Did shew the blessiqg of her me^e behaniooc. 

O blessed Sonne, the Falher's best bdoo'd. 
In Whom He all and ondy did delight ; 

How many wayes His workes in wonder prooa'd. 
He held the scepter of His Fathci^s right. 

In simplenessei all harmdesse as the done ; 

In learniiigt potting all the doctours downe ; 
In power, the hand of hi^iest heau'ns behooe ; 

In state, the King of Kings in Glorie's crowne. 

In patience, the true proofe of suffesanoe ; 

In truth, the touch-stone of all vermes triall ; 
In loue, director of Life's ordinance ; 

In life, the hande of the etemall dialL 

In charitie, the gtoer of aH good ; 

In bountie. the bestower of all blisse ; 
In merde, iaitbe's etemall blessed food ; 

In grace, the guide, that cannot.leade amisac* 

In wisedome, founder of all wit and sense ; 

In will, the woricer of all woiKlers' worth ; 
In essence, all the Sunune of ezceUenoe ; 

In an, that good that bringes all glorie forth. 



This essence all i 

Yet willing in His mercies to be knowne ; 
That glorie might not be offiensible, 

That in a shadowe onely should be showne : 

First, in the time of feeble infimde 
Wbax Nature's weaknesse fled a fearM force ; 

Then, in the yeeres of reason's oonstande. 
When gradous Merde gloried in remorse ; 

Came to the woride to caU the wnride to eome, 
Vnto His can that had the heauens at call ; 

Hcalmg the sicke, the bltnde, hune, deafe, and dumme. 
Andrais'd them ^p that readie were to fiUL 

Contented with the badg« of pouertie, 

Who might oommaond both heanen and earth at wil ; 
Lodg'd m a manger in humiUtie, . 

Who in Himsdfe both heauen and eartl^ did fin. 

Threatned with death,. Wha was the life of life ; 

Sought to be skune. Who was the death of death ; 
The ground of peace, yet with the worM at strife ; 

And sul&ed deathi. yet gaue the Uuing breath. 

Seeke heanen and earth and finde out such another. 

So might command and so would be commanded ; 
Who was our Ki^g, yet woukl become our brother, 

Ml^t strike aU duqibe, and yet woM be H^rni^nH^^^^ 



Would leane sudi pleasure and endure such peine. 
And for thdr Hues, that crucified His knie ; 

With fosse of life to make thefar Uuing gaine 
That prooued turkies to their tmtle-doue. 

Who eoer crau'd His fadp, and wns denied? 

Who fooed Him so, but left Him at His death? 
Who euer fiul'd where feith on Him relied? 

Yet who for Him would spare one fiuiour's breath ? 

Oh Lord, what madnme could lie more in men ? 

Then when they knew the trueth to make a doubt ; 
And long in darkenesse haufog light euen then. 

To blindethemsdues to put the candle out. 



And blessed women that His death bewailed. 
While hearts' deepegriefe found comfort's high perfec- 
tion; 

When passion's tcares so much with foue preuaned, 
As first to them reueal'd His resurrection. 

The mother wept, to see her Sonne so vsed ; 

The sinner wept to see her Sanionr dying ; 
The cousin wept, to see her kind abused ; 

All for His death feU to a deadly crying. 

The sunne edipstr the day did foose his light. 
And stones did rase against their Maker's foes ; 

The Temple rent, the people were affiright. 
And finom the gniues the troubled spirits rose. 

AU these were tokens of His holy trueth. 

To make men know bow they were wq6 begon them ; 
But gracelesse spirits voyd of gracious ruth, 

Ventred to take the guiltlesse blood vpon them. 

Here then behold the maiestie of blisse. 

That pray'd for them that prei'd vpon Him so ; 
Content with aU might come to Him amisse. 

So His with Him might to thdr comfort goe. 
His Ufe, the lantheme of etemaU light ; 

His death, the passage to etemaU rest ; 
His grace, the marke of the most blessed sight ; 

His kme, the Ute of the etemaU blest. 
His mirades, the witnesse of His power ; 

His sacraments, remembrance of His loue ; 
His resurrection, His triumi^iant houre ; 

And His asoenskm angeb' icyyes aboue. 

His trauaile, aU to bring our soules to rest ; 

His prayer, for our preseruaUon ; 
His worke, to ioy the spirits of the blest ; 

His Word, theassurM trueth of our saluation. 

His warre a fight, but onely for our peace ; 

His peace, the ioy wherdn our soules doe liue ; 
His woundes, the salue that doth our woes release ; 

His triumph, firedy of His grace to giue. 

Oh, should I runne into that world of worth, 

Wherein His glory dudy doth hicrease ; 
I should more wonder of most worth bring forth. 

Then thought can readi, vntill all thinking cease. 
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But since true loue requited with vnkindnesse, 
Grace with disgrace, comfort with miserie ; 

Wisedome with folly, Thith with iidshood's blindiieSt 
Honour with shame and right with fadury. 

Since aU the contraries of true content* 
That wit and reason rightly male reodue. 

His heauenly mercy, tniely patient, 
All for our good full meekdy did reodue. 

And being gon from our vngratious handes 
Vnto the right hand of his Father's rest ; 

There in His hourdy intercession standes. 
For our remission making Loue's request. 

And by his Worde, the message of His wiU, 
Sent by the preacher of His proouM truthe ; 

Poth call our soules from all accursM ill, 
Vnto the good of gradous Merde's ruth. 

And bids our fiUth to feare no hurt of sinne. 
And leaues vs lessons in the rules of grace ; 

Where true repentance doth remission winne, 
And humble £Mth doth finde in heauen a place. 

And leU vs see each day and euerie night, 
A Und of figure, both <»f heauen and hdl ; 

And how that sinnes doe alwaies fly the Itght. 
WhQe blessed graces doe in brightnes dwelt 

And howe the vertuous in the heauens are blessM, 
And how the vidous in thdr horrors hated ; 

And howe the iust shall haue their wrongs redresski 
And how the proude shall haue their pride abated. 

How Charitie shall be in heauen rewarded ; 

How Patience' care shall richly be contented ; 
How Bribrie shall be Ytterly discarded ; 

And Tyrannic shall be in hell tormented. 

How humble Faith shall be in hean'n bdouM, 
And gradous spiriu blessedly embracM ; 

And foithlesse spirits from all grace remooiiM, 
And graodesse spirits vtterly disgraoM. 

When life shall be pronounc't to the elected ; 

And Loue shall take the chaige <»f the bdouM ; 
And Hen reodue the soules of the reiected. 

To endlesse paines of graodesse will repraoM. 

When this (I say) and all that can be sayd, 
That may reuiue the vertuous in their death ; 

And iustly make the reprobate afraide, 
With tooking downe into thdr hdl beneath. 

Our Lord hath left vs in those lines of Loue, 
That heau'nly wisedom wrote for our instruction ; 

Yet we, all cardesse of our soules behoue, 
WiU headlong runne vpon our owne destruction. 

What shaU I say? But, let the atheist frie 
Within the coles of his owne condenoe' fire ; 

Torments too true, too late will make him trie 
He cannot sc^e the furie of God's ire. 



And let the fidthfuU in thdr feaidesse hope. 
Assure thdr spirits of espedall grace ; 

The breadth of heanen doth beare so laige a aoope. 
That none so poore but there shaU bane a pbce. 

And let the prince not glory In his crowae. 
But lay it at the feet <yf Merde's Umw ; 

And let the haughtie puU those humours downe. 
That ondy worke for wicked hd's bdioue. 

Oh, let the iaire leaue painting of thefa* feces. 
And ondy seeke the beautie of the minde ; 

For God alone doeth krae the inward graces, 
And not the shadowes that the eye doe blinde. 

And let the rich not let his riches mst. 
But seeke the wealth but of the ^)irit*s worth ; 

For God doth know your traasore is but dust. 
And ye but stewards for to let it forth. 

And let the wise so wdl employ thefa* wits. 
They may attaine the knowledge to doe well ; 

And shun the follies of those madding fiu. 
That leaning heauen doe run the way to bdL 

Oh let that Queene be trudy angd-Jike, 
With Grace's scepter holdes the sword of peace ; 

And by her feith in Merde's hande doth sedie, 
A ioyfeU Idngdome that shall i 



And let that Ladie thinke hersdfe a queene. 

That hath possesston of her spirite so ; 
That she oould leaue all comforts she hath scene, 

And her owne sdfe vnto her God to goe. 

And let that SouUUer most that vakmr kme. 
Where God assistes the feithfoll in thdr fight ; 

While kcke of feith in cowaid feare doth prooue, 
Eadi shadowe doth the feitfaksse soule afijgfat. 

And let the Lawyer tooke on Instice Unes, 
And knowe that God will right the poore man's wrong ; 

And that such kiwyers as are tnie dhilnes. 
Doe krae the Muses sbig of Merde's sooge. 

And let the Mardiant loue that traifique best. 

Where trauaile findes the treasure of God's grace ; 
While greedie mmdes that fill the goklen chest, 

ShaU neuer see thdr Sankrar in the fece. 

And let the SchoUer that dotii stndie most, 
Finde out the truth of life's eteraaU treasure ; 

And tiihike aU kbour in his studie k>st. 
Where God His grace giues not the spirit pleaiUH. 

And let the touer leaue his wanton k>oke. 
With such iUudons as encfaaunt the minde : 

And ondy kme the beautie <»f that Booke 
Where God alone is in His krae to finde. 

Abhorre the diudl and he wiU dqpart, 
Grace is as neere as shme, if you wffl crane it ; 

So iaith doe begge it with repentant heait. 
For feare nor pride are eucr like to bane it 
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Crie vnto Christ, Whom jcm bane crucified ; 

In teores of lone reueale your hate of smiie ; 
So in your greefe, when gnoe is glorified,. 

Be sore in merde doth your tdisse beginne. 

Bdeeue His worde, seeke to obey His will. 
And knowe the worice is His and none of your's ; 

Striue to doe wen and flye the way to ill. 
And be submisstue to supemall powers. 

Be patient in the crosse of any care. 
Repentant in remembrance of amisse ; 

Constant in £uth ; loae God without compare. 
And giue all glory to that name of His. 



Hate him that speakes against His Maiesde, 
Lone him in aonle that wHl forsake Him nener ; 

And know the soomers of the deity. 
ShaU aU be damn'd and frie in hell for eoer. 

Goe to your doset, kmely, there alone 

Bleede forth in teares, the tmeth of your beliefe ; 
And you shall see your smallest spirit's groane. 

Will finde a grace to ease you of your griefe. 

For He that knowes the secrets of your thought, 
And knowes the natures of your sinne's disease ; 

Will neuer see your spirit ouer-wrought. 
But in the instant giue you present ease. 

You shal be the deare daughter of His loue, 
And like a ftither He will kx>ke vpon you ; 

And in His mercy so much comfort prone. 
That you shall nener more be woe-begon you. 



Your soule in heanen shall halfe already be, 
The angds ginne to set your post to sing ; 

Your spirit's eye shall in some graces, see 
Some shadowing glory of your heauenly King. 

And you all rauisht with your heauenly ioy, 
Will so His gracious glorious Name adore ; 

That being healfed of your soule's annoy. 
This hatefull world shall be your loue no more. 

And you of men that haue bene long admir'd 
For many worthes, well worthy admiration. 

Shall then of angels be as much desir'd 
For heauenly grounds of grace's confirmation. 

And God Himsdfe so neere Himsdfe will set you. 
In Grace's seate where Mercy so will loue you. 

That Faith's regard will neuer more forget you. 
Nor sinne, nor death, nor deuiU shall remoue you. 

But where the sainu and angels are redting 
The hean'ttly trueth of high lehouah's story ; 

Your rauisht soule in such diuine enditing, 
ShaU euermore be singing of His glory. 

To the assurM hope of which high grace. 

In humble prayer let my poore humble penne. 
In your good fiauour begge that blessed place. 

Where my poore heart, may happ'ly say. Amen. 



Gloria in txcelsis Deo, 






The Blessed Weeper. 




|Y thoughts amas'd, I knowe not how, of late 
Halfe in a slumber and more halfe a-sleepe ; 
My troubled senses at a strange debate 
What kind of care should most my spirit 
keepe; 

Methought I sawe a silly woman weepe. 
And with her weeping, as it seem'd, so pleas'd 
As if her heart had with her teares beene eas'd. 

12 



The place neere where she sate, was like a graue, 
But all vncouer'd and the bodie gone ; 
Where in her care she nothinge seem'd to crane 
But that stolne bodie how to looke vpon. 
When weeping so, appear' d to her anon 

Two blessed angels and one Lord of blisse. 

Who came to comfort this poore wretch of His. 
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But ere they came, how she in bitter teares 
Dewail'd the losse, or lacke of her deere loue ; 
As to her words my vision witnesse beares, 
And my remembranoe may for truth approoue ; 
The whole discourse her passions seem'd to moue ; 
In heart's deepe griefe and soule's hig^ ioy oonoeiiied, 
Was as I write, were not my thoughts decerned. 

If euer sorrow in a sinner's hart. 
Liu'd to distill those droppes of bitter teares 
That to the world in passions can impart, 
Part of that pakie the troubled spirit beares, 
Smoothing the woes wherein all pleasure weares ; 

Oh let her shewe the deepest of her skill, 

In dnwittg out the essence of mine ill. 

The losae of health the heart may somewhat erase ; 
The losse of wealth distemper may the minde ; 
The losse of honour is a fearefull maxe ; 
The losse of fireends, a care of greeuous kinde ; 
But all these woes vpon one heart to winde, 

Were much to thinke but much more to beleene ; 

How it could liue, whom farre more crosses greeue. 

But from the bagge of naked pouertie 
To haue more wealth then all the world can giue ; 
And from the care of all calamitie, 
In all the comfort of content to liue. 
Where settled ioy all greefe avray doth driue ; 
And sodenly growe sicke and poore againe. 
Who can conceiue the plague of such a paine ? 

I wretched I, the out-cast of all grace, 
And banisht for my sinne from heauenly blisse ; 
I that to hell did headlong runne my race, 
Not caring how my soule was led amisse. 
While I was cosoned, by the Serpent's hisse ; 
I caitiffe wretch, of all the world the worst, 
By Sinne's iust doome to endlesse sorrow curst 

I, wretched soule, whome sinne had bartd so, 

As left me naked of all Nature's grace ; 

I sinke of sinne and also full of woe. 

As knew not how in heauen to haue a place ; 

And in the depth of all this desperate case 
To be relieu'd, and doth'd, grac't and bdou'd, 
And on the sodaine, from all these remou'd. 

To lose the vesttne of that Vertue's grace 

That doth'd my naked soule, asham'd of smne ; 

To lose the beautie of that blessed Face. 

Where merde's loue did comfort's life beginne ; 

To lose the ioyes that heauens were glad to winne ; 
To lose the life of such a loudy Freend, 
Oh let me weepe and neuer make an end. 

The child that hath his father deerely louing. 
Who sees his faults and greatly doth abhorre them ; 
Yet so from wrath will haue his thoughts remoouing. 
As he will neither checke. nor chide him for them, 
But puu them backe, while Pitie stands before them ; 



And doth not ondy all his firahs foigiue 
But makes him kinddy in his grace to liue. 

That happie child, that in his heart hath feh 

The blessed life of such a fruher's loue ; 

Thinke how his heart must needes in sorrow mdt, 

That must the losse of such a father prooue. 

And curse the death doth such a life remooue ; 
And 2fi a creature in all comforts fi^endlesse, 
Bleede out his time in teares of soitow endlesse. 

That wicked diild of too mudi ill am I, 
That had a Father hdd me all too deere ; 
Who fixim my sinnes, did tume His angrie eye 
And on my sorrow diew'd a srayling dieeve. 
And to His grace did take my soule so neere. 
And when asham'd to come His fooe before. 
He sayd but this. Take heede thou sinne no more. 

My sinnes fbtgiuen, what ioy my soule reoeiu'd. 

None can ezpresse but the repentant heart ; 

Nor can that sorrow euer be concdu'd, 

To see that Father from that child depart ; 

But in that soule that in the bitter smart 
Of the true feeling of that Father's loue. 
Had rather death then His departure prooue. 

The carelesse seiuant that the goods misspends, 
Which his kind Maister to his trust oommitteth : 
And his neat house to theeues and varlets lends. 
And cares for nought but what his humour fitteth ; 
That gradous Lord that all sudi fruilts remitteth. 

And in His goodnesse doth so deerdy loue him. 

That from His fruiour nothing shall remooue him. 

So ill a seruant that doth finde the loue 
Of such a Lord, as neuer like was found ; 
And in the midst of all his ioy must prooue 
The death to see his comfort all a-ground. 
His blessed Lord by theeues and variets bound ; 
Scoft, soourg'd and beaten, sorrowing, sigfaiog. dying* 
How can that seruant cease continuaU crying ? 

That widced seruant wretched wretdi am I ; 

That louing Maister was my lining Lord ; 

Whose grations giftes abus'd vngiatiously. 

Whose house. — my soule, — fowle spirits hude aboard. 

Filld lull of sinnes, of graces all abhord : 
Yet for aU this and all that I could doe. 
My Lord foigaue me and did loue me too. 

He deans'd my soule from all my filthy sinne. 
And with my teares did wash it deane againe ; 
Dreue out the feends and kindly entred in. 
With grace to heale that sorrow would haue sfaune : 
And in His loue, did so my teares retaine 

That euerie droppe that fell vpon His feete. 

Vnto my soule did giue a heauenly sweet 
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Noir such a Maister as ¥ras neiier soch ; 

So good vnto a aeniant, none so ill : 

So mnch abus'd, abuses oh too much ; 

A cursM crue, to woilce their hellish will 

like raneniog woolues a silly lambe to kill, 
Foole darimesse so to gooerne ouer light, 
Who would not weepe to death at such a sight ? 

A some Sister that hath such a brother 
As for her kme would venture losse of life, 
And her vnkindnesse so in kindnesse smother 
As twixt theh* loues shonld kill all cause of strife. 
Though her ill oouise were His heart's cutting knife ; 
To see that Brother lose His Suing breath. 
How can that sister choose but weepe to death? 

That sister I, that Brother was my Lord, 
Who in His lone laide downe His life for me. 
Whose death, oh crosse of crosses to record. 
Ah wretdi that euer I was borne to see : 
Tboqgh by His death my life must onely be. 

To kMe a fiuher, maister, brother such ; 

Child, seruant, sister, how can I weep too much? 



id me weepe ynough to see how sinne 
Pcs meerfed had my sovile with ougly spottes, 
And weepe to ieeie how I was feltred in 
The WRtdied snaries of wicked nature's knots. 
And weepe to looke vpon those loathsome bk>ts. 

Thai fild me so with greefe of all disgrace, 

I dnrst not see my Souiour m the fece. 

At Whose sweete feete I kneding wept with feare 
I had offended to presume so neere, 
But sinne so fled away at enerie teare 
That grace b^anne my heauie heart to cheere : 
When my deere Lord sayd not. What dost thou here ? 
Or get thee hence, or like a dogge outspume mee, 
But from my sinne vnto His merde tnme me. 

He felt JOf teares, though no man heard my weeping, 
And gane me grace, though no man for me mou'd Him ; 
Whidi made me know He had my soul in keeping, 
Tboqgh sinne too long too fax firom me remou'd Him. 
For sinne once fled, how deare in soule I lou'd Him, 
His words can witnesse that my soule did tuch, 
' Mudi is foigiuen her for she louM much.' 

He louM much that me so much forgaue : 
Such my Forgiuer how much should I loue ? 
Forgane my sinnes and from the Feend did saue 
My wounded soule that could no comfort prooue, 
Tfll grace and merde did my greefe remooue. 
But when I fdt my paine of sinne once past 
In Merde's grace, I wept with ioy as fast. 

But oh my soule, vnworthy of this sweete, 
C^ould not enioy these ioyflill teares too long : 
For sinne and sorrow did so soundly meete. 
As made my heart to sing another songe. 
When I befaekl the too apparent wronge, 
My Lord, my Loue, my Life, my King and God, 
For my poore soule and for my sinnes abode. 



To see the Lambe that bleated but our blisse. 
Brought all by woolues unto a bleeding end : 
To see that crudl shameful! death of His 
Who did His course but for our comfort bend. 
And hdd our foe that was our deerest Freend : 
Who did such good and to rccdue such ill, 
Weepe heart to death and die in weeping still. 

Vngratefiill wretches, worthlesse of al grace. 
Rebellious subiects, traytours to yoat King ; 
Could yee behold His workes before your Dace 
What choise of good His diaritie did bring ? 
And from your hearts could so much venom springe. 
As with the Lord of Peace to stirre such strife. 
To seeke His death; Who ondy gaue you life ? 

Slaues, dogges and diuds, worse if I could call yee. 
That so haue showne the malice of your mindes, 
I cannot wish more ill then shall be&ll yee. 
That are the impes of such accursed kindes, 
As ougly Sathan with illusions blindes : 
I weepe not for your sorrow, but to see 
That all yee did not die to set Him free. 

And better had it beene for yee to die. 

Then haue been borne to bringe Him to His death ; 

And by your deeds to die eternally 

Or liue in death within the hell beneath, 

Where neuer ajrer shal breath you wholesome breath ; 
But by your choice of torments make you know 
What yee haue done to breede my weeping so. 

Alas, what sinne but did my soule possesse? 
But that accursed cnidfying siime, 
That would not let your vdcked soules oonfesse 
His glorious grace where grace did first beginne 
By true desert, all glorie due to winne ; 
And by such grace did winne my soule so to Him : 
My death were sweete if it might seruice doe Him. 

Oh that my teares kept number with my sinnes. 
Or that my sinnes were drownM in my teares ; 
Then should my weeping shew how ioy beginnes 
In fruthfuU heart, where fearefull sorrow weares, 
And comfort's blisse so much contentment beares. 

That hope shold shew that halfe a heauen doth win ; 

Better to weepe in grace then laugh in sinne. 

But what speake I of dther siime or grace? 
My sinne's too greeuous and my grace is gone ; 
My life is dead, the earth is all too base. 
For my loue's Lord, to ddgne to looke vpon, 
Where hues not one good creature, no not one. 
And what should I but weepe to liue to see 
I cannot see where my sweete Lord may be. 

But since mine eyes haue liuM to bdiold 
The heauenly substance of my life and loue, 
Wherdn my faith doth gratiously vnfould 
The ondy blessing of my soule's behoue, 
All for the glorie of the heauens aboue. 

Why should I liue and looke vpon the light ? 

Now I haue lost the ioy of such a sight. 
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No, I doe hope my darkenesse will not hold, 
The night will passe and sunne againe will shine ; 
Although my heart in comfort be a-cold 
My soule doth tell me that these teaies of mine 
Shall all be dri'd vp by His hand ditiine ; 
Who so yriU cure .me of my sinfull sore 
That I shall ioy in grace and weepe no more. 

But He is gone, my spirit's ondy sweete, 
And I am left a wretched sinner heere ; 
Oh that my teares could with my comfort meete 
And I might see my sailing health so neere 
As with his sight my heaoie heart might cheere : 
Then should I loue mine eyes for such a seeing, 
Without which sight the ioy not in thefa* being. 

Let me then seeke where I may hope to see 

The ondy substance of my ioying sight ; 

And neuer rest nor euer wearie be 

Vntill I come vnto that starre of light. 

Which may direct my heart and spirit right, 
Vnto that place where gradous loue will show 
My souie His presence that it loueth so. 

To dime to heauen it is too high a place ; 

Sinne weighes me downe too low to seeke Him there : 

For hell, it is vnworthy of such grace 

And for the world, my sorrow witnesse beare 

It is not worthy of His name to heare : 
Then since nor heere nor there, yrithout all doubt 
Within the gnuie I must goe seeke Him out. 

Oh ground more gradous then the world besides 
Which do'st endose that all the world oommaundes : 
And blessM earth that in thy center hides 
His corpse for Whom my weeping soule demaunds : 
Tell me. oh heauens into what holy handes 
He is conuey'd, and where He now may be. 
Whom thtis my heart with teares desires to see ? 

Thus weeping still, two angels did appeare. 
Who as it seem'd, desirous for to know 
The monefull cause of this her mourning cheere, 
Wherefore she wept and what she sought for so ; 
Briefdy she thus her greefe beganne to shewe 
(Wringing her hands with many a bitter teare) 
Her Lord was stolne and laid ^e knew not where. 

Oh blessed angds, blessed as yee be, 
Tell me where is my highest blisse become ? 
Your Lord and mine, oh tell me where is He, 
May cheere the heart that sorrow doth benumme : 
Starue not my teares, voudiaafe my soule one crumme 
Of comforts' care, to let me trudy know 
Where is my Lord, that I lament for so. 

But doe yee aske me Whom I seeke for so ? 
Or why I weepe ? Because I cannot finde Him. 
Oh heauenly creature helpe my soule to knowe 
But where He is that I may come bdiinde Him, 
That He may know but how my loue doth mind Him : 
If dead I may vnto His tombe restore Him, 
And if aliue I may on knees adore Him. 



Oh happie Gardiner of this holy ground. 
Blest art thou borne if thou hast Uu'd to see 
That blessed bodie where it may be found. 
That here lay buried : tdl me (if thou be 
Sent from my Lord, to come and comfort me) 
'Who hence hath stolne the substance of my blisae. 
And where bestowM that holy corps of His. 

But doe you aske me why I weepe so much ? 

And what I sedce ? I sedce my soules ddight : 

And weepe because I finde not any such 

As can direct me to so sweete a sigfat : 

This is the cause of my heart's heaoie pUght. 
Oh tdl me then, and pot me out <yf doubt, 
Dead or aliue, where I may finde Him out. 

Thos while her eyes continoaU weeping kept. 
Came Christ Himadfe ahhongh a while vnknowne ; 
Who askt her what she sought and why she wept : 
She as before vnto the angels showne. 
Began in teares to make her pitkMis mone : 

Her Lord was stoln, and borne she knew not whither. 

But if He knew He would direct her tbitber. 

But while the Lord of all her life and kme, 
Bdidd her teares, the witness of her truth, 
To make her CEiith in heauenly fieiuour proooe 
The sweete reward of Merde's sacred ruth. 
And know what life of sudi a lone ensneth. 
Spake but one word, but that word was so sweeie. 
As would haue made her souk to kisse Hb feele. 

Marie, quoth He,~Oh Maister 1 blessed voice. 
From whidi my heart reoeiues so sweet a sound. 
As makes my soule in rauisht ioy rewyoe. 
To thinke to line that I my Lord haue found : 
Oh let my sinnes be in my teares so drown'd 
That in my ioyes my soule be euer weqiiqg. 
To haue Thy presence in my oomiort't keeping. 

I win not presse one foote beyond tbe line 
Of Thy Loue's kaue ; vouchsafe me but a looke 
Of that sweet heauenly holy eye of Thine, 
Of my deere Loue the euer-liuing Booke : 
Wherein my teares haue such true comfort tooke. 

That let the world torment me nere so sore, 

Let me see Thee and I desire no more. 
Oh, sight more pretious then tongue can ezpccsae, 
Wherdn the eye doth comfort so the heart. 
The heart the soule and all in their distresse. 
Doe find an ease and end of euerie smart, 
When de and heart and soule and euerie part 

Condude in ioy, that comfort did beginne ; 

Better to weepe in grace then laugh in sinne. 
And with that word, she vantsht so away 
As if that no sudi woman there had beene. 
But yet methought her weeping seem'd to say 
The spirit was of Marie Magdalen ; 
Whose bodie now, although not to be scene, 

Yet by her speedi it seemed it was she, 

That wisht all women might sudi weepen be. 

FINIS. 
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NOTE. 

The * Longing of a Blessed Heart' was reprinted in loo copies at 
the Lee Priory Press (1814, 4°) ^y ^^ Egerton Brydges, with more 
accuracy than usual with him, albeit a return to the original text of 
1601 has enabled us to correct sereral important 'slips,' and to 
restore the Author's own orthography. Our exemplar is that in the 
British Museum. Collation : 24 leaves. See our Memorial-Introduc- 
tion <m the biographical value and interest of these Poems. — G. 
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To the Right Honourable, my singular good Lord, 

The Fayoarer of all good Studies, and Louer of all Vertues, 

THE LORD NORTH, 

Nicholas Breton wisketh encrease of Honour^ continuance of healthy 
and etemali kafpinesse. 

IGHT HonourabU^ hmmting the nature of nun so different^ that it is hard for one to speak 
of all; and the deHghtes of the most part of the world so farre from longing after heauen^ 
that if the mercie of God were not the greater^ ike diueU would make too great a haruest 
on the earth: sorrie to see the dispositions of the wicked^ and wishing the number of ihe vertuous 
were encreased^ (among the which^ if I might without flatterie speak a truths I should note your 
Honor for a kindofVYiOSDXJL among menjy I haue vpon my knowledge of your worthynessey in the 
good regard of all well-disposed spiritSypresumedy out of the humble meditations of no worldly minde^ 
to present your Honour with m> little volume of ihe vaine delights of the worldly ^ and the better 
longings of the godly. In which, I am perswadedy when your Honour hath noted what is hue, and 
what is worth the louing^you will loue me nothing the worse for my lou^s longing. But leaning to 
your honourable discretion, the liking of my souths labour, and commaundement of my heart's loue : 
in the humiUtie of affectionate sendee, I rest 

Your Honouf^s, 

In all humble and bounden duty, 

NICHOLAS BRETON, 




Co t^e IBeanev. 



IF yoo loue youndfe, or fike to be kMied, it were good 
yon did first lmo<w what loue is, where ft is to be 
sought and bow to be had ; whidi in this fitde lesson 
followingt yon may happe to hit on. For if you n^stake 
the matter as many bane done, that set their wittes a 
woU-^athering ^pcfn the backe of a woodoocke, in think- 
ing loue to be eltber nothing, or at least as littie worth ; 
or such akindeof riddle as is scarody worth the reading ; 
you may happe either neuer finde what it is, repent the 
aeekmg, or not care for the haning of it ; or standing in 



your owne light be but little beloued for your lost 
labour. But if with the eye of a careful! heart you will 
looke into the loue of the soule, there I would be glad 
to see you kinging and wish you (hauing not to trouble 
you with more words then matter) the loue of God, you 
to k>ue me as I doe you and God to loue vs all ; and so 
lend 

Yours in the loue of charitie 

NICHOLAS BRETON. 
A 2 
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Two hopeful twinnes ioynt issues of one braine 
A Rauisht Soule and Longing Spirit sends 
Into your bosome's high and heauenly tndne. 
That are Witte's Idnsemen and the Muses friends : 
Embrace them, loue them, and with iudgement's view 
Eye them. Beleeue me, Reader, thou shalt finde 
Their limmes well measur'd and proportions true ; 
No part dissenting from their perfect kinde. 



Ondy the fiuhion tiu not on thdr dothes 

To make them sightly to fantastirke eyes. 

Pallas not Venus did the work dispose. 

Cutting their garments from ai^gellick skies : 
Plaine is their habite y«t diuine and sweete. 
Fit for the wise but for the wisest meete. 



H. T. Gent. 



AD LIBRUM. 



^ 0£. Booke, and balke those eyes, 
^■"'^ That loue but shadowes' sightes ; 
And let them gape for flyes, 

That make but buzxards' flights. 



And tell the humble heart, 
That longes in better loue, 

To him thou wilt impart 
Thy spirit's turtle done. 



Whose flesh the aoule doth feed. 

With that etemall sweet ; 
Wherdn heart's eles may reedt 

How life and knie doe i 



To make the blessed see 
The loue. that k>ngeth best ; 

And what those longinges bee, 
Whose k>ne is neuer blest* 

That kme not misoonodu'd in thought. 
May neuer long for that is nought. 
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|HAT life hath be that DOMr thinkes of lone ? 
And what soch kme but hath a spedal hk- 

iog 
And what such Ifldng but will aeeke to pitiue 
The best to finde the comfort of his seeking 7 
Bat while food thoughts in FoUie's packe are peeking. 
Better conceited wits may easely finde. 
The truest wealth that may enrich the minde. 

But since the diiienDoe 'twizt the good and bad 

Is easely scene in notes of their deligfates ; 

And that those notes are needeftiU to be had, 

To see vrhose eyes are of the clearest si^^ts ; 

Whose are the dayes, and whose may be the nightes ; 
From the poor crowcfa vnto the prhioely crowne, 
I will the difEerence, as I finde, set downe* 

The woridly Prince loQges to enorease his State 
To conquer kiagdomes, and to weare their crownes ; 
A foraine power by forces to abate. 
To make but footstooles of their fiftirest townes ; 
And hates the spirits of those home-made clQwnes, 

That will not venter life for victorie ; 

Bat yet ibigets that God should banc llhe glorie. 

The worldly CounceUour doth beat his braines, 
How to aduise his Soueraigne for the best, 
And in his place doth take continuall paines 
To keepe his Prince in such a pleasing rest. 
That he may still be leaning on his fareastt 

Thinking his happe vnto a heauen so wroufl^t ; 

But yet perhaps God is not in his thought 

The Souldier he deUghteth all in armes, 

To see his colours hi the fidd display'd ; 

And longes to see the yssue of those harmes, 

That may reueale an enemie dismay'd, 

A forte defeated, or a towne betray'd : 
And still to be in action day and night. 
But littk thinkes on God in all the fight. 

The worldly SchoUer loues a world of bookes. 
And spendes his life in many an idle line : 
Meanewfaile his heart to heauen but little lookes, 
Nor loues to thbke vpon a thought diuine ; 
These thoughtes of ours, alas 1 so lowe endine : 

We sedce to know what Nature can effect ; 

But vnto God bane small or no respect. 



The Poet with his ficUonsand his fendes, 
Pleaseth himselfe with humorous innentions ; 
Which wdl considered are a Unde of iranxies. 
That carie little truth in their intentions : 
While Wit and Reason felling at contentions. 
Make Wisdome finde that FoUie's strong illusion 
Bringes Wit and Senses wholly to confusion. 

The workUy Lawyer studyeth right and wronge : 
But how he iudgeth, there the question lyes : 
For, if you tooke for what his kme doth k>ng. 
It is the profite of his plea doth rise : 
There is the worldly Lawyer's Paradise 1 

He ndther longes the i^t nor wrong to see, 

But to be fingring of the golden fee. 

The Cosmographer doth the work! suruey. 
The hils and dales, the nookes and little crookes. 
The woods, the plaines, the high, and the by-way, 
The seas, the riuers, and the little brookes : 
All these he findes within his oompast bookes ; 

And with his needle makes his measure euen ; 

But all this while he doth not thinke of heauen. 

Th' Astronomer standes staring on the skie. 
And will not haue a thou^^t beneath a starre ; 
But by his speculation doth espie 
A world of woonder commhig fix>m aferre ; 
And tds of times and natures, peace and wane : 

Of Mars his sword, and Mercury his rod ; 

But all this while he little thinkes on God. 

The worldly Mardiant ventreth fexre and neere ; 
And sfaunncs nmr land nmr sea to make a gaine : 
Thinkes ndther tranaile, care, nor cost too deere, 
If that his profite oounteruaile his peine. 
While so his minde is on the getting vaine, 
That if his shippe do safdy come on shore. 
Gold is his Goid, and he desires no more. 

The worldly Courtier leames to crouch and creepe, 
Speake faire, wait close, obserue his time and place. 
And wake and watch and scarcely catch a sleepe. 
Till he haue got into some fevour's grace. 
And wiU all cunning in his course embrace. 
That may vnto authoritie aduance : 
But if he thinke on God, it is a chaunoe. 
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The worldly Fanner fils his barnes with oome, 

And ploughes, and sowes, and digges, and ddnes, and 

hedges, 
Lookes to his cattell, wOl not lose a home, 
Fels downe his woods, and Cals vnto his wedges, 
And grxndes his axes, and doth mend their edges. 

And deerely sels that he good cheape hath bought ; 

But aU the while God is not in his thought. 

The Sayler, he doth by his compasse stand, 
And wdes his anchors, and doth hoyse his sayles, 
And longes for nothing but to get on land. 
While many a storme his starting spiiite quatles, 
And feare of pirats his poore heart assayles : 
But once on diore, carowse and casts off feare, 
Yet scarcely thinkes on God that set him there. 

The worldly Preacher talkes of sacrifice. 
Of sacraments, and holy mysteries : 
Meanewfaile hee longes but for the benefice. 
That should preserue his purse from beggeries, 
Because hee looes no worldly miseries : 
For many a Preacher that God's Word hath taught, 
Shewes by his life, God lines not in his thought 

The world's Physitian, that in sicknesse tries 

The nature of the hearbes and minerals, 

And in his simples and his compounds spies. 

Which way to make the patients funerals, 

Or profite by his cures in generals ; 
Longes but to see how long they may endure : 
But scarcely thinkes on God in all the cure. 

The world's Musitian, that doth tune his voice, 
Vnto such notes as Musique's skill hath set : 
Whose heart doth in the harmonie reioice. 
Where pleasing consorts are most kindely met : 
But still perhaps his spirit doth foiget, 
In all his himmes, and songes, and sweetest layes, 
To thinke of God, or of His worthy pmyse» 

The Polititian hath a world of plots. 
In which his spirit hath spedall spyes ; 
Ties, and vnties a thousand sundrie knots. 
In which the substance of his studie lyes. 
And many trickes his dose experience tryes, 

How to decefaie the world with many a wile ; 

But neuer thinkes on God in aU the whUe. 

The Tftiuailer delighteth in the view 
Of change and choise of sundrie kinde of creatures ; 
To marke the habites, and to note the hew 
Of &rre borne people, and their sundrie natures, 
Tlieir shapes, their speech, their gates, their lookes, 
their features, 
And longes abroade to make his life's abode : 
Yet bapply neuer longes to be with God. 



The Painter hi his colours takes delight. 
And neere the life to make the tindyfaood ; 
While onely shadowes doe deceiue the sight. 
That take sudi pleasure in a peeoe of wood ; 
But doth not long for that same lining food, 

Whidi neither eye hath scene, nor heart concein'd, 

The God of Truth, that neuer soole deoem'd. 
The Louer, he, but on bis Ladie thinketh. 
And "how to catch her in a Idnde content ; 
And lookes, and leeres, and trowles the eie, and 

winketh; 
And seekes how thonghtes in silence may bee sent ; 
And longes to see the end of his intent : 

And thinkes himselfe a king, to get a kisae ; 

But where is God in all these thongfates of his? 

Th* Artificer that hath a worke to doe, 
And bringes his hand vnto his head's deoise, 
Longes tni he see what it will come vnto. 
And how his paines hane profite in the price. 
And hauing cast it oner twise or thrice, 
loyes in his heart : but scarcdy hath a thought. 
To thanke his God, that him the cunning tanghL 

The Churie that sits and champes vpon his diafie. 
And will not stirre a foote from his bame floure. 
Except it be among his bagges to laugh. 
He can the poore so with his purse devoure, 
Longes but to vse the poyson of his power 

T enrich himsdfe, to bringe a worid to naught ; 

Shewes that God neuer dwels within his thought. 
As for those beggerly conditions 
Of basest trades, that like to miry hogges. 
Doe shewe their spirites' dispositions. 
In digging with their noses vnder logges. 
For slime and wormes, or Bke to rauening dogges. 

Longe but for that which doth the belly fiD« 

Most of them thinke on God against their win. 

These are the worldlinges, and their worid's ddigfates 
Whose longing, God knowes, is not worth the kmii^ : 
These are the obiects of those enffl sightes, 
That Vertue hath from her faire eyes remoouing : 
These are the pasdons of Convption's prooniag: 
But they that loue and long for God His sight. 
In worldly trifles neoer take defigbL 
The Prince, annointed with the oyl of Gnce, 
Who dts with Merde, in the seate of Pteaoe. 
Will long to see his Sauiour hi the fooe. 
And all his right into His handes release ; 
(Whose ondy sight would make all sorrow cease.) 
And lay both crowne and kiqgdome at his feete. 
But of His presence to enioy the sweete. 
The Councdlour with heavenly Grace mspir'd. 
Where Wisdome guides the Uneaments of Wit, 
Although he hath to Honour's place aspir'd, 
His heart doth shew it longes not after it ; 
His lone desires a higher marke to hitte : 
For while he leaneth on his Print's breast. 
His longing is, but with his God to rest 
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The Courtier, that is onoe in God His gnoe, 
Wbateuer oountenanoe in the Court he beants. 
His heart asplreth to a better place ; 
Which humble kwe doth long for with those teaie^, 
Which all too imaf^x the pride of pleasdre weans : 
And nener rests vntill his God he see. 
With Whome his souk in loue doth long to be. 

The Souldier that hath fought the Spirit's fight, 
Wm put off wane, and long to liue in peace ; 
And not in discord, but concord delight. 
While gracious Kindnesse makes all quarrels cease ; 
While Patience doth all passions so appease, 
That he shall finde that Souldiour onely blest, 
Whose fiuth, in God, doth set his soule at rest. 

The Lawyer that hath read the lawes of God, 
And hi his heart is tonchM with His kme. 
And knowes the smart of the supeniall rod, 
WDl one day worke, for fSOj sonles' bdioae, 
Who haue their comfort in the heauens aboue ; 
Win leane all golden fees, to see the grace. 
That Merae's justice shewesin lesus Cue. 

The Scholler that bq^es with Christ His crosse. 
And seekes good speede but in the Holy Ghost, 
FSndes by his booke that siluer is but drosse, 
And all his labour in his studie lost ; 
Where Faith, of Merde, cannot sweetly boast. 
And Loue doth long for any other blisse, 
Then wtat in God, and in His graces is. 

And sndi a Pdet as the Psalmist was, 
Who had no minde but on his maister's loue, 
Whose Muses did the world in musique passe. 
That only sooog but of the soule's behoue, 
In gluing gkme to the God aboue. 
Would all worlde's fictions wholly laye asides 
And onely k>ng hot with the Lord to bide. 

The Cosmographer, that by rules of grace 
Sunieys the dtie of the heauenly saintes. 
Win neuer long for any earthly place, 
That either penne prescribes, or painter paints ; 
But in the fiuth that neuer fUles, nor fidnts, 

l^nn long to see in heauen's lerusalem 

The gratioas God of Glorie's diadem. 

The true Astronomer that sees the sunne, 
And knowes that God from Whome it takes his light, 
And in the coutm the moone and staires doe mane, 
Findes the true guider of the day and nigiu, 
Longes but to see His ooely blessed s^bt. 
Who sunne, and moone, and stars their brtghtaesghies, 
And in Whose face all brightnesse, glorie, hues. 

The Mariner that oft hath past the seas. 
And in his perils seene the power of God, 
Whose ooely nerde doth the stormes appease, 
And bringes the sUppe vnto his wishM road, 
V^ nener long on earth to make abode ; 
Bat in the heauens to see that blessed hande, 
That at His becke so roles both sea and land. 



The Merchant that hath cast withhi his minde. 
How much the spirit's gaine the flesh surmounts. 
And by his fiuth hi Merde's loue doth finde 
The ioyfiiU summe of such a soule's aeoountt, 
As to saluation of the whole asMMuts ; 
Wm leaue the world but on Christe's liaoe to looke. 
Which aU the fislthfiiU make thdr ntttag booke. 

The Farmer that hath feh his neighbour's neede. 
And found how God and Charitie are one ; 
And knowes there is a better kinde of feede» 
Then grasse, or come, or flesh, or blood, or bone. 
Win wish himselfe from his world's treasure gone, 
Vpon those ioyes to fisede in Merde's blisse. 
Where Christ His presence is heauen's pa r adise. 

The true Physttkn that doth knowe the natures 
And dispositions of each dement, 
And knowes that God created hath all creatures 
Beneath, and eke aboue the firmament, 
And ouer all hath ondy gouemment, 

WiU ondy long that glorious God to know. 

That giues the sicknessc and doth cure it so. 

The soule's Musitian that doth finde the ground 
Of truest musique, but in God His grace, 
Wm thinke aU singfaig but an kOe sound. 
Where God His praise hath not the highest pbice, 
And ondy longes to see that blessed fiu^e. 
Which makes the viigins, saints, and angels, dng 
An Halleluiah to thdr heauenly King. 

The Preacher, that doth hi his soule bdieue 
The Word of God, which to the world he teacfaeth. 
And in his spirit inwardly doth grieoe, 
He cannot liue so heauenly as he preacheth. 
While fidth no further then to merde reacheth ; 
Would wish in soule to leane his benefice. 
To make hhnsdfe to Christ a sacrifice. 

The Politician that hafh pk>tted much 
In woridly matters, greatly to his gaine. 
Will finde, if God doe once his spirit tucb, 
Zacheus' heart will haue another vaine 
To dime aloft, and to come downe againe. 
And leaue all plou to come but to that place. 
Where he might see sweete lesus in the &ce. 

Th' Artificer that hath a worice in hand. 

And feeles the grace of God within his heart ; 

And by the same doth surely vnderstand. 

How God alone perfecteth euerie part. 

And ondy is the giiier of all art. 
Will gladly leaue his worke and longe to be. 
Where he might Christ his soule's worke-maister se 

The Ptdnter that doth pamt a dahitie image 
So neere the life, as may be to the same. 
And makes an asse vnto an owle doe homage, 
While shadowes bring the senses out of frame, 
If God his heart once with His loue enflame, 
His pictures aU wiU vnder foote be trod, 
And he wiU kmge but for the lining Godi 
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The Trauukr that walkes the world about 
And sees the glorious workes of God on high i 
If God His grace onoe kindly finde him out. 
And vnto heauen do lift his humble eye. 
His soule in faith will such perfections spie. 
That leaning all that he on earth can see, 
His loue will kmg but with the Lord-to be» 

The Charle that neuer channc't vpon a thought 

Of Charitie, nor what belonges thereto ; 

If God His grace haue once his spirit brought, 

To feele what good the fiuthliill ahners doe. 

The loue of Christ win so his spirit wooe. 
That he wiU leaue bames, come, and bagges of come, 
And land and life, with lesus' loue to ioine. 

Thus from the Prince vnto the poorest state, 
Who seemes to liue as voide of Reason's sense, 
If God once come, Who neuer comes too late, 
And touch the soule with His sweet quintessence 
Of Merde's gratious glorious patience, 
His soule will leaue whateucr it doth loue. 
And long to Hue but with Che Lord aboue. 

Now to the tenure of that longing timCf 
That louing spxriu thinke too long will kst ; 
The maide new maried, in her pregnant prime, 
Longes till the time of forty weekes be past, 
And blameth Time he makes no greater hast ; 
Till in her armes she sweetly haue reoeift'd 
Her comfortes fruite, within her wombe coDoem'd. 

Thus fortie weekes she labours all im loue^ 

And at the last doth trauaile all in paine ; 

But shortly after doth such comfort proue* 

As glads her heart, and makes all whole againe ; 

So in her infant's pretty smiling vaine 
Pleasing herselfe, that all her greefe is gone. 
When she may haue her babe to looke vpon. 

Pendope, at her deere loue's departing, 
In sober kindnesse did conceale her care ; 
Though hi her heart she had that inward smarting. 
That Time's continuance after did dedare ; 
Where constant knie did shew, without compare, 

A perfect passion of true Vertue's vaine, 

Longhig but for Ulissea home againe. 

How many yeeres the storie doth set downe, 
In which she felt the gall of Absence' greefe. 
When constant Faith on foule effects did frowne. 
Which sought to be to Charitie a theefe, 
Of Natures beautle the true honour cheefe : 

Long languishing in Absence' cruell hdl ; 

But when she saw his presence all is well. 

But if I may in holy lines beginne, 

To speake of loseph, and his loogii^ loue 

Vnto his brethren, but to Benjamin 

To note the passion Nature did appnme, 

Which did such teares m Us affection moue. 



That well from thence the prooeibe sweet mi^t 

spring. 
The loue of brethren is a bleseed thing. 

Well may I see the notes of Nature's griefe. 
In absence of the obiect of aSectkm ; 
And loaghig for the substance of rdiefe. 
In presence finde the life of toue's perfection. 
While de and heart are led by one direction ; 

Yet all this while I doe not trady prone 

The blessed longing of the Silt's loue. 

When Mary Magdalene, so fiill of sinne. 
As made her heart a haibour of ill thought, 
Fdtonee the grace of God to enter hi. 
And drine them out that her destruction sought ; 
Her soule was then to lesusT loue so wrought. 
As that with teares in true affect dki prooe 
The pleaaag lODgfaigof the Spirit's kme. 

In griefe she went all veeping to His graue. 

Longing to see Him or aline or dead ; 

And would not oease vntill her loue might haue 

Her longid fruite, on which her spirit fed. 

One bkssed crumme of that sweet heanenly bread 
Of angds' food, but of her Lord a sight. 
Whose heaoenly presence prou'd her soule's delight. 

Mkias did long for nothing ds but gold, 
And he was kinddy dioakid for his dioyce ; 
Such longii^ loue doth with too many hold, 
Whidi ondy doe in woridly drosse rdoyce. 
But did they hearken to the heauenly voyoe, 
Thebr diamondes should not so for drosse be sold. 
And they would long for God, and not for gold. 

Zacheus, too long, loogM for such drosse. 
Till lesus came, his spirit's further ioye ; 
And then he found his gaine did yedd but losse. 
While sinne in consdence bred the soule's annoyc. 
And vnto heauen the world was but a toye ; 
He left it all and dimM vp a tree, 
To shew his longing how but Christ to see. 

And wdl he loQgd that so His loue recdued. 
Who sweetly saw, and kindly call'd him downe : 
His stature kyw, but his loue high conoehied. 
Who so was grac't by Merde's gkirioos crowne. 
As hauing cause vpon Ms sinnes to frowne, 

Foigiue the workes that did deserue damnation. 

And fiU'd his house with glory of salnation. 

A blessed kmging of a Uened kme I 
Would so aU soules did kMie, and so did long ; 
And in their longing might so sweetly prooe 
The gradous gi;ound of sndi a gkirfous songe. 
As kins all sinne that doth the spirit wrong ; 
And shig with Simeon at his Sauour's rig^, 
"Oh Qow my soiile depart hi peace, ddi^ 1 " 
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Oh Messed Simeon, blessed was thy kme, 
And thy kue's longing for thy Saoiour so, 
Who wrought so sweetly licKr thy soule's behooe. 
As from thy piayers would not let thee goe. 
Till to thy looe He did His presence showe. 
Which made thee sing, when sorrowes all did cease, 
" Lofd, let thy seroant now depan in peace I '* 

" For I. aooonlmg to Thy word, haoe seen 
The glorious substance of my soole's sahiation ; 
Thy Word, in whome my trust hath ener beene, 
And now hath ftiund my comfort's confirmation l" 
Thus did he make a ioyfiiU dedaiation 
Of that sweete sight of his sweet Sauiour's face, 
That was the glorie of his spirit's grace. 

How many yeeres he all hi pr ay er s pent. 

For the beholding of His blessed loue I 

What was the yssne of his hope's euent, 

And how his piayers did prenaile aboue, 

That so his God did vBto merde mone. 
As to his annes to send his onely scone 
The stocie doth of all th' Apostles nmne 1 

He was well call'd, good Simeon, for that grace, 

That God had ginen the spirit of His lone ; 

That kme that long'd but fai his Saniour's hot. 

To see the Uessfaig of his soule's bdxrae. 

And blessed prayer, that did tmdy proue 
A blessed souk, that could not piajer cease. 
Tin Christ His presence came to giue it peace. 

So diould all souks their Looeys chief longing hane, 
An aooles I meane of enerle Qiristian hart. 
That seeke or hope both heart and souk to sane 
From hdl. damnation, and snpemall smart ; 
This te the loue that, in the liufog part 

Of Merde^s power, shaU finde that Messedncsse, 

That is the spnit's ondy happinesse. 

Nor can Loue look to limit out a time. 

But now and then and euermore attende ; 

For be shaU neuer to that comfort dime. 

That will not all Us life in prayer spend, 

Vntil he see his Saafour in the end ; 
In whose sweet &oe doeth all and ondy rest 
The heanenly ioy that makes the spirit bkst. 

Bkst be the spirit that so kmgi and knies, 

As dkl Zadseus and good Simeon : 

And from Us fruthfiill prayer neuer moooos, 

Vntffl he find his life to kioke Tpon, 

And in sudi lone is all so ouer-gon. 
That in such ioy his heart and spirit dwds, 
As hailing CHirist, it cares for ncrthing ds. 



Oh blessed Christ, the essence of all bUsse, 
AH blessed souks ioue's longmgs* chiefe ddight { 
What heart can thinke how that soul blessed is. 
That euer hath Us Sauiour fai his sight? 
The sunny day that neuer hath a night ? 
Oh that my spirit might so euer piay, 
That I might Bue to see that blessed day. 

The day that ondy springeth from on high. 
That h^h day-light wherein the heauens do line ; 
The life that kmes but to bdiold that eye, 
WUch doth the glory of aU brightnesse giue. 
And from th* enligfat'ned doth all darknesse driue : 
Where saints doe see. and angds know to be 
A brighter light, then saintt or angels sett. 

In this light's kue, Oh, kt me euer liue I 
And kt my soul bane neuer other knie. 
But all the pkasuies of the worid to gfue. 
The smallest sparke of such a ky to proue. 
And euer pray vnto my God aboue, 
To grant my humbk souk good Snneon's grace. 
In loue to see my Sauiour in the fece. 
O fiice more faire then feimesse can containe : 
O eye more bright then brightnesse can declare : 
O light more pure then passkn can explaine : 
O life more blest then may with blisse compare : 
O heauen of heauens where such periections are t 
Let niy soule liue to loue, to long, to bee 
Euer in prayer, but tolooke on Thee I 

But, Oh vnworthy eye of sudi a sight ; 

And all vnworthy heart of such a loue ; 

Vnworthy toue, to long for such a light ; 

Vnworthy kinging such a life to prooue ; 

Vnworthy Ufe. so high a suit to mooue 1 
Thus, all vnworthy of so Ugh a grace. 
How shall I see my Sauiour in the fece? 

An by the prayer of true penitence, 
Where Faith in teares attendeth Grace's time. 
My souk doth hope in Merde's patience. 
My heart aU deansidfrom my sinfull arime. 
To see the springing of Aurora's prime. 
In those bright beames of that sweet blessed sunne 
Of my deere God, m Whome aU blisse begunne. 

And that my souk may such a blessing see, 
Let my heart pray, and praying neuer cease. 
Tin heart and souk may both together be. 
Blest in thy sight aU sonowes dpth rekase ; 
And «rith good Simeon then depart in peace I 
Oh then ; but then, and ondy euer then, 
Blest be my souk, sweet Jesus say Amen. 

Gloria in Excelsis Dto, 
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lEN talke of Lone that know not what it b : 
Foe oould we know ^irtiat Loue may be in- 

deede. 
We would not haue our mindes so led 



With idle toies, that wanton humours feede ; 
But in the rules of higher reason read 

What Loue may be, so from the world cpnceal'd ; 

Yet all too plainely to the world reueal'd. 
Some one doth fidne Loue is a blinded God ; 
His blindnesse him more halfe a diuell sbowes : 
For Loue with blindnesse neuer made abode, 
Which all the power of Wit and Reason knowes : 
And from whose grace the ground of knowledge growes : 

But such biinde eyes, that can no better see, 

Shall neuer liue to come where Loue may be. 

Some ondy thinke it onely is a thought 

Bred hi the eye, and busseth in the braine, 

And bieakes the heart, vnUll the minde be brought 

To feede the senses with a sorrie vaine, 

TiU wits, onoe gone» come neuer home againe : 

And then too late hi mad conceit do proue, 

Fantasticke writs are euer void of loue. 

Some thmke it is a babe of Beautie's getting, 
Nurst vp by Nature, and Thne's ondy breedhig ; 
A pretty worke to set the wits a whetting. 
Upon a frmcy of an Humour's feeding ; 
Where Reason findes but little sense in reeding. 

No, no : I see, children must goe to schoole ; 

Philosophie is not for euery foole. 

And some againe thinke there Is ho such thing. 
But hi conceit, a Idnde of coynM iest ; 
Whidi ondy doth of idle humors spring. 
Like to a bird withm a Phoenix nest. 
Where neuer yet did any yong one resL 

But let sndi fooles take heed of blasphemie, 

For Loue is high in his Dinhdtie. 
But to be short, to leame to finde him out, 
'Tis not hi Beautie's eyes, nor babyes' harts ; 
He must goe beate another world about. 
And seeke for Loue but hi those liuing parts 
Of Reason's light, that is the life of arts ; 

That will perceiue, though he can neuer see, 

The perfect essence whereof Loue may be. 



It is too deare a brigfatnesse lor man's eye ; 

Too high a wisedom for his wits to finde ; 

Too deepe a secret for his aeoK to tile ; 

And all teo heauenly for his earthly minde ; 

It is a grace of such a giorions kinde. 
As giues the sonte a secret power to know it. 
But gfaies no heart nor q^ power to show iL 

It is of heanen and earth the highest beautie. 

The powerfull hand of heauen's and earth's creatioa 

The due commander of all spirit's dneljr. 

The Ddtie of angds* adoration ; 

The giorions substance of the soide's salvation : 

The light of T^ruthe that all perfection tiieth. 

And life that ghies the life thai neoer dieth. 

It is the height of God and hale of ill. 

IVyumph of Trueth, and Falshood's ouerthrow ; 

The ondy worker of the highest will ; 

And ondy knovdedge that doelh knowledge know ; 

And onely ground where it doeth ondy growe : 
It is in summe the substance of aU blisses 
Without whose blesshig all thing nothing is. 

But hi itsdfe itsdfe it all containeth ; 

And from itsdfe, but of itsdfe it giueth ; 

It nothing k>eeth, and it nothii« sdnelh. 

But hi the gknle of itsdfe It lineth ; 

A ioy ndiich soone away an sonow driuelh : 
The prouM truth of all perfection's stone. 
Our God inoomprdMnsible in ^otie. 

Thus is it not a riddle to be read. 
And yet a secret to be found in reading ; 
But iriien the heart foynea yMue with the bead. 
In settled feith to se^e the spfrit's feedu«. 
While hi the wonndes that ener fresh are faleedii«. 
In Christ His side, «he feitUnll sonte may see. 
In perfect life what perfect lone may be. 

No further sedte then for to find out Loue, 
Then in the lines of euerlasting blisse. 
Where carcfull co n ad en e e may hi comfort ptoone. 
In sacred loue that heauenly substance is. 
That neuer guides the gracfous minde amisae : 

But makes the soule to finde in life's befaoue. 

What thing bideed, and nothhig else is kme ! 
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Tben make no doubt of ehher good or bod. 
If this or that, in substance, or in thought ; 
And bjr what meanes it may be sought or had ; 
Whereof it is» and how it maj be wrought : 
Let h sttlfioe, the word of Truth haih taught, 
It b the grace but of the Uning God, 
Bdbre begimdng that with Hfan abode. 

It farongfat ibrth Fower to worke, Wisedom to wifl, 

Instioe to iudge. Merde to eacecnte, 

Vertne to plant, Charitie to fin, 

Tfane to direct, IViith Falshood to oonfiite, 

Fitie to pleade hi Penitence's suite, 
Bitience to bide, and peace to giue the rest, 
To prooue how kme doth make the spirit Uest 

And tUs is God, and this same God is Loue ; 
For God and Loue, in Charitie are one : 
And Charitie is that same God aboue. 
In Whome doth Uue that onely lone alone ; 
Without whose grace true Loue is neuer none. 

Then sedK no lurther what is kme to finde. 

But 00I7 Carrie God within the mhide* 

Leaue hi the woiki to k)oke for any kiue. 
For on the earth is tittle fiuth to finde ; 
And laitUesse hearts in too mudi trueth doe proue, 
Loue doth not line where care is so vnldnde : 
ICen m their natmes diflfer from their kinde \ 
Sinne fib tlie world so full of secret eoils, 
Men should be |pods to men, but they are deqib. 

Christ km'd to death, yet Loue did neuer die 1 
ForLoue^ by death, did woike the death of death 1 
Ob lining Loue, oh heauenly mystery. 
Too great a g^ory for thb workl beneath. 
The blessed fareathfaig of the highest breathe : 
Bkst are they borne that ondy find hi Thee, 
Oh blessed God, what blessed k>ue may be. 

Let then the IHiets bane their idb humours, 
That write of Lone, where there b no such thing: 
And let the world not hearken to those rumours. 
That speake of Loue, or wlienoe that life doeth spring ; 
Except it be in thb our blessed King, 

And Lord of life, in Whom our soules may proue 

The onely life of euerlining Loue. 

Let wantons weepe that taiighing sought for loue. 

Within the gems of tbdr mistaken k>yes ; 

And turae with teares that perfect path to proue, 

That leades the spirit firom the world's annoyes, 

Vnto that treasure that admiu no toyes : 
But in the riches of the souk doth proue 
The heauenly life of blessed spirits' Loue. 

And let the wise, (if any such there be. 
As God forbid, but there were many such, 
That in their soules l}y secret wisedom seCf 
In the true triall of true Vcrtue's touch. 
The worth that Faith cannot afiect too omjcb :) 



Coofesse, they finde, in Trueth's effects ak>ne. 
That God b Loue, without Whom there b none. 

Amidde the sUe there b one only snnne, 
Amidde the ayre one only Phceniz flies ; 
One only Tfane by which all houres do runne : 
One onely life that lines and neuer dies : 
One onely eye that euerie thought descries : 
One onely light that shewes one onely Loue : 
One ondy Lone, and that b God aboue I 

To say yet forther what thb Loue may be ; 

It b a holy heauenly excellence, 

Aboue the power of any eye to see. 

Or Wit to finde by World's experience ; 

It b the spirit of life's quintessence : 
Whose tare eflects may partly be peroehied, 
But t9 the foU can neuer be oonodued. 

It b Repentance' sweete restontiue, 
The Rota solis the sicke soule reuiueth. 
It b the feithfiiU heart's preseruatiue : 
It b the hauen where happie grace arriueth ; 
It b the life that death of power depriueth ; 
It b, m summe, the euerlasting blisse, 
Where God akme hi all Hb gkirie b. 

It b A ioy that neuer comes in iest ; 

A comfort that doth cut off euerie care ; 

A rule wherem the life of life doth rest. 

Where all the faithfoU finde their happie fere ; 

A good that doth but ondy God declare. 
A line that Hb right hand doth drawe so even, 
As leads the soule the hig^waye vnto heauen. 

If then henceforth you aske what tUng b Loue, 
In light, in Ufe, in grace, in God, goe looke it : 
And if in these you doe not trudy proue, 
How hi your hearts you may for euer booke it ; 
Vnhappy thinke yoursehies you bane m is t ooke it« 
For why the life that death hath ouer-trod. 
Is but the Loue of Grace, and that b God. 

AH Unde of loue but thb b but mistaken. 

And all conodt but this b misooncehied ; 

All kinde of loue but thb must be forsaken ; 

All trust but hi thb trueth may be decehied ; 

AH in this loiie aU tn:(eth may be percemed : 
AH heart's beUefe and aU soule's scale vnto it, 
AH what b good this loue doeth ondy doe it. 

What shaU I say ? but 'tb beyond my saying, 
To teU you all may of thb Loue be sayd : 
And yet that trueth be free from aH betrayuig. 
That hath no more then what she knowes bewray'dL 
I^et me but sUy, but where as shee hath stakl, 
And say but thb, as I bane said before. 
That Loue b God, and I can say no more^ 

Sglm Amor Dats^ 
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Solus in toto laudandus Deus, 




\ blesied Lcnie, the life of blessednesse, 
If euer Thou diddest hdpe a sumef's heart, 
Bdiold my teares, and in Thy holynesse 
Assist my spirit with Thy sacred art, 

That al the world may ioy to heare me sing 

The holy praises of my heanenly King. 

Inspire me with that vnderstanding power, 
Which may oonoeiue, and by desert commend 
The toppe of truth on that triumphant tower, 
Where graces dwell, and glories neuer end ; 
Let some such angell help me in deuising, 
As speakes of praise in glorie's euer rising. 

Oh Loue, how gratious is that beautie hdd, 
That graes the world but shadowes to behold i 
But, Oh what glorie maist thou iustly yeeld 
Vnto that life which doth thy life vnfold I 

And while all shadowes fieide and fall away. 

Is euer bright and neuer can decay I 

In Nature's beautie, aU the best can be 

Are shadowing colours to deodue the eye : 

But in this beautie may our spirits see 

A light wherein we lioe, and cannot die ; 
A Ught whereby we see that most anailes vs 
The comfort of our fiuth that neuer &iles vs. 

How boontiiull is that fiiire hand accounted. 
That of his store a little stinte bestoweth 1 
But how in bountie hath that hand sunnounted, 
That euer giuing, asking ouer-goeth 1 
And for no gift shall in true grace be scanting, 
Doth giue itselfe to see no comfort wanting. 

How wise is he that teacheth how to wielde 

The world at will, by wicked wits deuise ! 

But wiser much that findes that wit beguil'd. 

That neuer seeks the way to Paradise 1 
Oh blessM loue, none but thy Lord of light 
Doth giue the soule that perfect heauenly light ! 

How kinde is he that doth his friend reUene, 
In time of need of worldly mindes reputed 1 
But he that helpes the heart that him doth grieue. 
To such a minde what praise may bee fanpntedl 
How kinde is then our Christ, let His death trie, 
Who hated sinne, yet did for sinners die f 



How valiant is bee hdd that can subdue^ 
By force of hand, the fiirie of his foe 1 
But in whose hand such wdour euer grewe, 
Asgaue both death and hdl thdr ouerthrow ! 
None but my Lord, my Loue, that God of l^[fat. 
Who makes all powers to tremble at His sight. 

How patient is that poore ooncdt esteem'd. 
That can put vp a wrong, or crosse, or two I 
But how more patient may our Christ be deem'd. 
That bare aU wrongs that aU the world could doe f 
Oh peerlesse pateme of true Patience^ power. 
That conquer'd death hi passkm's dying bonre ! 

How iust is he who as the law doth beare 
The likeliest trueth his Judgement doth pronoimoel 
But how more iuste whom ndther Hope nor Feare 
Could ever mooue to challenge or denoimoe I 
Sweet lestts Christ, who neuer Caesar wrongethr 
And giues to God that vnto God bdoqgeth. 

How gracious is that creature to be thought. 
That doeth repent him of his wickednesse 1 
But how more gradous, m Whom God hath wrought 
The perfect height of Grace's hoHnesse 1 
It is thy life, my lone, our Lord and God, 
Who t^ His grace all sinne hath oiier-4iod. 

How comfortable is esteem'd that hand. 
That heales the sick, although not neere to death ! 
But what more comfort in that power doeth stand. 
Then to the dead can giue a liuing breath t 
My loue thou knowest that Lasarus can teD, 
When Marie's tears dkl please our Master weO. 

What should I in particohurs proceed? 
When all and summ that heauen and earth can dwfw. 
Are short to finde how ferre He doth exceede 
The praise of prayse where highest prayses goe : 
But worship Hun hi Whom all gnoes fine. 
Worthy more glory then the world can giue. 

And since my God and eneriiuing Lord, 

All in Hhnselfe aU bdgfat of gkMry hoMeCb ; 

And to the fiuthfoD ondy doeth aflfoonl. 

No more to know, then Merde's care vnfoldeth : 

Let my soiile's lone but humbly fUl before Him, 

In admiratkm wholly to adore Him. 
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BRETON*S LONGING. 



15 



For Besaty. Bounty. Wisdome* Valour, Kindnesie. 
Gnoe, Fttieace. Comfort, lustloe, Trueth. Peffoetloa : 
In Whone an theK doe line;, wiMt Reaaon's bUndaose 
Cm tlunk toraudiia V t ufueB dBapcriaotton ? 
Where m the height to hane all glory sounded. 
Both heaa'ns and earth and angeb are confounded I 



And since fivre more then most that can be thought, 

Liues in the light of His incomprdiension ; 

Which neuer sense that euer proudly sought, 

But perisht in the instant of faitention ; 
Let my soule smg, iriien all hearts' strings are broken, 
Hb praise is more then can in praise be spoken f 



Gloria in Excelsis Deo. 



Hymn. 




{HEN the angds all are singing, 
All of gloiy euer springing. 
In the ground of high heauen*s graces, 
Where all vertues haue their places : 

Oh that my poore soule were neere them. 

With an humble heart to heare them. 

Then should Faith in Loue's submission, 
laying but hi Merde's btessfaig. 
Where that sbmes are in remission, 
Sfaig the ioyfuU soule's confessing. 

Of her comfort's high commending. 

An in gksiy, neuer ending. 

But, ah wretched smfuU creature. 

How should the comtpted nature 

Of this wicked heart of mine, 

TUnke vpon that loue diuine. 
That doth tune the ang!ds' voices. 
While the boast of heauen rcioyces r 

No, the songe of deadly sortowe, 
In the night that hath no morrow, 
And their paines are neuer ended. 
That haue heauenly powers offended, 

Is more fitting to the merite 

Of my foole infected spirite. 



Yet while Merde is remoomng 
AH the soiTOwes of the louing. 
How can Faith be full of bimdnesse. 
To despaire of Merde's kindnesse ; 
While the hand of heauen is giuing 
Comfort firom the euer-tiuing ? 

No, my souk, be no more sorrie ; 
Look vnto that life of gk>rie, 
Which the grace of Faith regardeth. 
And the teares of Loue rcwardeth : 
Where the soule the comfort getteth. 
That the angels' musique setteth. 

There iriien thou art well conducted. 
And by heauenly grace instructed, 
How the feithfiiU thoug^ites to feshk>n 
Of a rauisht loner's passion, 

Sing with sainotes to aungels nighest. 

Halleluiah fai the highest t 



Gloria in Excelsis Deo. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Title-page, ' Cupic,* etc,— PhiHppians L 33. 

P. 5, EnSTUB-DBDICATORT, TO LORD NORTH.— 

F^nom the date (i6oz), as Roger, second Lord North, 
died 3d December 1600, this must have been his grand- 
flon, Dudley, third Lord North, who lived on until z666. 
He was rackety in youth, but sobered down in manhood 



and became prominent. Davies of Hereford cdebrates 
him in his * Scouige of Folly.' To WortJ^ Persons » p. 58 
in our edition. 

To THE Reader, L 6, ' vpon the backe of a vtood- 
cock** Breton and Davies of Hereford have frequent 
references to ' Springes to catch Woodcockes. ' See our 
Memorial-Introduction. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



P, 6, ' Two kaptfmU twimms,' etc^Tbese Lines wore 
also prefixed to Breton's ' Rauisht Souk,' etc. 

P- 7. L 5. '/<w»^ ' ** foolish ; ib., *f€tkimg' = picking : 
to ' peek ' b to pick holes in character : L 13, *cr€wck ' 
= crouch or crutch-borne? l 90, * vaster* ss venture— 
the contemporaneous spelling ; seeooL a, 1 39, ' ventreth : 
1. IS, * Counedlour* w Privy Councillor : Brydges mis- 
prints • Chanceltor : ' ooL a. L a, * humorous ' = 
humour-bom : L 3, *frannes ' » frenzies : so in ' Pas- 
quil's Mad-cappe,' p. 4. ooL i, L 16: 1. 90, *needU' = 
compass : or qu. etching needle? 

P. 8p ooL X. L 6, ^goodeheapo ' =» extremely dieap, or 
a bargain : L 3a, 'cofuoris* » agreements, our concerts : 
L 47, 'gaits* s gaits : ooL a, 1. aa, ' TMi Chmrk that 
sits and champts vpon his chaffe: Cf. as nearly identical 



in ' PasquU's Iiiad«appe,' p. 6, coL x, L x, ' The Chnfie 
that siu and champes vpon his diafEe.' 

P. 9, ooL Xt L 4 from bottom, *rMuf ' s haifaour or 
ancfaonng-plaoe, where the ship ' rides.* 

P, xp, col, x> Ii zx» 'aimers' ^ alms^vers ; coL 2, 
1« X5> 'q^t* s affection, 

'What 19 Loub?'— See on this m our Memorial- 
Introduction for Shakesperean pa r allels, | 

P. xa, ooL 3, L 7 from bottom, */br tojind:' a oootem- 
poraneous usage, rare hi Shakespeare : '/Ami's than. 

Solus in toto uiudandus Decs.— P. 14, coL i, 
L 9, ' the toppi of truth ;' cf. ' the A^ of judgmeu ' 
{Measunjbr Mgasurtp it 2) : L 96, ' stimie' b a limited 
quantity : coL a, L 3a, ' a// amd summ ' » the wfaok 
and the part.— O, 
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NOTE, 

On the different editions of 'The Soule's Hannony,' see our 
Memorial-Introduction. Our text is that of 1602, from a copy in the 
British Museum, where are others later. We add a few Notes and 
Illustrations at the close. It is a small 12° : 19 leaves.— G. 
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To the right Honourable and vertuous Lady, the Lady Sara 

Hastings, Nicholas Breton wishefh all happinesse 

in this worldy and etemall ioyes hereafter. 

RIGHT Honooiable,— Your zealous loue to diuine studies* haih made the Muses of that natore, to prcKnt jour 
fauour, with the best fruites of their delights ; which m the exercise of their spirituaU contemplatioiis, hane brought 
forth these comfortable Meditations : which bound up in this little volume, they hane presumed with my seruioe. to present 
to your good Ladyship, beseeching the same, with that good fiuaour to accept them, that may vnder heauen be the 
greatest grace that they desire vnto them. It is uitituled The Harmony of the Souls ; who in the gracious thoughts of 
God's blessing and humble talke with His mercy, thinkes her selfe halfe in heauen ere she come there ; where, after 
that you haue passed a happy pilgrimage on this earth, God send you the eteraaU felidtie of the faithfiiU.— Your Lady- 
ship's in all humblenesse. NICHOLAS BRETON. 
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The Soules Harmony, 



GOD. 
Grace in all Glories height. 
On whom all Glories waite, 
Describe my ioyes concdte. 

lESVS. 
lOY in the highest of the height of ioy, 
Holding the state of the Celestiall story— 
Etemall life, that doth all deaths destroy : 
Sonne to that grace, that makes the Fathers Glory, 
VnmatchM Power, in Mercies Princely might: 
Such is the substance of my Soules delight. 

CHRIST. 
Clbbrb is the Sunne, that doth for euer shine, 
Heauenly that tight, that giues al eyes their seemg, 
Rojral that Crown, which neuer can decline, 
Imperious Power, that giues all powers their being : 
Such is the Power, the Crown, the Light, the Sun, 
That neuer ends where Glory first begun. 

MY soules tones life, & lifes loues soules delight. 
How highly are thy holy Angels blest ; 
That in thy grace enioy the glorious sight, 
Wherein the summe of all their ioy doth rest I 

What heauenly musike may those Muses sing. 
Who set their consorts by thy sacred skill ; 
And Angels quauers make the Quiere to ring. 
While vertues Ayre doe all the voyces fill ? 

How may those Spirits be with ioyes possest, 
That may be rauisht with this Royall sight, 
Where Peter sawe, and in his seeing blest 
My soules lifes loue, and loues lifes soules delight 
O blessed Peter, blest m such a seeing : 
Well might he sing. Sweet Lord, here is good being. 

O gracious God, and Lord of mercies might. 
Why do I liue amid this world of woes? 
When euery day doth seeme to me as night, 
While sorrowes seeke my Spirites ouerthrowes. 



I heare thy word, and would obey thy will. 
But want the power, that might petfonne my due : 
I know the good, and layne would leane the ill. 
And feare the sorrow, that doth sinne ensue : 

And yet I fall into that depth of smne, 
That makes me feare the iudgement of thy wrath ; 
Vntill thy grace doth all my hdpe beginne. 
To know what comfort. Faith in Mercy hath. 
Oh blessed light, that shewes in Mercies eye. 

While faith doth Uue. that knie can neuer die. 

« 

Lord, when I thinke how I offend thy will. 
And know what good is in obedience to it ; 
And see my hurt, and yet continue still 
In doing ill, and cannot leaue to doe it ; 

And then againe, doe feele that bitter smart 
That mwards breeds, of pleasures after payne ; 
When scarce the thought b entred in my heart. 
But it is gone, and sinne gets in againe : 

And when, againe, the act of sinne is past. 
And that thy grace doth caU me backe againe : 
Then in my teares I runne to thee as £ast. 
And of my sinnes, and of my seliie complayne. 
What can I doe, but cry. Sweet Jesus, saue me : 
For I am nothing, but what thou wilt haue me. 

O Lord that liuest in that life of Ufe^ 
Which all thou art, and of thy sdfe alone ; 
Whose sacred word is that soules cutting knife. 
That doth deuide the marrow from the bone. 

O glorious God. of grace and mercy more. 
Then heart and soule are able to conceane I 
And seest the teares that mercy doth impkxre, 
And will not Faith in feares discomfort leaue. 

My God, my Lord, my soules lifes dearest knie. 
How so my sinnes haue thy displeasure mooed : 
Let my soules teares thy glorious mercy moue, 
To make me fede, how faith may be bdooed ; 
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That bdng set fiom siane and sonrow free, 
I may not oeose to sing in praise of thee. 

My heaneBly Lone, frS that high throne of ddne 
Where gncioiu mercy sits in Glories seat : 
In that true pity of tlqr Power diuine. 
That dries the teares, that mercy doe entreat 

Behold, sweet Lord, these bleeding drops of loue. 
That melt my soole in sotrow of my sinne ; 
And let theso sfaowies some drops of mercy mooe, 
That in my griefe my oomfort nay beginne. 

Let not despaire confound my praying hope, 
That b^gs an atante at thy mercies gate : 
Bat let thy grace thy hand of bonnde ope. 
That comfort yeelds, which neuer comes too late ; 
That in the core of my oonsmning griefe, 
My iqyftin soole may sing of thy reliefe. 

Oh, tfiait my soole wnre purified so, 
It nrigfat no more be sobieot vnto sin ; 
And that my eaie might oady sedK to Jokiw, 
How humble grace doth mercies lone begin. 

(%, that my tbongbts, my words ft deeds wwe soofa 
As might not swame from my deare Saidooia wHl ; 
And that my truth might neuar haue a totch 
Of frJse oonodt, for to excuse mine iU : 

And that this worid wevvnto me a heD, 

But where I see his Saints in their loues seruice ; 

And I m|s^ die, tin I mi^t Uue to dwdl 

la aone sodi piaoe,. to do some pleasing offiee ; 

That be might be, who doth my death destroy, 

AB abooe all, and aU in all, my loy. 

The woridly prince doeth in his Septer hold 
A kind of heaoen in his authorities : 
The wealthy miser, in his masse of gold. 
Makes to his soole a kind of Paradice : 

The Epicure that eates and drinkes all day, 
Aoconnts no Heauen, but in his hellish rowtes : 
And she, whose beauty seemes a sunny day, 
Makes vp her h^uen, but in her babies dowtes. 

But my sweete God. I seeke no Princes power, 
No misers wealth, nor beauties fiadii^ glosse ; 
Which p8per sin, whose sweetes are inward sowre, 
And sony gaynes, that breed the spirits losse. 
No, my deare Lord, let my Heauen ondy bee 
In my Ixwes seruice; but to line to thee. 

God, forgfaie the greatnesse of my sinne : 

1 am not worthy to impkxe thy grace ; 
The toathsome sdnke, that I lie tombUng in, 
With filthy shame hath oouered all my free. 

I hane desem'd the depth of all thine ire. 
To know thy will, yet wiUufly offend ; 
My scale deseniaa, in the inlemall fiie. 
To iisela the torments thai shaJB BMiar end. 

But Lonl, thy mercy is abooe thy wmth, 
TbOB daaat not ioy, to see a sinners death ; 
And true lepentanoe in thy mercie hath 
The blcaaed food, that g^ues the spirit breath ; 



Where praying hope, in heart can perish neuer, 
While humble fiuth doth liue in ioy for ener. 

What is the gold of all this world but drosse ; 
The ioy but sorrow, and the pleasure, payne ; 
The wealth, but beggery, ft the gayne but losse, 
The wit, but folly, and the vertue rayne ; 

The power but weakenesse, and but death the life, 
The hope, but feare, and the assurance dout ; 
The trust, deceit, the concord but a strife, 
Where one conceit doth put another out ; 

Tbne but an instant, and the vse a toyle. 

The knowledge, blindnesse, ft the care a madnesse ; 

The siluer, lead, the diamond, but a foyle, 

The rest, but trouble, and the mirth but sadnesse. 

Thus since to heauen compar'd, the earth is such. 

What thing is man, to loue the world so much. 

Ob, would man thinke but on that world of ioy, 
Which in the heauens the chosen shall reoeiue t 
And then againe, vpon this worlds annoy. 
Where hellish baytes the wicked do deceiue ! 

Would he but looke vpon the Angels graces. 
The Paradises of their heauenly pleasures : 
And then, vpon the deuils ougly fiuxs, 
With all their torments endles without measures. 

Would men thus make a differCce in their minds, 
Twbct light and darimesse, and the day, and night ; 
Then would sinne die, that with illusion blinds 
The eye of nature from her blessed sight ; 
And man would loue the good, ft hate the euill, 
And honour God, and tread vpon the deuill. 

Some heauenly Muse come helpe me sing. 
In Glorie of my heauenly king : 
And from some holy Angels wing, 
Where graces doe for feathers spring : 
Oh bring my hand one blessed Pen, 
To write beyond the reach of men. 
Let all the subiect be of Grace. 
Where Mercy set in Glories place, 
Doth stand before that shining fiioe. 
That makes all other beauty base : 
That Heauen and earth may see the wonder, 
That puts all worths and wonders vnder. 
Let Vertues ondy set the grounds 
Where Grace but all of Glory sounds, 
While Mercie heales the spirits wounds : 
Where faith the feare of death confounds : 
That heauen and earth may ioy to heare. 
The Musike of the Angels queere. 

Oh tell the world, no world can tell. 
How that Ioy doth all ioyes exoeU : 
Where blessed soules set free from hell. 
In Mercy do with Gfoxy dwell : 
And with the Saints and Angels sing, 
In glory of thdr heauenly King : 

Sinke not a note beneath the sence 
Of Glories highest ezoeUenoe : 
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And keepe vnto that ondy Tenoe, 
Where heauens hane all their honour thenoe : 
That Seraphins may dap their wings, 
To heare how Graoe, of Glory sings. 

Oh. let the Sunne fai brightnes shine. 
And neuer let the Moone decline : 
And euery starre his light refine, 
Before that blessed light diixine : 
Of whome, in whom, from whom alone, 
They haue their shining euery one. 

Let all the Azure skie be deare. 
And not a mistie doud come neere : 
But all that brightest li^t appeare. 
Where Angels make their merrie cheere : 
And all the troope of heauens may see. 
Where all the ioyes of heauen may be. 

Let Phoebus in his brightnes stay ; 
And driue the daikesome nights away. 
And Virgins, Saints, and Angels play. 
While Martyres keepe high holy-day : 
And all the hoast of heauen aooord. 
To sing in glory of the Lord. 

Let all the yeere be Summers spring. 
And Nightingales all Birds that sing» 
And all the fruites that grow or spring. 
Be brought ynto this glorious king : 
With all their colours and their sweetes. 
Before his feete to strow the streetes : 

Let hony-dews perfume the ayre, 
That all may be both sweet and layre : 
That may with Mercies leaue repayre. 
Vnto the seate of Glories Chayre : 
That euery thing may fitting fell 
Vnto the Glory of them all. 

Let all the hearts, the soules> the mindes» 
That wtsdome vnto vertue bindes. 
And breedes but of those blessed kindes. 
That gradous loue in glory findes : 
Agree together all in one. 
To glorifie our God alone. 

And when they all in tume are set. 
And in their sweetest musike met. 
And highest skill the note hath set. 
Where grace may highest glory get ; 
My rauisht soule in mercy then. 
May hane but leaue to sing, Amm. 

Gloria in ixctlsis Deo, 



Prayse, in the highest of the height of prayse, 
Stiayne vp thy heart vnto thy spirits note ; 
There, in the worth, where all thy wonder stayes. 
Write to the wits of all the world to quote : 

Tdl them, oh tell them, that thou canst not teD. 
What grace and glory thy deare God desenieth ,- 
Whose Exodlenoe all exodlenoe doth excdl. 
While him alone, all excellency semeth. 

Life, lone, trueth, power, grace, pity, bounty, gkiry, 
Health, comfort, wisdome, Yertue, merey, peace ; 
These in the state of the cdestiaU story. 
Doe sound the glory that shall neuer cease ; 
Whose holy prayses to more height arise. 
Then earth or heauen, or Angels can deuise. 

Gloria in tscelsis Doo. 

O that my heart could hit vpon a strayne. 
Would snike the musike of my soules desire : 
Or that my soule could find that sacred myne. 
That sets the consort of the Angels Quiere. 

Or that that Spirit of espedall grace. 
That cannot stowpe beneath the state of heauen ; 
WitUn my soule would take his setled place. 
With Angels Bns, to make his glory euen. 

Then should the name of my most giadous King. 
And glorious God, in higher tunes bee sounded. 
Of heauenly prayse, then earth hath power to sing : 
Where heauen ft earth, ft Angels are confounded. 
And soules may sing while all heart strings are broken. 
His praise is more, then can fai praise be spoken. 
Gloria in exetlsis Deo. 

When lob had lost his children, lands ft goods 
Patience did kill the poyson of his payne : 
And when his sorrowes came as fiist as floods, 
Hope kept his heart, till oomfortes came agayne. 

When Dauids life by Saul was often sought 
And worlds of crosses compast him about ; 
Yet was his spirit neuer ouer-wrought. 
But in his woes, hope still did hdpe him out 

When the sore Cripple by the poole did lye, 

Full many a yeere m misery and payne ; 

His heart on Christ no sooner set his eye. 

But teares mou'd grace, and he was wdl agayne. 
No lob, nor Dauid, Cripple more in griefe : 
Christ giue me patience, and my hope reliefe. 

FINIS. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Epistls-dboicatoky— Lady Saba Hastimgs.— She was d. 
of Sir June* Harinstoo, of Birton, co. Rutknd, Kt, by Loqr. 
d. of Sir WiUiam Sidney of Penshurst, and nster of Sir Henry 
Sidney, K.G. She was taster of John, first Lord Harington. 
She numried first— Fiands, ' Lord Hastings, eldest son of 
George, fourth Eari of Huntingdon, who died in 1595, in his 
father's lifetime : secondly. Sir George Kingsmill, Kt., one of 
the Justices of the Court of Common Fleas, who died in April 
1606 : thirdly, Edward, Lord Zouch, of Harringworth, who 
survived her. Her eldest son by Lord Hastings succeeded as 
Earl of Huntingdon. 



Page 4, ist coL, L 84, *coiieorU:* catachrestic Car 'cod- 
certs,* with the idea of coocmrence in it. So on p^ 6, sd ooL, 

1.19. 

Pisge 4, sd col., L 4, ' eneue * ss pursue. 

Page 5, sst ool., 1. as, * iwe i 'w f*g swerve: itid. L 316^ 
*rvwiirr* = routs, or hibriousaMemblies: adcoL,Lf3, '^y^' 
s set off. So Herbert to the Queen of Bohemia— 

• AttcdoM sie • Coile to stci off wMlLMAldtaM FUMs 6da^ P^ ala-l 

Page6,Iine6iromendof9dooL. 'Cnyl^.' See St. John, 
c. v.— G. 
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NOTE. 

By the kindness of Sir Charles Isham, Bart, of Lamport Hall, 
Northampton, I am enabled to gi^e 'The Mothers Blessing' complete, 
from his unique exemplar. That in the Bodleian is deficient of the 
Epistle to tho Reader, of leaf E (page 9, coL 2, IL jo-70), anA of the last 
leaf (p9C[e lo-i i, IL 48-^2). 4to» 20 leaves. In the centre of the original 
title-page is a printer's wood-cut device— met with elsewhere contem- 
poraneously,— a mailed hand grasping a flaming sword, and the legend 
^Bellvm Hit AvariHa Contral apid in the border an anagrammatic 
combination of initiab T. C and S and £ D with 6 and A (reversed) 
within the ball Another edition appeared in 1621, 4*. — G. 
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Printed at London by T. C. for John Sme- 
thick, and are to be sold at his shop in S. Dun- 
stons Churchyard in Fleetstreet 
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TO THE SPIRIT OF MVCH 

forwardnesse, in the inclination to much goodnesse, in the loue of 
learning, and the honor of vertue : M, Thomas Rowe^ sonne to the 
Lady Bartley of Stoke, Nich. Breton rvtsheth with continuance cf 
healthy a prosperous achieuement of his vertuous desires. 




|Yr, my arqiwintanoe with you bath not been litk, nor my loue, lesae ; which I wold bee giad to mamfnt 
in some better matter th« bare words, and yet, since words well weyed, sometime cany matter of food 
senoe ; in the words which 1 write, I pray you wey the sence of my good will ; which if it haoe not done 
so well as I wish, beare with it for a litle fisult, and it may bee I wOl mend it with a greater : bat leaning 
complements, let me entreat you, in your Undnesse, to Patronage this cfailde of my best choise, to answere dwRcard 
of your good discretion ; in whom, though you fiade not that finenesse, that is fitting to phantaitikf humoon^ yet it 
may bee you shaU note some such matter of contentment, as may be a little worthy entertainment ; the best is this, 
there is a careiull mothers blesshig to her beloued sonne : the first I know you hane, and the second I doubt not you 
are : who reading what I hane written, and remembring what you hane read, I am assured will please her thai loneih 
you. and loue him that herefai hath pleased you : and for that much good that he knoweth in you, win ener kme you : 
but seeing it were better that I rather do so. then tell you so, I will leaue my hope to a good occasion to manifrl the 
nature of my afEection : And so beseeching God to blesse your forwardnesse hi all good actions, and to p t eierue you 
from all illusions. 

Yamrs I nsi at commaund, in 
what mine awm*. 

NiCH. Brbton. 



t"Tt'Tt't'TTl'T"^2''"l'Tt'T'^ri'Tt^^^ 



Co tli^t BeaDev. 




|ENTLEMEN, there are so many idle Pam- 
phlets vnder the abused name of Poetrie. 
abroad in the world, that matter of good 
worth, either mondl. or diuine. if it bee handled in 
verse, it is almost as ill as vertue ; it will not sdl ahnost 
for any thing : yet amOg a number, of, no matter for 
the. I doubt not but there are some wfl giue Reason his 
right, and Vertue her due ; to such onely I commend 
this little tract of motall discipline : which though it 
be handled in single vene. yet if it please you to peruse 
it. I hope you will not vtterly disdaine it : such as it 
is, I leaue it to your discreet censures, and Unde cor- 



rections ; in which, as you shall shewe the best eondi- 
tlons of dispositions, so shall you giue mee cause with 
much thanhfiilnesse, to present you hereafler with some 
better substance : But least I promise more then I can 
perfonne. I pray you take this in as good part, as if 
it had bin a matter of more worth : and so vridiing yon 
all that beare good mindes. the happy fruitea of your 
best desires : Loath to be too tedious. I rest as I finde 
cause, 

Your friend, 

N.BreiaH. 
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Y flcmne, my Sonne, my best bekmM sonne, 
Hear my deare loo, what careful charge i 

leanethee: 
Take hold of Timi, the glasie is qnicUy 



Thist not to Fortune, Ux she wili deoehie thee : 
What ere thou art, let not the worid penseiiie thee. 
Know God, loue him, be ^ ouem'd by his will. 
And bane no doubt of good, nor feaie of ill. 

Weane laizie Wm, from thriftlesse Idlenes : 
Beware the wanton, to abuse thy wit : 
Vnfaridled WiU breeds but ▼nhappmes. 
How eucr sonrowes Care would ooner it : 
Who boyes Repentance must pay deare for it. 
Time, Tknth, and THall. will in one agree : 
The fruiu of sin. Death, shame, and sorrow bee. 

Lone not Tpon the iirst delightfull looke : 
Nor hate, Tpon the first oonoefaiM harme : 
Let not the care of Conscience be mistooke. 
And feare the force of the Almightie arme : 
Feare not mischance, nor haricen to a charme. 
By gnioeles meaaes, deuise not to enrich thee. 
And let no worlds Tuwoithy loue betwitch thee. 

If that thou serue a Thatcher, do him due : 

But if thou canst, subscribe not to the Oowne : 

Lest an too late, thou find'st it all too true, 

When thou hast thatdit the house, he throw thee downe, 

But nener fret, how euer Fortune fix>wne. 

For what the higher powers of heau'n decree, 

There is no asking, why it should so bee. 

Breake not thy word, that well thou maist perfonne. 
For words are waide by men of worthy minde : 
Take heed of those, that fiUshoods do enforme. 
And strike not salle, for euery blast of winde : 
Nor do thy spirit to thy body binde. 
Gine not a Misers liberalitie, 
And ieare the fruite of prodigalitie. 

Heare all men speake, but haricen to the wise, 
Leane of the leamM, and the vertuous loue : 
And let no pride thy blessed soule surprise, 
That may discretion from thy minde remoue : 
Hnmilitie is grac't with God aboue. 

21 



And Courtesie, with honors cariage. 
Twizt Loue^ and Beautie, make a manage. 

Be kinde to those, that kindly do deserue, 

CrueU to none, a Tyrant is a Deuill : 

Haue spedall care, thy health for to preserue. 

And keep thee from the Epicurian euiU, 

Loue not the eye that squints, nor lips that dreuiU. 

Beware the Pisnder, and the Parasite, 

And do not leaue a Faulcon for a Kite. 

Giue not thine care to euery Idle tak. 

And trust no more, then what of needs thou must : 

Set not the secrets of thy heart to sale. 

For feare, they throw thine honor in the dust. 

And do not loue the treasure that will rust. 

Make it thy day, but when the Sun doth shine. 

And ioy in soule, but in the loue diuine. 

Plaoe not thy learning in a Library, 

Yet reede, and marke, remember, and apply : 

And tin thou art a perfect Antiquary, 

Stand not too much vpon antk]uitie : 

Let vertue note the best Nobilitie. 

Be wise in aU things, that thou doest intend. 

A good begining makes a blessed end. 

Stand not on termes with persons of estate. 
Be truly toyall hi thy life and loue : 
Know what belongs vnto a Magistrate, 
Who hath his oflSce from the heau'ns aboue : 
Nor make a Gaunlet of a hedging gloue. 
Let Bountie euer be the fruite of thrift. 
For borrowing b too neere the Beggers shift. 

Looke faito Nature with Discretions eye. 
And sort thy sdfe with vnderatanding spirits : 
Build not thy Castle of conceit too Mgh, 
Nor let thy hopes be grounded but on Merits, 
While heedles Connies lieare the hunters Ferits. 
Giue none abuse, nor basely take di^^noe, 
Nor kme that minde, that hath a braaen laoe. 

A blessed Cokiur is a maiden blush. 
And setled Countenance is a comely sight : 
Stand not too tong in beating of a bush : 
For feare the Bird beguile thee with her flight. 
In idle follies, neuer take delight. 
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Trauaile, but toUe not, painfull is the pleasure, 
Where lacke of care, in labour hath no measure. 

If God haue blest thee with an inward good. 
Be ioyftill of his blessing, but not proud : 
For, be the Phseniz nere so rare a Brood, 
Nature doth wonders in her worke-house shroud : 
The Sunne it selfe, sometime is in a doud. «. 
ConoealM oomforts are the kindest sweets, 
Where loue, and honour, with discretion meets. 

A boasting tongue is like a heard-mans home. 
Which makes a noyse, but nothing worth the hearing : 
And bragging Rascalls are not to be borne, 
Thogh fooles of choise, sometime are worth the chering. 
Yet in the points of wisdoms true appearing, 
Presumptuous fooles, and iireligious lewes, 
Emong the Nobler sort should neuer vse. 

Know how to kme, but know not how to hate : 
T one halfe a heau'n, the tother haUe a hell : 
Iwcame what belongs to Fortune, and to Fate, 
And trust not all, that Idle stories tell : 
And do not reede, before -you leame to spelL . 
But keep thy spirit with that spedall care. 
That Truth may shew thee, where her honors are. 

Offend not God, with figuring the faire, 
In higher substance then may fit their sexe : 
And looke not after humors in the aire. 
That hurt the heart, or may the spirit vexe, 
And let no passion so thy soule peiplexe, 
But that thou maist all discontents remoue, 
That may be hurtfull to thy happie loue. 

Regard thy followers hi a kind, as fiiends. 
But make a difference in thine eyes affect : 
And vse their seruioe in such carefull kinds. 
That wisedomes fiune may speake of thy respect. 
And wen deseru'd rewards do not n^lect. 
For tis the hand, that doth the seniioe biiide. 
Although the spirit doth commaund the minde. 

Examine Reaioil Hy the rules of Grace, 

And cherish valour, but hi vertues choise : 

In Natures Musiqtie, dwdl not on the Base, 

And let thine eare be pleadM in the voyoe 

That sounds the song, that makes the soule rdoyoe. 

Auoyd all substance of the soules annoy : 

And only leans be thy spirits ioy. 

If hooOT &11 vpon thee vnawares. 

Note how it domes, and how H may be gbne : 

And guide thy courses with sudi inward cares 

Thy ground may still be sure to build vpon. 

But needkm humors neuer studie on. 

For Time b pretious to perfections eies. 

And brings -the Uesaed souie to Paradise. 

FoUow the warres but in a worthy cause. 
And Court it but for affiOiilitie, 
Be not a RebeU vnto honors lawes : 
FortisadiaiiBietotrueGentilitie, ' 

In an the notes of true Nobttitie. 



So vse thy sword hi field, at home thy pen. 
Thou maist be both belon'd, and fear'd of men. 

Let not a Shaft, a Bowie, a Garde, nor Die, 
Take vp thy Rent a yeare before the day : 
A Paiats feather, nor a Fanloons eie, 
Make thee too fiut, to throw thy wealth away, 
Lett had I wiat do keepe fooles hoUy day. 
Esteeme a horse, according to his pace. 
But loose no wagers on a wilde goose chase; 

Teare not thy throcu with bellowing to hounds. 
Nor ride thy horse to death, to aeeke a Hawke : 
Spoile not thine eyes with leueUing of grounds. 
Nor barre thine honest neighbour of his wafte, 
But take no pleasure with a foole to talbb 
But haiken to the shepheards what they safaie 
Both of the Sun shine, and a sliawre of laine. 

Peed not too grosse, and drinke not ouer much. 

The sparing diet is the spiriu feast : 

The Pitdi and Tarre, are dangerous to tucfa, 

And want of reason makes a man a beast : 

Of forcM eufls euer chuse the least. 

Be wamM by a little, from the more. 

And take heed of an inward breeding sore. 

Wound not the consdenoe of a woftiD hart. 
Nor take ddight in doing hiiury : 
But ease the skhe of his consuming smart. 
And helpeihe poore ma* in his misery : 
So Uue, so die» so line, and neuer die. 
Relieue thy friend, bot not with ail thou hast. 
Lest thou be driuen to seeke to hnn as fitft 

Importune not » Fkh«Of in any sute, 
Nor to a sutor long delaie his hope : 
In cause of lustier, be not goer mute. 
But in a malioe, do no secrets ope : 
But keepe thy eare within diacrelions scope. 
Smile at the.bird, whose biU is oaerknv. 
But neuer listen to the Cuckoes song. 

Loose not thy p^ines, to teach an Owle to speake. 
Nor striue to w^Lsh an Ethiopian wliite : 
Make it no txyumph to subdue the weake. 
But vse thy force, to put the proud to flight. 
And in renowme, giue euery man his right. 
Begin no more, then so thou mean'st to finish. 
As of thine honor, may no sparke rfimini^ii, 

Trauaile to leame diuersltie of Natures, 
But keep at home, the care of thy content : 
And euer haue respect ynto those creatures. 
That hane their talents in thy seruice spent : 
And loue the souk that is to vertue bent. 
For euer keep this point of noblenes, 
Let no man note thee of vnthankfnlnes. 

Depraue not any that do weU deserae, 

Nor magnifie an idle headed wit : 

Nor let thy wlU finom wisedomes order swame, 

How euer humors disalow of it : 

Manage affiectwns widi discretloiis bit 
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For tfane will teacb thee in true rMioos cnature, 
Aibole, is but the wnke effect of natnre. 



In Princes Conits* do i 
Nor shrinke a feote from thy desert of fiune : 
And sHp no time, for onoe the hmnor pest, 
A pkaiing fiuisie nny be oat of frame : 
Shan all oocBsioos of deseniid btame. 
Bat if vnaave% tbeu happen to offind 
Let Witts eaonse the cave of will commend. 

Grow not too great, for feare of Enoies figgte, 
Yet iof in all that vertoe may advance : 
Make not thy nmsiqae of a coontry ligge, 
Bat leaue the Loot, to tread the Morris-daonce : 
And keep thy semes from Nareisnts trannoe. 
And follow not Aeitm to the wood. 
For feare Diamar do thee little good. 

Stadie the lawe; tot to raaintaine thy state. 
Dioinitie, to keep thy looie in peace : 
I^Ogicke, but only <]uesl3ons to dri)ate, 
Arithmeticke, bat-knoiriedge to enonesse : 
How liambers may both multiply and cease. 
Fhilosopby, to lodge of Natures best. 
And Phiskdce, but grosse humors to digest 

And Rethoricke, to speake in tune and senoe, 

Musique, bat to remoue melancholy : 

Astrology, to know droumference ; 

For Aicfaitectnfe^ leaine Geometry, 

And for thy tiMsdle, leame Cocmography. 

For recreatioi^'SCQme not Pdetry : 

But for diacoonesr study History. 

To hane a kinde of soperfidall sight. 

In bawkes and hoands» and borK, and fowle, and fish : 

Is not amisse, bat let thy harts delight 

Be nener setled in an idle dish. 

Nor shew thy ibUy in a wanton wish. 

Be silent to thysdfe, what ere thou thinkest. 

And take good heed, with who, and where thou drinkesL 

Leame for instrnction, Reede for exercise ; 
Practise for knowledge, and for gaine remember : 
In worldly pleasures make no paradise ; 
Know that thou art of Christ his church a member, 
And do not make thine AptiH in Septenber. 
Vnto thy God. in youth direct thy waies, 
And be wiU blesse thee in thine agM dales. 

Let Consdenoe know the title of a crowne ; 
Yet know withall, there is a king of kings : 
Who boisteth vp, and headlong tumbleth downe ; 
And an the world doth couer with his wings. 
While heanen and earth but of his glory sings. 
To whom discharge the loue thou daily owest. 
And he wiQ blesse thee where so ere thou goest. 

Winke at the world as though thou saw'st it not, 
And an earths treasure, but as trssh despise : 
Let not thy foHy fose that wit hath got. 
Nor lose an Art, trflacke of acrdse : 
Yet let no labour, honor preiudice. 



Be wisely sparing, but not miserable, 
And rather die, then be dishonorable. 

Feare not a Giant, for his monstrous shape, 
The diuell cannot goe beyond his bounds : 
Nor leame to play the Monkie with an Ape, 
But keep thy sdfe within discretions bounds. 
And keq> thee fr5 the worm the oOsdenoe wounds. 
Thus in thy way, let wisedome euer guide thee, 
And be assur'd, no euill can betide thee. 

Do not awake the Lion hi his denne. 

Nor thinke the Foxe a foole before you trie him : 

Nor put an Eagle in a Capons penne. 

Nor trust a Wolfe, if that yon come too nigh him ; 

But come not neare him, if you can goe by him. 

For rauening beasts bane wonderful! wide lawes. 

And spoile whateuer comes within their clawes. 

Beate not the aire with hammers in thy head, 

Whose dreaming labours, will but dull thy wit : 

And do not put thy sUuer into lead. 

Except thou make a double gaine of it, 

And euer do that may thine honor fit. 

Know trades and trafique, merchants and thehr wares, 

But spend thy spirit in more noble cares. 

Be not condemn^ for a common Louer, 

I meane, knie maker, to a worid of weemen : 

For care can hardly credit lost reoouer, 

And who are bound, can neuer well be free men : 

Beautie hath cunning in her eyes to see men. 

For where she leads the heart vnto her des, 

She leads it findy to fooles paradies. 

Boast not vpon the bniuery of youth, 
Nor scome the wcaknesse of decripit age : . 
But hold diis for a principle of truth, 
Death hath a part vpon this worldly stage, 
Where none can scape the fiirie of his rage : 
A Tragedie, where old and young are shune, 
But spight of death, the vertuous line againe. 

Spend not thy care vpon a sdfe concdt. 
In grieuing foe that acoer can be had : 
Nor let thy wit and idle will await. 
Where giddie humors are hidin'd to gad ; 
And let not melancholy make thee mad. 
For better shut thine eyes from such a light, 
Then haue thy heart tormented by the sight. 

Spare to discourse vpon experience. 

And alwaies rather aaswere then demaund : 

And let no passion shewe impatience, 

But make entreatie where thou maist commaund : 

And neuer be with flatterers ouer&wnd. 

Ncx* stand too much vpon thine owne opinion, 

How euer PalUu marke thee for her minion. 

Let not a Prinoesse fouour make thee proud. 
Nor grieue too mudi vpon a small disgrace : 
Beare not afiection to a filthy dowd. 
Nor make an IdoU of a painted feoe : 
Nor kHie a ooh but of a coursers race. 
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Nor vow thy seruioe to mifrtakwi Saints, 
Whose truest tytles are but honors Faints. 

Weare not a feather in a showre of raine. 
Nor swagger with a Svriser for his swill : 
Put not thy spirit vnto too much paine» 
In searching secrets £Eurre aboue thy skill : 
And know a halbert from a hedging bill. 
And euer note those noble points of nature. 
That truly make an honorable creature. 

Forbeare thy fury on a suddaine rage. 
Yet in thy riig^t be euer resolute : 
And let true patience choller so asswage, 
That honors quarrell may be absolute : 
Lest rashnes too much reason ouershute. 
For careful! valor in a cause of strife. 
Strengthens the hart, and giues the spirit life. 

Flie MackittUe his vile instructions. 

Which are but poysons to a princely minde : 

And noted well, are but destructions. 

That do the wKffid vrith wicked humors blinde : 

And do the soule to hellish seruioe binde. 

Where nothing for gaine must be forbidden, 

While diuds in the shape of men are bidden. 

Note what is done, by whom, and how, and when. 

And maike what issue growes of each euent : 

If by the sword, the purse, or by the pen, 

And where the honor of the acticm went : 

And how to take it for a president. 

For many things haue many times bene done, 

That had bene better, ncf« had bene b^gun. 

Know all the courses that thou canst attalne, 
But follow onely that may do thee good : 
In questions alwaies make thy meaning plaine. 
Obscurtd thoughts are hardly vnderstood. 
But let not dioUer ouerheate thy bkmd. 
So shall thy feare of fortunes force be small. 
And thou shalt stand when other men do fall. 

Take heed mysonne, thy soule be not decelued 
With any strannge, or all too strong illusion : 
For cares best wit cannot be misoonodued. 
Which sees the force of follies dose intrusion, 
While heedlesse will brings wit vnto c o nf u sion. 
Be wise my sonne, in heau'nly wisedomes booke, 
And thou shah angle with no diuels hodke. 

Loue not a lester, nor a hackney lade. 
Tune is but lost in dther of thdr triall : 
Rather regard the mattocke and the spade, 
And take the sunne to be thy truest diall : 
Where thou shalt see the foole a knauish spiall. 
Shake off the k>wse that hangs vpon thy doathes. 
And hate the swearer that is full of oathes. 



The ruffian, ruds-by, and the rascall flye. 
But loue the vertuous, vaUant, and the kinde : 
Looke towards heauen, and let the world go bye, 
And make thy body subiect to thy minde : 
How ere thou winkest, be not witfnil blinde. 



But looke into the gkvy of that gmoe, 
That makes the ftithfiiU spit in aathans face. 

Confound the dindi with the word of God, 
Looke to thy soule, it is the spedall part : 
And loue the life that death hath ouertrod. 
And to thy Sauiour wholly gine thy hart : 
Who saues his seruants from infiemall smart. 
And when thy greatest sorrow doth assaile thee, 
Tkiist in his merde, that wtU neoer fiOle thee. 

Mine owne deaie sonne, I am no deepe dinine. 
But what my God hath taught me, that I teadi thee 
Beseeching him to blesse that soule of thiiie^ 
That no ilhiskm euer oueneadi thee ; 
Nor wilfull sinne of lacke of grace impeach thee. 
Nor fiuthlease thought may euer so deftce thee. 
But that his merde euer wiD embnce tbee. 

But for my notes of natures obscruations. 
By long experience to my paines renealed : 
Where truths cOstructids made those oonfirmatifiSk 
That too much pioofe hath for assnramae scaled : 
Which priuate care hath from the worid oonoealed. 
To thee my sonne, and for thy good I hope, 
I do this casket of my lewds ope. 

Esteeme them richer then a masse of gold. 
And part not with them for a worid of wealth : 
For such a treasure is not to be sold. 
As is both for the soule and bodies health ; 
Then leaue them not vnto vnworthy stealth : 
But fai thy boeome, kxte them as thdr kmer. 
Till good occasion bid thee looke them oner. 

And when thou findest that fittech with thy minde. 
And leads thee to the groundwoike of thy good : 
Go forward still, and further seeke to finde. 
How best the substance may be vnderstood ; 
That after purging breeds the fiudy bkxxL 
And thou shalt feele such pleasure in thy paine. 
As idle spirits bane no power to gaine. 

And ere I grow too fost vnto an end. 

Let me a little furthennore aduise thee. 

Be carefuU in affecting of a friend. 

Least subtill kindnesse cunningly surprise thee : 

And let thus much for such respect suffice thee. 

Let honour, valour, truth, and wit allure thee. 

Or neuer of a frdthfull friend assure thee. 

For parentage affect equalitie, 

For learning, vertue iohid with eloquence : 

For bountie, wisedomes libcralitie. 

For vaknir, resolutions patience : 

For profit, labour with experience. 

For honour, vertues indination. 

For spirftt, graces inspiration. 

Thus chuse a friend, if thou wilt frnour any. 
For these are they that cannot alter nature 
But friuour fewe, for if thou mak'st of many. 
Thou wilt be hdd a simple witted creature : 
Take heed therefore of a diasemblfaiv fieature. 
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Soand the oonditkm, and approne it toand. 
Before thy laith be to tbj fiuioiir boand. 

Bat if tboa find'st a minde of that true worth , 
That is not matcht in all the brokers shops : 
Whence thou canst draw, that true loues liquor forth, 
Whidi is not season'd with vnsauery hops : 
While fiuths steong ptUars need no vnderprops. 
AH as a Phaenix, do esteeme that friend. 
With whom thy life with thy afiisction end. 

But if a anoothing tongue, a fleering &ce. 

A capping knee, with double diiigence. 

By dose ooOcging craepe into thy giaoe. 

To make an vse of thy magnificence : 

Knofw he win but abuse thy patience. 

Away with sndi, and from thy care discard them. 

They poichase but disgrace that [do] rq;ard them. 

And if he seeke to vndermine thy thought. 
And go about thee with a bad inuention : 
And do denie thy due desire in ought 
That may perfonne the truth of his intention : 
Or stand on termes in causes of contention ; 
Then do thus much for thy assuianoe know, 
A hoUow friend is but a beOisb foe. 

And now for knowing of thine enemy. 

Let this suffice for reasons true direcdon : 

Who doth intrude into thy company, 

And make a shewe of too too much affocdon : 

Such nimble wits bane euer in reiecdon. 

And by a serpents hisse, and beare-whdpes de. 

Mistrust the treason of an enemie. 

If be perswadethee to disfoyall thought. 
Imagine him a villaine bi the height ; 
If tlmt he bane with wanton humor wrought 
Know that an Idoll is the dinds baite : 
And if he dieat thee with a gaming sleight, 
In cans discretions leaue his company, 
And bokl him for a cunning enemy. 

If be importnne thee with borrowing, 

Or caidesse Hue vpon thy purses spending : 

Or daily put thee off with mocrowing, 

Tm want do make thee wearie of thy lendhig, 

TbcB in the care of better thrifts commending. 

Shake off a variet hi his villany, 

And hold him for an inward enemy. 

Bat leaobig more of friends, or foes to speake, 
The one too fewe, the other all to many : 
So many friends, thdr friendships daily breake, 
That fewe are fidthfriQ, if that fewe be any : 
Tbe Sonne so soone, the painted foot wOl tawny. 
Tlmt he that hath the world well ouergone, 
FIndes foes too many, friends, but fewe or none. 

But when thou wilt a seruant fitly chuse, 
Hane great regard vnto his quahtie : 
XjeaX ladfie of care, thy kindnes do abuse : 
AHow noooonterfeit formaMe ; 
No prigging theft, nor prodigalide. 



No pot companion, nor no prating knaue. 
Nor lasie Rascall, nor vnoomdy slaue. 

No slouen, sluggard, nor sheep-biter dogge. 
Nor wencher, night-walker, nor game player : 
No leering copes-mate, nor no grunting hogge ; 
No lyar, swearer, brabbler, no way layer : 
No aawde lester, nor [no] soothsayer. 
No daintie tooth, nor double diligence ,* 
Nor hfan that hath a world wide oonsdence. 

But sober, honest, wittie, thiiftie, kinde. 
Good shape, good fi^oe, expert, and laborous 
Good hand, good heart, good spirit, ft good minde, 
Discreetly careftill, but not oouetous : 
Faithftdl and firme, in perfect truths approuing. 
And think that seruant kindly worth the louing. 

Now if thy seruant vnawares offend, 
In secret giue him reprehension : 
But if you see he care not to amend. 
Nor of aduice take better apprehension, 
Mistrust his spirit of some ill faitentkm. 
Away with him, and tume him to diq;raoe. 
And seeke to put a better in his place. 

But last of an, and not the least in charge, 
I wish thee looke into thy loues consort : 
For when the heart hath left the eye at large, 
Virnm oommaunds where Cupid scales the fort : 
As all too many, all too true report 
Be careftill therefore in thy thoughts affection. 
That they be gouem'd by a good direction. 

Beautie with vertnet honour ioynd with kindnesse. 
Wit with some wealth, and person without pride : 
True noWenesae, without ambitious blindnesse, 
Faire haird, straight bodied, sweet countenance, and 

dearedde; 
A sptoit where no poison doth abide. 
Where these sweet birds do all in one bush sing. 
Who would not spend his life in such a spring ? 

But if she be ilfruiour^d, blind and old, 
A prattle basket, or an idle slut : 
A sleepie huswife, or a hatefiill sooU. 
Or such a sparrow as will not keepe cut : 
SpoOe not thy teeth with craddng such a nut. 
For hi the world there is no greater hdl. 
Then m a house with such a hagge to dwell. 

Or if complexion with condition meete, 
A Croklon sangmne, and a cuirish nature : 
A minde that treads good manners vnder feete, 
A sorrdl foretop, and a sowish feature : 
God blesae thee sonne, frx>m sudi a wicked creature. 
And let thee rather leade a single life, 
Then kill thy sdfe, to line with such a wife. 
Leame then to chuse the best, and leaue the worst. 
And chusing well, make much of such a choise : 
And thou shalt see while other line accurst. 
Thy heart and soule shatt inwardly rdoyoe : 
Oh heartie tone, is sudi a hcaa'nly ^'oy^' 
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As he that know h, or doth IdDdty henre h, 
Wm finde no muiolBe fai the worid oome wmn it 

But I will leaue thee to the heau'ns direction, 
Beseeching God of his high heanenly giaoe : 
To settle so the care of thy affection, 
It take no roote hi an vnworthy place : 
But that a viigins eye, and Angeb face. 
So make thee kyfull of thy happie diaine. 
That &nde bound, would not be free agaSne. 

But that this course, and euerie other care, 

May purchase and continue thy content : 

And that thy soule may liuo^ where vcrtnoi are. 

The happie soules eternaU i 

To him that £ram*d the highest i 

Thy heart and soule hi loue all humbly bow, 

And to his win. thy seniioe truly vow. 

At motne, at noone» at etteaing, day, and ttigfat. 

Vnto his merde do oonfette thy sin : 

And begge of hhn, to deare thy Minded aigfat. 

And teadi thy spirit how it nay begin 

To finde the way that giadoos lone may wfn. 

Pray, weepe and cry, vntiU thou hast obtained 

Into his aeruioe to be entertained. 

And when thoa fbeTst the spirit of that grace 
That rules the heau'ns, come downe into thy hart : 
And so thy thoughts in order all to plaoe. 
That vertne to dispose of euery part : 
When thus thou feelest that thou blessed art, 
Pray for oontinuanoe of that comfbrta bUne, 
That keepea the soule, it cannot go atttoae. 

And when thou fod'st the hiatUng of that sinne. 
That long misled, that moumfiall souk of thine : 
And the true way of grace art enirad in. 
That doth the soule to sacred looeenoline, 
And doth assure thee of the looe diuine. 
Then let thy heart, thy mUnde. and spirit sing. 
An Hallehiiah to thy heauenly Kbig. 

B^gfai with glory to hit maieatle^ 
Plooeed with glorie to hia holy nane : 
Coatfaiue gkMTie to his Deitle, 
And end with glorie to hia worthy fhoie : 
And endlessa be the glorie of the saaae. 
Begin, proceed, co nt i nu e, end hia story. 
With beghinliy, neucr endii^ glory. 

O highest glory, in the heau'ns abooe, 
O brightest glory, of the heau'ns bdwQe : 
O purest glory, before heau'ns to prone, 
O blessed glory, aboue heau'ns to Unm : 
O loudy glory, that all loue doth mono. 
O gradouB glory, that an graee begfaineth, 
O gtorious glory, that aU glofy winneth. 



^Inia my deare i 
And sing faituM 



\ itito Ood ny Lord, 
a'MnayiQ)rtoheat*< 



And let thy tongue, thy iMMt, and iiMla iiodavd, 
To ciiannt it out wfih waA a SaytaSk obeare^ 
That heau'ns oMiy see. thou bokl'st their i 
And thy true &ith may m thy spirit pfouc. 
The lining oomfort of thy heau'n|y love. 

But if thou doost not seme thy God aright. 

And humbly feaie his holy maiestf e : 

Thy clearest day wffl tume to darksome lUght. 

Thy wealth to want, thy wit to vanitie : 

TUne ease to paine^ ioy to < 

Thy sweetest moricke to a i 

Thy life to death, thy hope of heaiMiio belL 

For though a whfle he suffer thee to thihie. 

And finde on earth a fiaynM paradica : 

Yet death wiU come, who qukkly win daprina. 

The sences of fhe pleasures of thine eies : 

Wherein th' iUusfon of thy spfait Ues. 

And thou wflt be within thy soule so tome. 

As thou wouldst wish, thou neuer hadst bin bome. 

A world of woes wiU osMrwbdine thy heait. 
And fearefiin dnamea aftfght thee in the a|ght : 
A thousand tormentt wiU enotase thy aaitit ; 
And dreadiuU visions wiU thy soule al&|gfat : 
Thou Shalt be bard from the eteman Uglit. 
And in the darknesse. where aU horrors dwdl. 
Thy soule shatt hurae hi fwfrlasting heU. 

Where thou shalt see the miter-minded-dogge. 

Frie in the furnace of his molten gold : 

The ghmon monster, and die drunken hogge. 

Gnawfaig then- bones, with hunger, thirat, and oold : 

The murtherer in paines not to be told. 

The teacher ao bedaghl in I 

As kUls his soule to see his I 



The tyrant tortured with thoae vgly spirits, 
That fed his humor with the thirst of blood : 
The traitor foUow'd with those hungry ferits. 
That only fed vpon the poysned food 
Of damnM Booles, that neuer did man good. 
The theefe tormented with the shamdessf Iyer. 
The swearos ttouth, an in a flame of lyer. 

The pander and the wicked paiaiitek 

Shan sup the broath of heDbh beastnnene : 

The heretULe in wilfuU oueraight. 

Shan feed vpon the froth of foolishnesse : 

Boyld hi the fire of aU mf aithfulnesse. 

The Atheist so shaB fede Gods veugeanoe on him. 

That aU the plagues of hen shaU UJX vpon hiid. 

The vniust ludge, at least if there be any. 

The bribing cUent of ffl consdenoe : 

The periur'd witneala whereof are too i 

The plotting pate of ainiiin peetUame ; 

The wrothiun spirit of hnpaitfaaee : 

An these Shan iustly aU their ( 

But God blesse thee from aeaing of thm tl|8M. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE MOTHERS BLESSING. 



II 



Bttlf thoB rightly aerae U^ Lonl aad God. 
A»d daj and bonre do sue to hin Ibc gnoe : 
When fiuthfoE Thith this world hath Ottstrod* 
Thf souk shall flye vmo a fiuror place ; 
Wtae thoa Aak aae thy Saniour in the fins ; 
Asd in that lEMo. tlMi onotetiiig Mm, 
UwlddithofwightfwwiaofaftglMyis. 

Then shah thoo see fr5 hie the day-light springing, 
WUch dariraomt night hath neuer power to shade : 
There shalt thoa heare the Sahits and Angels singings 
And aH their ditties to his glory made ; 
There shah thou feele the ioyes that neuer fiiide. 
There aiiall thy soole more perfect ioyes posaesse, 
Then toQgne, or heart, or spirit, can expcesse. 

There shalt thou see the hoonteoos richly crowned. 
The gntioas Prince in Algols I 



The wrtoous sooUiers with the Saints 1 
The lodge of laaikek in high honor ptaosd : 
The feithM wttnea, in Ttathes fenonr graeed. 
The riigins singing, in the Angels q[«ier. 
How patient hopes into their hean'n aspire. 

There shalt thott fede the blessed ioy of penee. 
Wherein the life of holy loue doth rest : 
There shah thou heare the Mnsiche neoor oease, 
Where Angds ▼oyces eoer are adrest, 
in their best tones, to sound his glory best. 
Where eueiy one a blessed part doth beare, 
God blesae thee sonne, to set them eoer there. 

Awum, 



FINIS. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Page 4: Episrut-DBDicATOST to M. Thomas 
RowB. ... He was only son of Robert Rowe of 
London, Merchant, by Eleanor, dangfater of Robert 
Jcraiy, Eaq., who mairied, secondly. Sir Richard Ber- 
keley of Stoke, GifTord, co. Gtouoester, Kt. He was 
afterwards knighted, and became Chancellor of the 
Order of the Garter, etc He was of Butwick, 00. 
Northampton, and of Woodford, ca Essex, and was 
n member of the Privy CoondL HU Wm. daled 8tb 
July 1644, was proved x6th Maxdi 16467. His wffe 
was Eleanor, d. of Sir Thomas Care of Hynford, ca 
Northampton, who survived him nnf!l 1675* ^^ ^'^ 
no iasne. ' Bartley ' is the somewhat odd spelling of 
* Berfcdey it will be observed. 



P. 4 : To IBB Rbadbi, L xok *singU veru* • 
: 1. 13, ' censures ' » Judgments. 



P. 5. ooL a, L 6, 'ilAf RpUurum euiU* s fleshly in- 
the 'Vulgar Error' concerning Epi- 
( : L 7, *irmiW » drivdl, slaver : L 98, ' GaumUt' 
1 : 1. 35, ' Ptriis ' sferrets. So p. xo^ coL a, 
1.36. 

P. 6, coL X, L 5, ' Pktmix:' so spelled also in p. 9, 
ooL X. 1. 8: L xo^ 'JUard-mami* s shepherd : L 13, 
'AicTHy' s dieering, applauding : L x6, jmimt tur' ss 
be ftmnd : 1. 53, ' Comri it' s frequent the Court : coL 
a, L 3, 'SJka/i' ssci ti bow, f.#. an arrow— a com- 
mon sport: «»., 'BomU:* either s rolling ball as in 
, or a> bowl (for drink) : «»., * Di€* ^ dice: 



1. 7, 'kad I wisL* See Gk>8SBrial Index. j.v., for this 
recurring phrase : L X5, * sauu' = bless. See Memorial- 
IntToduction for a capital Scottish illustration of this : 
L ^, 'iS9'— misprinted 'do:' L 4a, ' rvn^iMM '— such 
was the contemporary q>dliDg. See also p. xx, coL s, 
Li. 

P. 7; eol. X, L xo, 'iffaafCf/Qpr' s contemptuous 
treatment. The ' fig' symbolised a great many thiogs 
in carfy times. See Memorial-Introduction. L 13, 
' ^mt/ ' ss ckiwnish fellow: ik,, 'Morris daumei* ^ 
Moorish danoe: coL a, L xa, '/mum' awidier-woric 
cage or coop: L xy, * kammers in thy head,* See 
Glossarial Index, j.v. : L 49, 'omtrfawmd' s exoes^ 
sively &wned on : L 51, ' mimiom ' » fiivonrite (deterio- 
rated since) : L 54, '^(WNf' = slattern. 

P. 8, coL X, L a, * /tints ' =s feignings— misprinted 
' Saints :' L 4, ' Swistr* — qu. foreign meroeoary soldier 
or Switxer? ik,, * swiii' ^ vnah-^fmne drink: L 7, 
'jla/j«r/' = halberd: i^„ ' ^/' « bill-hook : I 17, 
MachiniU* » Machiavelli : 1. a8, * president* s pre- 
cedent : I. 45, ' hackney lade* = hired mare, with equi- 
voque: 1. 49, *spiaU* = spy : L 50, '/nw#' = creepiitg, 
crawling, vermin-like character: 1. 5a, *rmds4y*^ 
rudesby, «./. rude person : otA. a, 1. 40b ^(i^fecHng* = 
choosing. 

P. 9, coL X, L xo, ' jMMttfff/' as flattering : ih,, 
*Jleering* ss ^ftesmg : L xx, *caffing* 5= standing cap 
in hand, obsequious : 1. xa, * eoileging* =s colleague- 
ing : L 40b ' morrcwing* s giving the ' good morrow ' 
or early morning calls : 1. 49^ ' tawny* s embrown : 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



col. 3. 1. 4, ' wencher ' » lioentious person : ik., * night- 
walker' s prostitute : L 5, ' coftpmaU ' a associate : 
1. 6, '^mM/rr* s wrangler : 11. x»-x5: this stanza is 
one line less than the others : L xx, * laioroms* s transi- 
tion form of ' laboriocis : ' 1. 40, ' keepe cut' » Puden- 
dum : 

Come forth, thou qocM I como forthe, thoti tcolde ! 

Come forthe, thou doveyn I com forthe, thoti ilntte ! 
We shal thee teche with cerys cokle 

A lytyl bettyr to kepe thi Kutte. 

CmmOiy MyxttrUs, p. 318 (See Wrigkt. t.vj 



I. 45, ' Croiiom :' probably a misprint : L 47, 'sarrtlif 
s a bock in its third year : qn. — ' foretop ' s cackoM ? 
ib., * Mwisk'* B transition form of ' swfau^* 



P. zo, ooL X, L I, 'krnem* s [doth] know: ooL a. 
1. iz, 'quell' squill or reed souadinff sadly: L 45. 
* <m4rsigkt*^So 'over-sen* « deoetved— deeper than 
our ' oversight * » inadvertent neglecL 

P. IX, col d, I. I. *rencwmid,' Cf. p. 6. ooL s. 1. 
43.— O. 
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NOTE. 

I AM indebted to Frederic Ouvry, Esq., President of the Society of 
Antiquaries of London, for the use of his unigiu exemplsur of * The Pas- 
sionate Shepheard.' It was formerly in the possession of Mr. J. Payne 
Collier, and is carefully described in his * Bibliographical Account* (f.«.). 
I appreciate Mr. Ouvry's kindness all the more that he has himself just 
reprinted the book, in a (nearly) facsimile edition of 50 copies, for his 
friends. As usual, our text follows the original in all fidthfulness, except 
in such printer's errors as are pointed out in the Notes and Illustrations. 
By a careful coHation of the original, these printet's errors^ which are all 
repeated in Mr. Ouvry*s reproduction somewhat puzzlingly to the reader, 
as well as the following slight oversights, have been corrected : — 

Page 6, ooL a. Put 3, L 7, ' bee' is printed 'he.' 
M 9, Sonet X, coL a, 1. z, ' sounded ' is printed ' founded : ' L ao, ' mine ' 

with < m * in original turned upside down is printed ' wine : * 

1. 40, ' rusty ' is printed ' rastye.' 
„ 13, ooL a, L 1, 'doste' is printed *dost.' 

On the name * Bonerto * « Bretono, /./. [Nicholas] Breton, see our 
Memorial-Introduction. — G. 
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THE 

PASSIONATE 

SHEPHEJRD, 

OR 

The Shepheardes Loue : set downe in 

Passions to his Shepheardesse 
Aglaia. 

With many excellent conceited Poems and plea- 
sant Sonnets, fit for young heads to passe away 
idle haures. 




LONDON 

Imprinted by E. Allde, for lohn Tappe, and are to 

bee solde at his Shop, at the Tower- Hill 

neere the Bul-warke Gate. 

I 604. 
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Boner to the faithfull Shepheardj to A^ 

glaia his faire Shepheardesse, wisheth more 

wealth than the Sheepes-wooU, and a 

better Garland then the 
Bay-leafe. 

FAire Shepheardesse, pardon your poore Swaine, who seeing the faint feeding of his pyening 
flock and hopeles to recouer the droping Lambes of his best folde, knowing such to be 
the diuine Nature of your vertue, as wil suffer nothing to perish, that you are able to preseme : 
doth beseech you after letting of the bloud in the head vaine, to giue the for the heart sicknesse 
a little grazing in the groud of your least grace, in which prospering (by your Ceuioor) they shal 
Hue but to your seruice ; which being the best cause of their breeding, I leaue them to the sweet 
imployment of your pleasures, & so in the naked sence of a sincere truth, resting the comfort of 

your kinde vnderstanding I humbly take 
my leaue. 

Your poore Shephard 
Benerlo. 
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Pajiorall Verfes written by the She- 

pheard Bonerto, to his beloued She- 
pheardesse Aglaia. 



Pastor Primus. 

' I ^Hii mee all yee shepheards swaines. 
I On Mintruas Mountaine plaines : 
'' Yee that ondy sit and keepe 

Ftodoes (bat of the Cairest sheepe) 

Did you see this blessM day, 

Faire Aglaia waDce this way? 

If yee did oh tell me then, 

If yne bee true meaning men : 

How shee fiveth with her health, 

AH the world of all your wealth : 

Say a truth, and say no more : 

Did yee ener see before, 

Such a shepherdesse as shee ? 

Can there such another bee? 

Ener did your eies beholde, 

Piearles, or pretious stones in golde, 

Or the Starres in Pheebus skies, 

Sparkle like her sonny eyes? 

Doe but truth, and truth confesse : 

Is she not that shepheardesse. 

That in state of beauties stay, 

Caries all the praise away? 

Tell me truly, shepehard, tell. 

On your plaines did euer dwdU, 

Sncii a pecreles paragon, 

For pure eyes to looke vpon? 

Oh die chaste commaunding Idndnes, 

That disswades aifection's blindenes \ 

Settes it not your hearts on fire? 

Yet fofbiddes yee to aspire. 

Doth it not coniure your senoes, 

That yee fidl not in offences? 

Hath shee not that wit diuine. 

That doth all your wittes refine. 

And doth limite loue his measure, 

That he purchase no displeasure. 



Hath shee not your spiritt wrought. 
In obedience to her thought. 
Where your hearts vnto her eye, 
In a kinde of Simpathie, 
Frame the best conceited fashion. 
Of a blessM Uutcie's passion. 
Which may neuer passe that ace, 
lliat may keepe you in her grace? 
O yee truest harted creatures I 
In the truest kindest uatures 
Who, when all your thought assemble. 
Neuer doe in one dissemble : 
In loue*s beauties honour's laoe. 
Let A%UUa be your grace. 

Past a. 

Sihian Muses can yee sing. 
Of the beautie of the spring? 
Haue yee scene on earth that Sunne, 
That a heauenly course hath runne? 
Hane yee liu'd to see those eyes ? 
Where the pride of beautie lies, 
Haue yee heard that heauenly voice. 
That may make loues heart rdoyce ? 
Haue yee scene Agfaia, shee 
Whome the world may ioy to see. 
If yee haue not seene all these? 
Then yee doe but labour leese, 
While 3ree tune your pipes to play. 
But an idle Roundelay. 
And in sad discomfort's denne : 
Euerie one goe bite her penne : 
That shee cannot reach the skUl, 
How to clime that blessM hilL 
Where Agiaiae's prayses dwell 
Whose exceedings doe ezcell. 
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And in simple tnitb oonfesse. 

Shoe is that laire Shepheardesse, 

To whome fairest flockes a fielde, 

Doe their seroioe duely yeelde : 

On whome neuer Muse hath gaxM. 

But in musing is amasM ; 

Where the honour is to much, 

For their highest thoughtes to touch. 

This confetse, and get yee gone, 

To your places euery one. 

And in silence onely speake 

When yee find your speech to weake. 

BlessM be Aglaia yet, 

Though the Muses die for it 

Come abroad you blessM Muses, 

Yee that Pallas chiefly choses. 

When shee would commend a creature. 

In the honour of loues nature. 

For the sweet Aglaia faire, 

All to sweeten all the ayre : 

Is abroad this blessM day. 

Haste yee therefbre, come away : 

And to kill Loue's Maladies, 

Meete her with your Melodies. 

Flora hath bin all about, 

And hath brought her wardrope om ; 

With her fiurest sweetest flowers. 

All to trimme vp all jrour Bowers. 

Bid the Shepheards and their Swaynes 

See the beautie of their plaines. 

And oommaund them with their flockes 

To doe reuerence on the rockes. 

Where they may so happie be 

As her shadowe but to see. 

Bidde the Birdes in euery bosh, 

Not a bird to be at hush : 

But to sit, chirip, and sing. 

To the beautie of the spring. 

Call the silnan Nimphes together. 

Bid them bring their musickes hither. 

Trees, their barky silence breake, 

Cncke yet though they cannot speake. 

Bid the purest whitest Swanne. 

Of her feathers make her fionne : 

Let the Hound the Hare goe chase, 

Lambes and Rabbets runne at bace. 

Flies be daundng in the Sunne : 

While the Silke-wormes webbes are spunne. 

Hange a fish on euerie hooke. 

As shee goes along the brooke : 

So with all your sweetest powers, 

Entertaine her in your bowers. 

Where her eare may ioy to heare. 

How yee make your sweetest quire : 

And in all your sweetest vaine. 

Still Aglaia strike the straine. 

But when shee her walke doth tume. 

Then begin as fiut to moume : 



All your flowers and Garlands wither. 
Put irp ill your pipes together : 
Neuer strike a pleasing straine 
Till shee come abrode againe. 

Past 3. 

Who can Ihie in heart so s^. 

As the menie oountrie lad ? 

Who Tpon a faire greene balktt 

May at pleasures sit and walke ? 

And amidde the Axure skies. 

See the morning Sunne arise? 

While hee heares in euery spring. 

How the Birdes doe cfairpe and sing : 

Or, before the houndes in crie. 

See the Hare goe stealing by : 

Or along the shallow brooke. 

Angling with a baited hooke : 

See the fishes leape and play. 

In a blessM Sunny day : 

Or to heare the Partridge call, 

Till shee haue her Couye all : 

Or to see the subtill foze. 

How the villaine plies the box : 

After feeding on his pray. 

How he closely sneakes away, 

Through the hedge and downe the furrow. 

Till he geets into his burrowe; . 

Then the Bee to gather honey. 

And the little blacke-haird Cony, 

On a banke for Sunny place. 

With her fore-feete wash her fisoe : 

Are not these with thousandes moe. 

Then the Courts of Kinges doe knowe ? 

The true pleasing spirits sights. 

That may breede true loues deligfates. 

But with all this happinesse. 

To beholde that Shepheardesse, 

To whose eyes all Shepheards yeelde. 

All the fairest of the fielde. 

Faire Aglaia in whose face, 

Lines the Shepheard's highest Graoe : 

In whose worthy wonder praise. 

See what her true Shepheazd sales. 

Shee is neither proude nor fine. 

But in spirit more diuine : 

Shee can neither lower nor leere. 

But a sweeter smiling cheere : 

She had neuer painted face. 

But a sweeter smiling grace : 

Shee can neuer loue dissemble. 

Truth doth so her thoughts assemble. 

That where wisdome guides her will, 

Shee is kind and constant still, 

All m summe she is that creature, 

Of that truest comfortes Nature, 

That doth shewe (but in exoeedliitg<es) 

How their pnUses had their breedings : 
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Let then poetts fiuae their pleasure. 


Not a truth but doth display. 


la tbdr fictions of loue's treasure : 


All the Chesse in battaile ray : 


Proud high spirits seeke their graces. 


Where the princely eye may see : 


In their IdoU painted &oes : 


How they aU in order bee. 




King and Queene, Knight, Bishop. Rooke : 


In affections humblenesse. 


And the Pawne his place hath tooke. 


Vnder heau'n no happhies 


BlessM cheeke, the sweetest chaine, 


Seekes but in this Shepheaidesie. 


Of affections sweetest vaine: 


For whose salce I say and sweare. 


What can sweetest iudgements say. 


By the passions that I beare. 


But thou cariest sweete away? 


HadlgotaKingUegrace, 


Prettie cheeke, in whose sweet pit, 


I wouid leane my Kinglie place: 


Loue would line and die to sit. 


And in heart be truelie glad : 


Let mee tbinke no more on thee. 


To become a Country Lad. 


Thou hast too much wounded me : 


Hard to lie, and goe full bare. 


And that skarre rpon thy throate. 


And to feede on hungry fare : 




So I might but hue to bee, 


Let me chide, yet with that stay, 


Where I might but sit to see. 


That did weare the skinne away : 


Once a day, or all day long, 


But alas shall I goe k>wer, 


The sweet subiect of my song : 


In sweet similies to showe her? 


In Aglaiais onely eyes, 


When to touch her praises tittle. 


An my worldly paradise. 


Nature's sweetnes is to little : 




Where each Sinow, Limme and ioynt. 


A Solemne long enduring 


Perfect shape in euery point. 
From corruptions eye concealed. 


JPiusion* 


But to vertue loue reuealed. 




Binde my thoughts to silence speaking. 


Fast 4. 


While my hart must lye a breaking. 


Pttrarcke, in his thoughts diuine. 


^llTEarie thonghu doe waite ^pon me 
V V Griefe hath to much ouer gone me 


Tasso in his highest line. 


Ariostcfs best inuention. 


Time doth howerly ouei^toyle me. 


DanU's best obscur'd intenlkm. 


While deepe sorrowes seeke to spoile me 


Quid in his sweetest vaine : 


Wit and sences all amaxM, 


Pastor Fidos purest straine. 


In their Graces ouer gazM : 


With the finest Poet's wit. 


In exceeding torments tell me. 


That of wonders euer writ : 


Neuer such a death befell mee^ 


Were they aU but now aline. 


Loue, oh life of more tormenting, 


And would for the Garland striue, 


Then the work! bath inuenting. 


In the gratious praise of loue. 


ff ener ceisd Tpon a Greatnre» 


Heere they might their passions prooue. 




On such excellences grownded ; 


Not with Vemns idle itdiing, 


That their wittes would be confounded. 


Mor with vaine affectes bewitohing : 


And in enuie at my grace. 


But with wit and reason's seeing, 


To beholde this blessM &oe : 


Nature's beauties sweetest being : 


Finding all their wittes too weake, 


Time and truth on earth declaring, 


Of her wonder worth to speake. 


Excellence hath no comparing. 


In a fretting humor'd vaine. 


Not a Haire but hath in holding. 


Runne into their graues againe. 


Honora hart, in loues beholding : 


But aye me ! what inward wound. 


Not an eye. but in her gUmnces, 


Laies my comforts all a ground ? 


Giaoeth leason in Loms traimoes, 


Absence, oh that word of woe. 


Not a looke but hath in loving, 


That too ncere the heart doth goe : 




When the eye cannot bchoMe, 


Not a worde, but in connunmding, 


That the spirit hath in holde. 


Daunteth folly from demanndfaig. 


Loue must liue and looke a farre. 


Not a lippe, but makes the Chenria^ 


In a dreame vpon a stane : 


Onely held a piettie Benrie : 


But indeed beholde no light : 


Not a breath that wAly Uowiea, 


In darke absence onely night : 




But what haue I said? aye me 1 
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In the darkest night I see : 


In the stormes and bitter blastcs. 


Sight of absence such a presence 


Where the skie all ouercasts. 


Of Mineruas excellence. 


In the coldest frost and snowe. 


In loue's lining memorie, 


That the earth did euer knowe : 


That the light can neuer die. 


Let me sit and bite my thumbes. 


No, first die all Poetts' loue, 


Where I see no comfort comes. 


Ere faith such a fiction prooue. 


All the sorrowes I can prooue. 


In obliuious light to place, 


Cannot put me from my loue. 


Such a blessed starre of grace : 


Tell me that thou art content, 


As in bright Aglaiae's eyes, 


To beholde me passion rente. 


Shewes an earthly paradise. 


That thou know'st I deerely k>ue thee. 


If my Suite be not too great. 


Yet withall it cannot mooue thee. 


Thus much let thy swaine entreate : 


That thy pride doth growe so great. 


Where no colde suspect can harme thee, 


Nothing can thy gra'^ intreate. 


Looke into my bearte and wanne thee. 


That thou wilt so cruell bee. 


Turne my Musicke to thy minde. 


As to kill my loue and mee : 


Let it know no other kinde. 


That thou wilt no foode reserue. 


Breake my pipe if that it play, 


But my flockes and I shall sterue. 


Other then the rounddelay. 


Be thy rage yet nere so great, 


Cut my throate if that I sing, 


When my little Lambes doe bleate. 


But vnto thy fauour's string. 


To beholde their Shepheard die : 


Neuer grace my lonely flocke. 


Then wiU truth her passion trie. 


But vpon the blessed rocke, 


How a Hart it selfe hath spent. 


Where thy Grace may giue them feeding, 


With concealing of content. 


And thy blessing all their breeding. 




I haue neither Plummes nor Cherries, 


Past. 5. 


Nuttes, nor Aples, nor Straw-berries ; 


Pinnes nor Laces, Pointes nor glooes. 


Now witts prooue what yee can doe, 


Nor a payre of painted Doues : 


I haue worke to set yee to : 


Shuttle-Cocke nor tnmdle ball, 


That will trie the Quintessence 


To present thy loue with all : 




But a heart as true and kinde. 


Tis no dreadefiill Tragoedy, 


As an honest faithfull minde 


Nor no pleasant Comosdie, 


Can deuice for to inuent. 


Tis no fiction of a fancy. 


To thy patience I present : 


Nor a furie of a franxie. 


At thy fairest feete it lies : 


But a subject of that worth. 


Blesse it with thy blessed eyes : 


That must bring strange wonders foorth. 


' Take it vp into thy handes. 


Yet take heede to flye to high. 


At whose onely grace it standes. 


Least you lose your winges thereby. 


To be comforted for euer, 


Keepe your compasse in that care. 


Or to looke for comfort neuer : 


That doth onely truth dedaie. 


Oh it is a strange affecte. 


Where in safety of conceite, 


That my fande doth effect. 


Yee may winne your honor's height 


I am caught and can not start. 


There if ye haue power to finde. 


Wit and reason, eye and heart : 


Prayses in their purest kinde : 


All are witnesses to mee, 


In Aglaias blessM name. 


Loue hath swome me slaue to thee. 


Worke to winne your worthy fiune. 


Let me then be but thy slaue. 


Seeke not out for Similes, 


And no further fiauour crane : 


Least yee doe your labour leese. 


Send mee foorth to tende thy flocke, 


And for figures neuer take them. 


On the highest Mountaine rocke. 


Least shee doe but Ciphers make them. 


Or commaund me but to goe, 


And for substance troely founded. 


To the valley grownd belowe : 


Loue will in her Grace be grounded. 


AU shall be a like to me. 


But if hi heigh Contemplation 


Where it please thee I shall bee. 


Of your senoe's Admiration, 


Let my figure be what thou wilt : 


Yee do finde hi strange ooniectnie. 


Saue my life, or see it spUt 


Reasons wonders Architecture : 


Keepe lasting on thy Mountaine : 


In a frame of such a lashion. 


Charge me not come neere thy Foimtaine. 


As doth plundge the hart in passion. 
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In 

How to &U vpon vnfolding. 

Then in atlenoe set it downe. 

Of the UcsaM Lawrell crowne : 

Let Aglaia take the grace. 

Where the graces haue their place. 

And in fine let this suffise yee. 

That I kindely doe aduise yee, 

How so ere yee are conceited, 

Thns let all your Cares be straited. 

Moone not from her, nor yet moooe her, 

Loue but doe not say yee loue her : 

So that passions sweetly wittie. 

May in patience best haue pittie : 

So line happie to attend her, 

But if neede? yee must commend her. 

To this counte your prayses call : 

In her selfe, her selfe is alL 

Sundry sweet Sonnets and Passio- 
naUd Poems, 

A farewell to the world and the 

pleasures thereof. 
Sonet I. 

NOw for the last fiurewell I meane to make, 
To all the troubles, of my tir6d thought : 
This leane at last, and this last leaue I take. 
Of some and all that haue my sorrowe sought. 

First yoath Ceurewell the fore Runner of wit, 
A time more staide, bath taught me better stages. 
Then where repentance doth with sorrowe sit. 
To shew the mines of vnbridled Ages. 

Next ferewell Beautie, thou bewitching glasse. 
That bfind'st the eye, of all nnseason'd seeing : 
Mine eye now sees, wherein my blindnesse was, 
I oould not see my blindnesse in thy being. 

FUendship fivewell, where foith doth finde no trust. 
For men are Monsters, and then what are women ? 
Experience now prooues ludgement was vniust. 
Where wit was folly, that made slaues of free-men. 

And loue farewell, the Laborinthe of time, 
Which killes the spirits with continuall care, 
I now hane found the Snaile out by his slime, 
And will not come, where such slye creeper s are. 

And power fiuvwell, the perill of conceite, 
Where pride is hellish in impatience : 
Strong is my weakenes, that now bids me waJte, 
But on the blessing of obedience. 

And hope fiuewell, the weakest holde of wit. 
That eoer hdp't, the heart to happinease : 

49 



For wisdome's care, that well hath sounded it, 
Findes it a flatterer but of idlenes. 

And &rewell fortune, the moste idle fiction. 
That euer fancy laide her labour on : 
Truth, against whome there is no contradiction, 
Showes one of force, but fortune there is none. 

And arte fiEurewell, the onely woe of wit. 
That beates the Anuile of a busy braine. 
With simple skill I now had rather sit 
Then work for grace, and other get the gaine. 

And farewell time, that neuer giuest rest. 
Vnto the body or the spirits paine : 
Etemall blisse, hath so my spirite blest, 
I will not barken vnto time againe. 

And forewell all that may be bid farewell. 
Within this world of wretchednes and woe : 
My spirit seekes but only there to dwell. 
Where puer truth doth no corruption knowe. 

A Gowne of Veluet and a chalne of pearle. 
Shall now bewitche mine eyes with folly gazes 
When vndemeatb, an idle headed girle, 
May feede the minde, but with dishonor's mases. 

The seate of power too neere the Sin of pride. 
Shall with Ambition, not infect my minde : 
A ioyiiill peace, within my soule hath tride, 
The sweetest life is in the meane to finde. 

The filM tongue of fayning eloquence : 
Shall now no more abuse my simple trust : 
In yea and nay, I finde that excellence. 
Where perfect iudgements cannot prooue vniust. 

The sound of warre shal not inchaunt mine ear 
With honour's musicke, to abuse my heart : 
The blessM peace, that patient spirits beare. 
In heauenly consortes haue no bloudy parte. 

The long delaying studdie of the lawe. 
Shall beate no hammers in my wearie braine. 
Nor loose my Come in striuing for a strawe. 
But keepe my right, & hate a wrongfull gaine. 

The greedie labours, of the grumbling Chuffe. 

I will not foUowe, for a rusty wealth : 

But in discretion thinke that worke enough. 

That doathes the flesh, and keepes the soule in health. 

And I wil leaue Court, Cittie, towne and fidde, 
Wanes, Lawe and tiaffique, poUyde and paine : 
And see what life the country loue will yedde. 
Where Shepheards keepe the flockes vpon the plaine. 

There will I sit and in the sacred senoe. 

Of heauenly vertues high instructions : 

Learae in Aglaias nature's excellence. 

Of Loue's oonoeites, to make the best ooostmctions. 

Where God alone shall in my soule be loued. 

And faithe's aflRsction in true ftoicy proued. 

B 
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Which done, my heart shall lie vpon my brest, 
That troth shall shewe the secret of my thoQgfat : 
Where patience prooues the spirit onely blest, 
That lookes at heauen and sets the world at nought. 

Thus will I sit, and set my pipe in tune, 
And plaie as merry as the day is long : 
And as in ApriH, so againe in lune, 
Fit both my spring, and haruest with a song. 

My Pipe shall bee but of a dainty reede, 
That growes within the Riuer of delight : 
Where euerie stop shall stand my heart in steed. 
To guide the splrrit of my musicke right. 

And for my ditties, they shall be diuine : 
When time shall onely on Aglaia rest, 
While fiftncy so shall euerie note refine. 
That euerie passion shall be well ezpresL 

And when the Musicke of my pipe is done. 
Then what is needefull to my flooke goe see : 
And firom the plant that prospers in the Sunne, 
Cut of the succors least ihey spoyle the tree. 

And then goe looke vnto the worme and file. 
That may annoy my T«ambkins, or their Dambes, 
And to each griefe such presente helpe apply, 
As may preserue the smallest of my Lambes. 

And if I see the Wolfe, the Brocke, the Foxe, 
Or any varmin stealing downe a furrowe : 
To make a praye among my prettie flocke, 
Send out my Dog, and beate him to his borough. 

And when I heaie the Nightingale recorde. 
The Musicke, wherein Nature pleasech Arte : 
To trie how loue can with her tune accorde, 
To sound the passions of a painting heaite : 

And when that shee her wariding Tnnnes doth ease, 
And shades her selfe from parching sommer's bcate. 
Then learne of her, how I may hoMe my peace. 
While lesser Birdes, the idle ayre doe beate : 

And when I sit vpon that sweetest mountaine, 
Where growes the grasse, that feedes my £sirest flockes, 
And there beholde, that Christall deerest fountaine. 
That sendes her streames distilling through the Rockes. 

And seeing there the heartes-ease growing by it. 
The onely flower of £EUDcie's best affection : 
And thinke how Nature in her pride doth die it : 
To put downe painting in her Arte's prefection. 

Then lift mine eye vnto that hande on high, 
That worketh all thinges by his holy will : 
And giue all glory to this Maiestie : 
Whose onely wisdome shewes all wonder skill 

Then on the earth fall humbly on my fooe, 
And pray to him that made both day and night : 
First to inspire me with his holy grace. 
And then to blesse me in AgUdtCt light 



And when I see the Ttees beginne to Bad, 
And euerye grasse, put foorth his fairest greane. 
And euerie Udde begin to chew the Cuddt, 
And Flora haunt it like a Medowe Queeae. 

And all the Muses, dresse vp all their bowers. 
And set their Consorts in so high a Key : 
As if they met in Musidce's sweetest powers. 
To play and sing some Princely Roundelay. 

Then still againe vnto my God on high, 

Giue all due prayse, who in his grace hath prooued, 

Aglaia blessM in his gratious eye : 

That so doth liue of Creatures all bdoued. 



77i€ discHpUcn and praise ofhufaireU 
Loue. 



V^ 



Sonet 2. 

rp on the Hill of happinesse. 

In beautie's Gratious hlessednes : 
Boneri0*s fairest Shepheardesse, 
In wisdome's hon<Mrs worthinesse : 
Aglaia lines, long may shee Hue, 
The worth that doth this wonder giue. 

An Eye in which fiure beautie's li^t. 
Hath none oiPkahu^ killing sight : 
But of a forre more heauenly Grace, 
To warme the heart, not bume the £ue : 
A fore-head that fiure fronte of bHsse, 
That shewes where beautie graodd is. 

A Haiie that holdes the heart's affections, 
Euen by the qre of lawe's directions : 
Which waning finely in the ayre. 
Describes the pride of Beauties fiure. 
While loue behoMes with vertue's eye. 
There doth not lye a hayre awiie. 

A cheeke the chaine of loue's best chamioe. 
That pkaseth passkm in his Tkaimce : 
A lii^ to kme, more Unddy sweete. 
Then Hiues where Hony-Bees do meete. 
A breath that so the ayre perfinnes, 
As all oonuptious senoe consumes. 

And for her teeth, no Granam studdes. 

Nor Uke the Knagges of Blacke-thotne l^ddes : 

But where conceites, axe Idndely met. 

Like Oriini Pearles» in Rubies leL 

And for a Toung in reason's sence^ 

The •Trumpet of trae eloquence. 

And for a wit in wisdome's will, 
So gouemdd with gracious skill : 
That Admiration best can tell. 
Where ezoellenoe doth trady dwelL 
And for a spirite to that wit : 
The wm-ld too weake to indge of it. 
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I speake not of inferioor psrtes. 
Nor of thdr prajses due deMrtet : 
I rather lone my thoughts to raise. 
To blessM spirits and their preyse. 
And where the best is set before : 
But name Aglaia and no more. 

But if I had the painter's Arte. 

To set a glasse on enery parte. 

Her necfce should seeme a piller fit. 

For to vpholde the state of wit. 

Wliose smoothnesse would amaae his sight : 

When be should sit to paint the white. 

Her Brestes should be those BaHes of bUase. 
That loue and beautie nener niisse. 
But if a stroke doe chaunoe to fiiU : 
The heart should answere for the balL 
While honor's eye should iudge the set, 
What loue may loose, and vertue get. 



Her aimes should be those AngeU bowes, 
That bless6d wisdome onely knowes : 
Her fingers, shaftes ; that where they light, 
Doe kill the eyes of idle sight : 
While honor so guides Nature's eye : 
There can no feather flye awry. 

Her belly should that mountaine be. 
That may put downe Parnassus hill : 
Where Pallas might reioyoe to see* 
The subiecu of her sweetest skill, 
While all her Muses might deuise. 
To judge of Nature's paradise. 

But for that Marke of Modesty. 
That sweares the silence of ooncdte : 
While that descretion's careful! eye, 
Is caried but to honor's height. 
A Moone Edtpsdd should deacrie. 
The dannger of a wicked Eye. 

Now for the nexte adioyning Limmes, 
Where strength and straigbtnes both agree. 
To showe how nature sweetely trimmes, 
All partes wherein her preyses be : 
Shook! SawtpsoH*s pillers figure plaine. 
How all Pkilistians should be slaine. 

Now for her kgges, her knees and feete, 
Which so euen carry euerie parte : 
That beautie, loue. and honor meete. 
To show the pride of Nature's arte : 
I would but as I saide before. 
But malce her picture and no more. 

But painting is too poore a skill, 
Where colours can but shadowe showe 
The Poet's wit too weake for will : 
To speake of that he doth not knowe, 
Whfle ondy Admiration 
Must make her dedaration. 



And how shall I then silly swaine, 
Onoe looke at such a pure aspect ? 
As but vertues gratious raine. 
My rudenes neuer would respect, 
But ratlier leaoe the lonely qiring. 
Then stay to heare the Shepheard sing. 

Alas I know not. this is all. 
I hope but from a hill of grace : 
When heauenly fistes will fiuiour &U, 
A gratious heart« a gatheriqg place; 
Where I some Utde cram shall finde. 
That may refresh a woeful minde. 

Till when, and then, and euermore, 
I will be but her Shepheard swaine ; 
And for my seruice seeke no more : 
But on P€tkar€s Mountaine plaine, 
I may one leaue my flocke to keepe. 
And folde my Lambes, and feede my sheepe. 

At Shearing time she shall commannd, 
The finest fleece of all my wooll : 
And if her pleasure but demaund, 
The fikttest from the leane to cull. 
She shall be mistresse of my store : 
Let mee alone to worke for more. 

My doake shall He vpon the ground, 
From wet and dust to keepe her feete : 
My pipe with his best measure's sound, 
Shall welcome her with musicke sweete. 
And in my skrippe, some cates at least : 
Shall bid her to a Shepheard's feast 

My staffe shall stay her, in her walke. 

My dog shall at her hedes attend her : 

And I will holde her with such talke, 

As I doe hope shall not ofifend her, 

My Eawes shall bleate, my Lambes shall play, 

To shew her all the sport they may. 

Why I will tell her twentie thinges, 
That I haue heard my mother tdl : 
Of plucking of the Buzzard's winges, 
For killing of her Cockerdl, 
And hunting Rainard to his denne, 
For fiighthig of her sitting Hen. 

How shee would say, when shee was young. 
That Louers were ashamde to lie : 
And truth was so on euerie tongue, 
That Loue ment naught but honestie. 
And Sirra (quoth shee) then to me 
Let eucr this thy lesson be. 

Looke when thou lonest, loue but one, 
And let her worthy be thy loue : 
Then loue her in thy heart alone, 
And let her m thy passions prooue, 
Aglaia all that in thy minde, 
Widun thy heart her loue shall finde. 
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And as shee bad, I hane obeyed, 
I loue in heart but one alone : 
Whose wocthines my wits dismaid, 
In finding such a worthy one. 
As in Aglaia all doth prooue, 
All under heauen my only loue. 

And in that loue to Hue and die, 
And die, but in that loue to line : 
And loue that cannot line to lie, 
Shall for my truth this wairant giue : 
My life or death, to saue or lose, 
Shall in her loue be to dispose. 

Her eyes shaU be my Sunne to guide me, 
Her hand shall holde me by the hearte. 
Her censure onely shall decide me : 
What I protest in euerie parte. 
In heart to seme and loue her so, 
As vnder heauen to loue no moe. 

And if all this vrill not suffice, 
To make her knowe an honest care, 
Then shall shee see before her eyes, 
Of what true forces passions are. 
When silence discontent shall prooue. 
How death shall make an ende of loue. 

And yet before that finall hoore. 
Where passions play their latest parte. 
When sweetes are seuer'd, from their sower. 
While onely life is in the heart : 
The last effect of loue to trie, 
I will but make my will and die. 

And I will tell her such fine tales, 
As for the nonce, I will deuise : 
Of Lapwinges and of Nightingales : 
And how the Swallow feedes on flies. 
And of the Hare, the Fox, the Hound, 
The Pastor and the Medow ground. 

And of the springes, and of the wood. 
And of the Forrestes and the Deere, 
And of the riuers and the floods. 
And of the mirth and merrie cheere. 
And of the lookes and of the glaunces. 
Of Maides and young men in their daunoes : 

Of clapping handes. and drawing gloues, 
And of the tokens of loue's truth. 
And of the pretty Turtle Doues, 
That teach the billinge trickes of youth. 
And how they kindely ought to wooe, 
Before the tother thing they doe. 

Sonet. 3. 

Foolish loue is onely folly. 
Wanton Loue is too vnholly : 
Greedy loue is couetous, 
Idle loue is frhiolous. 



But the gnttious loue is it : 

That doth prooue the worth of wit. 

Beautie but decdues the eye, 
Flatterie leades the eare awrye : 
Welth doth but inchaunt the wit. 
Want the ouerthrowe of it. 
While in wisdome's worthy Giaoe, 
Vertue sees the sweetest laoe. 

There hath loue found out his life. 
Peace without all thought of strife : 
Kindenes in discretion's care. 
Truth that dearely doth declare. 
Faith doth in true fimcy prooue. 
Lust the eiccremente of loue. 

Then in faith my fancie see. 
How my loue may construM bee. 
How it growes, and what it sedces. 
How it lines, and what it likes. 
So in highest grace r^arde it, 
Or in lowest soome discarde it 



Stmet. 4. 

Tell mee, tdl mee pretty Muse, 
Canst thou ndther will nor chuse. 
But be busie with my braine. 
Still to put my wits to paine? 
Shall my heart within my brest, 
Neuer haue an hower of Rest ? 

Idle humor what doth ayle thee? 
Not a thought that can auayle thee : 
Be thou neere so woe begon thee, 
Beautie wiU not looke vpon thee. 
Fortune wholy hath forlome thee. 
And for loue, it hath forswome thee. 

But if vertue haue procurd thee. 
And that honour haue ooniur^d thee. 
In affection's royalty, 
To discharge loue's loyaltte. 
That the Eye of truth may see. 
Then doe what thou wilt for me. 

Worke my wit vnto thy will, 
Keepe thy hammers working still : 
Vse thine arte in euery thought. 
With such temper to be wrought. 
That Aglaia may aprooue, 
Vertue's skill in framing Loue. 

But if any labour lacke. 
Or if dther flawe or cracke 
Make the mettall not so fine. 
That the worke be not deuine. 
And well fit for honoui's store, 
Neuer come at me no more. 
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Sonet. 5. 

I care not what I say nor doc, 

My thoughts are spent : 
Since no conceite can bring me to 

My heart's content : 
I cannot speake and if I coulde, 

It were in vaine : 
And yet if that I could, I would 

Reueale my payne. 
But since it is to great to showe. 

And I must bide it. 
I leaue it to remorce to knowe, 

How care doth hide it. 
And sue but to those inward eyes 

That see my heart. 
To looke on patience how she dies : 

In passion's smart. 
And aay what in themselues they see, 

Where truth ezcelles : 
I know the heart that honours mee 

And loues none else. 

Sonet. 6. 

Fooles cannot know what fande is, 
Where wisdome findes true wit : 
And who can euer a3rme at blisse, 
That hath no thought of it. 

A shallow braine can neuer iudge, 
The sweet or sower betweene : 
For Vulcan was but held a drudge, 
While Kmkx was a Queene. 

A muddie spirite dwells in drosse. 

While pure affection's fire, 

Enflames the heart that feeles no crosse 

To compasse his desire. 

And sweetly doth conseale his griefe : 
Who rather dies then begges rehefe. 

Sonet. 7. 

PEiharco, I protest, 
I will proclaime thy pride, 

And what it is. 
By that faire Pfutnix nest. 
Thy little hill doth hide, 

In honor's blisse. 
Enuie shall hate the place. 
Where thou beholdest alone, 

Loue's Paradioe : 
Vnworthy of the grace. 
To see that worthy one. 

Of Angelles eyes. 
And I will raise againe. 
The Poetes that are dead, 

To raile on thee : 



Because thou doste contriue. 
The spirit that hath bred. 
This death in me. 

MY best fancy, flye a franzye 
Keepe desiring in admiring, 
Beautie's nature in a creature : 

Looue and honor looke vpon her, 
Bid the graces, in their places, 
To her beautie doe their duetie. 

Thinke not vainely, but all plainely : 
Say and sweare it, who shall heare it. 
She is wholy, her selfe soly. 

Nature's leweU, reason's faeU, 
Honor's treasure, Grace's pleasure. 
Passions spelling, thoughts excelling. 

Declaration^ 

Admiration. 

Sonet. 8. 

POets die all : in loue's triaU, 
Truth hath found yee. 
Wonders feeding, on exceeding. 

Doth confound yee. 
Weake Mrittes perish, what can cherrish 

Heart sicke fancy? 
Wisdome seeing, in loue's being, 

Reason's franzye 
All Intentions, and inuentions 

Of witte's wonder : 
See the creature, in worthe's nature, 

Keepe yee vndcr. 
To the Phanix, beautie's Radix, 

Would compare her. 
Leaue your writing, no enditing. 

And declare her. 
Muses' silence, to loue's essence, 

Doth resigne her, 
Loue not daring in comparing 

To define her. 

Sonet 9. 

FAire faces are eyes' witches, 
That but inchaunt the minde : 
Fond humors reason's itches, 
That but affection blinde. 
While loue is but a mockery. 
To cheate the world with foolerie. 

Youth but a blaze of time, 

Whome Age to ashes bringes : 

Time but a weary chime, 

That death to sorrowe ringes : 

While wealth the weight of care doth prooue, 

The world hath little what to loue. 
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Beautie is sildome wise, 

Nor wit hath fortune friend, 

And loue in Argus eyes 

Findes lealouzie a fiend. 

While truth doth gaine so little grace. 

As makes the world a woefiUl place. 

And vertue is so poore, 

Shoe liues by pittie most : 

While pride doth ope her doore, 

But ondy vnto cost. 

And power is growne so daungerous, 

As makes discretion timorous. 

And fiancie is so fickle. 
That faith is in mistrust : 
And friendship is so tickle. 
That judgements prooues vniust. 
While nature's blot in Reason's blame, 
Doth shew the world a wicked frame. 

Woordes are but blastes of breath, 

Thoughts but the witte's illusion : 

Deedes but desartes of death, 

All but the worlde's confusion. 

Where wordes and thoughts, and deedes doe trie, 

The worlde wrapt vp in miserie. 

What then on earth remaineth 

That reason can discouer? 

But that the heart disdaine^h, 

Which is the spirit's louer. 

Saue that which wisdome findes in wit. 

Is in the worlde but none of it. 

For which conceal'd content. 
In honor's carefull chest, 
Wherein the spirit spent. 
Is onely tniely blest. 
I will subscribe to reasim's will. 
To Hue in purgatory still. 

For such the worlde I finde, 

A place where eyes may see, 

What moste may gkui the minde. 

Yet neere the better be. 

Because the world hath smallest parte, 

Of that which moste doth please the hearte. 

Then heauen's protest for me. 

In spight of worldly spight : 

Aglaia aU shall be. 

Where loue in honour's light. 

In iudgements of discretion's eyes : 

Doth make the world a Paradice. 

For were it not thrise good. 
In Nature, wit, and grace : 



Where truth hath vnderstood. 
The deerenes of my Case, 
My loue on earth should neoet dwell. 
But hate the worid as halfe a helL 

Then wherein goodnes showes. 
The grace of fiande's blisse : 
Which no Corruption knowes. 
Nor earth come where it is : 
Let me this true oondusion prooue, 
I hate the world, but for thy loue. 

Sonet xo. 

T^Aire eye spill me not* 
^ Be of a better nature: 
Sweet woordes kill me not. 
But comforte a poore creaturCi 

But if yee needes will spill me. 
Let it bee with kMie's blindenesse : 
And if yee needes will kill me. 
Let it bee with loue's fcwidnfgw. 

Then shall your worth be proou^d. 
In prayse's high perfection : 
And in that prayse bdouM, 
In fonde's deere afiection. 

And looue in honor's re^denoe, 
Shall write but of your ezceOence. 



Sonet. 



II. 



"pRetty twinckling stany eyes, 
^ How did Nature first deuise. 
Such a sparkling in your sight. 
As to glue loue such, deligbt. 
As to make him like a flye. 
Play with lookes vntiU he die? 

Sure yee were not made at irst» 
For such mischiefe to be curst : 
As to kill affection's care. 
That doth ondy truth decfaure. 
Where worthe's wonders neuer wither, 
Loue, and Beautie Hue together. 

BlessM eyes then giue your blessing, 
That in passion's best expressing : 
Loue that ondy liues to gnoe yee. 
May not suffer pride deface yee. 
But in gentle thonghte's directions. 
Shew the praise of your perfectfons. 

FINIS. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Epistlb-Dbdicatokt— Page 4, L i, • Boiurio ' = 
Bteton, with an 'o' over : U. z, a, *Aglaia' 
3s Aykaia s beauty, splendour : L 5, ' B€^ 
Uafe ' = the poet's ' garland '—a pathetic 
autotnographic allusion to the poverty of 
poets : 1. 6. ' fytning' = pining : 1. 7. 
' drtfing ' s drooping : 1. 9, ' letting ofthi 
hUmd in the head vtUne ' — ^not impossibly a 
tadt reference to Rowlands' ' The letting 
of humours blood in the head-vaine ' &c. 
(1600). 

Poans: Pages, * Pastor Primus,' co\. z. L 9, *M(mn- 
iaim plaints* = table-lands : 1. zo, 
' weaWk '— misprinted ' weath ' in the 
original : 1. 35, 'paragon ' = model : coL 
a, L 8, ' ^((v^ '—misprinted 'graces' in 
theoriginaL 

*Past, a/ 1. la, ' i^ecj^'slose : so p. 8, 
col. a, L aa of Past. 5. 

Page 6, coL z, L z6, ' /'a/Av '— misprinted 
without capital in the original : L 46, *^e' 
s= base, or in full, ' Prison-base,' i.e, prison- 
bazs— a rural game. So in Cymbeline 
V.3. 

*PasL 3,' coL a, 1. 3, *balke ' s ridge 
of greensward left by the plougb-« bank. 

„ F^ge 7, 'A Solemne, &a, Past. 4.' coL z, 1. 3, 
' MMT-^k^/r '— misprinted 'ouert-oyle' in 
the original: 1. a6, ' Z>a«j«i^M ' — mis- 
printed ' Duanteth ' in the original : col. 
a, L a, 'fuy's array: L zz, '/»/' = 
dimple : 11. z5, z6— some personal peculia- 
rity linked on to Sidney's ' Stella.' 



Poems : Page 8, col. z. 1. a8, * Pointes ' = tagged laces : 
L 44, 'j/or^' = sepanue? L 58, * Afoun- 
/«<«« '—misprinted 'Mounnaine' in the 
original. 

Page 9, 'Sundry S¥reet Sonnets,' &c., Sontt, 1, 
ooL z, 1. z8, 'fMt/iiiJirai/'— misprinted 'con* 
tiuall • in the original : coL a, 1. 6. * fortune ' 
— ^misprinted ' fnrtime ' in original : 1. aa, 
'J/o^'— without cl^>ital • M ' in the original, 
and in line ao ' m ' of ' mine ' upside down : 
1. a6, '^yf«<^'— misprinted in the original 
* to to finde : ' L 36, • hammers in my wearie 
brain,' See Memorial-Introduction on 
this :' L 39, ' Chufi* = miserly feUow. 

Page zo, coL z, L ao, 'succors ' = shoots : I. 25, 
*Brocke ' = badger : 1. 28, • borough ' = 
burrow : L 3a, 'painting' = panting : 
ibid. 'A^tfrfe'— misprinted 'hearts' in the 
original 

Page zz, Sonet, a, coL a, IL 35-6— a reminis- 
cence of the ' great Queen ' (Elisabeth) in 
the well-known anecdote of Raleigh. 

„ Page za, col. z, L Z5, 'censure' = judgment, 
verdict : L 36. * Pastor* = shepherd : 1. 37, 
'springes* = traps : coL a, Sonet. 4. L 5, 
misprinted ' within in ' in the original. 

Page Z3. Sonet 8, 1. Z3. 'beautie's'^tmi- 
printed ' beauiies ' in the original 

Page Z4, col z. L z6, 'judgments prooues' = 
a collective plural — on which and else- 
where see our Memorial-Introduction : 
'Sonet, zo,' col a,— misprinted '9' in the 
original. — G. 



*♦* Another misprint of the original, which was intended to be correrted, has been inadvertently 
retained— let the Reader correct, p. 7, col. 2, line i, 'truth ' by • tooth.'— G. 
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NOTE. 

The original and only edition of ' The Soule's Immortall Crowne ' is a 
very daintily printed book, each page being within a wood-cut ornamental 
border, as shown in our facsimile photo-lithograph. Oddly enough on C 2 
on left side, the figures and ornaments are turned upside down (in some 
copies). Usually the dedication to the King is signed ' Ber N,' and so also 
the Epistie to the Reader. But in the Bodleian (Malone) copy the name 
appears in full ' Nicholas Breton.' Besides this, among the Royal MSS. of 
the British Museum (18 A lvii.) which the Bibliographers ^duding Mr. 
Hazlitt) have gone on describing as a separate ' Poem in the praise of 
Vertue ' is a beautifully written MS. of ' The Soule^s Immortall Crowne ' 
with the Author's autograph to the Epistie-dedicatory, and at the close 
*• Gloria in excelsis Deo Nicholas Breton.' (39 folios). Could the ' Ber N ' 
possibly be a tacit naming of himself ScoHd a 'bem' * bairn or child of 
the Scottish king ? The very rare volume of 1605 extends to pp. 68, 4ta 
On the biographical and other interest of the present Poem see our 
Memorial-Introduction. In the Notes and Illustrations at close are 
recorded a few various readings from the MS. — G. 
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THE 

Soules immortall crowne con- 

f^fi^^S of feauen glorious 

graces. 

I. Vertue. 2. Wifedome. 3. Loue. 
4. Confiancie. 5. Patience. 6. Hu- 
milide. 7. Infinitenes. 

DEVIDED INTO SEAVEN 
dayes Workes, 



AND 

Dedicated to the Kings most ex- 
cellent Maiestie. 



AT LONDON 

Printed by H. Lownes, 

and are to be sold by I. C. and F. B. 

1605. 
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To the High and mightie Prince, Iames by the grace of God, 
King of Great Brittaine, France and Ireland, defendour of 
the faith, etc. 




|0 whom shall I dedicate the praise of Vertue, but to him wh5 Vertue praiseth, which in your Miuestie 
being made good, to the eies of those vnderstanding spirits, that can iudge of the heauenly notes of 
heroicall natures (I hope) hauing Truth for my warrant, to escape the scandall of fiEiwning Eloquence : 
vouchsafe therefore my gratious Soueraigne, in this plaine Poem, to peruse the laixHir of my hearts 
loue, which with the seruioe of true loyaltie, I humbly lay at the feet of your Royali MaiesUe, heseftching the 
vertue of all grace, and grace of all vertue, so to blesse you with his infinite blessings, that as vertue vnder heaue 
putteth her praise vnder your Patronage, so the Patrone of all vertue will so RoyalUze your praise in the Heaueos, 
that to your gratious Crowne on earth, you may receiue a Crowne of Etemall glory. 

Your Maiesties most humble and loyall in all seruioe, 

Ber. N. Gent 



Co tl^e ISeaner. 



V^ou that haue a heart to lift your eies aboue your 
'' head, and haue not buried your soule in the sinke 
of sinne, take a little time to reade ouer this little Tract, 
where if vertue may inuite you, wisedome may woe you, 
loue may draw you, constancie may content jrou, patience 
may perswade you, or humility may entreate you, you 
shall not passe without your paiment, and make a 
profit of your ezpence : the viUaine cannot taste it, the 
foole vnderstand it, the hatefull not loue it, nor the in- 
constant commend it, the impatient endure it, nor the 
proud regard it : but I hope the best will alow it, and 
to the I only leaue it, who can best iudge of it, will 
iudiciously peruse it, and accordingly esteeme it ; there 
is no state taxed in it, no person abusql by it, none 



that reade it but may haue good of it, and for the good 
of all men I haue done it. The youthfoll may leame, 
and the aged consider what is most neoessarie for the 
soules comfort, the rich may finde treasure aboue their 
wealth, and the poore. reliefe in their miserie : in sume. 
to auoid tediousnesy I hope you shall see Vertue truly 
honoured, Wisedome truly praised, Loue truly described, 
Constancie truly commended, PMience truly proued, 
and God in all, truly glorified : to the tuition of whose 
grace, in hearty praier for your happines, that you may 
seeke it only in his goodnes : I leaue you for this time, 
and for euer tiU I better know you. 
Your firiend as I finde cause 

Ber. N. GemL 



The Argument. 

Vertue is Wisedomes light. Wisedome her loue. 
And Constancie her only lifes delight : 
Which Patience in Humility doth proue. 
Humility the eye of Vertues sight : 
That sees the Graces branches of the Tree. 
Which figures God, in whom their Glories be. 
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A Poem vpon the praise of vertue. 



(V) 



The first dayes worke. 




Bat. 



my deere Muu, that naier ocmkl'st endure 
The wicked oourses of a wretched minde : 
Nor ener leam'st by cunning to procure 
The hatefuU comforts of a hellish kinde : 
hast the lone of vertue neere thee. 



Speak in her praise, that all the world may heare thee. 

Ooe. ten the greatest Monarch (where thon goest) 

She b a Qiieene to fit his Maiestie : 

And, teU the wisest Counsellour thou knowest. 

By her, his wit hath greatest dignitie : 

And, tell the fiurest. in her fidrest grace, 

Poole is her fiure, except she blush her fiwe. 

TeU the Dhdne, she ghies a gkwioas light, 
Vnto tlie truth of the etemall word : 
Tdl Vaknir, she makes but a bloody fight, 
Esoept she guide the hand that holds the sword : 
Tdl an the Artes, their studies are but idle. 
Except she hold the sences in a bridle. 

TeU Honour that her Title's but a tittle, 
Eseept she build the steps of her estate : 
Ten Riches, an her Greatnes is but little. 
Except she bold her Reckonings at a rate : 
Tdl Lone, alas, his treasure's but a toy. 
Except she be the substance of the loy. 

Goe, tdl the world more then the worid can tdl. 
An is as nought, iHiere die's not aU in aH : 
Tdl Exffidlence, she nener doth exceU, 
But, when her Grace, doth to her Glory fidl : 
Tell Ttntfa her ttiSiSt^ that in her trumpe of FamCi 
Her higliest Note is only in her name. 

Oh, were die seene within the sacred fence 
Of her high fauour ahraies with the highest ; 
Where Angds Grace, and Graces excellence, 
Keepe ber deere Loue vnto themsdues the nigliest ; 
Then would the worid aU humbly iUl befiare her. 
And, next to God» in ham and soules adore her. 



Oh, could a King but note her Queene-ltke Nature, 

What Maiestie is in an humble minde ; 

How, oo the earth she makes a heauenly Creature, 

In bdng kniing, patient, true and kinde : 

And in her sweetnes. sweetly so percdue her, 

No King on earth would for his Kingdom leaue her. 

And, could a Queene behold her Glorious Grace. 
How her true Loue doth truly loudy make her : 
And what a Sunne she sets vpon her face» 
That makes the Godly for a Goddesse take her : 
She would so truly and so deerdy loue her. 
That, no concdte should firom her Court remoue her. 

And did the granest wisest Counsdlour, 
But sound the depth of her dhiine concdte. 
Where perfect Tiruth is Reasons Paramour : 
When Wisedomes care doth cut off all decdte : 
While sacred Judgement in true lustice sits, 
Her wiU should be the Rule of all their Wits. 

And, could the neatest Courtier once behold 
How comly she is with a little cost : 
How fiurre she> firom euenr pleating fold. 
Where, fond expences axe in folly lost : 
They all would leaue thdr Antike Loues desire. 
And, take thdr pattemes from her plaine attire. 

And. did the idlest Nimph, or NoUcM Maide 
Behold her Beauty in her glorious Brightnes, 
Pure in it selfe, vnspotted, not beraide : 
Nof , iddy caried with a looke of Lightne$ ; 
They would so fiura her exc d lenoe prefeire. 
As, aU would kaoe the m sd u es to ibUow hir. 

And, did th^ most experienc't Officer, 

But note her cariage, in her seruice' can : 

Where Conscknce is the true examiner 

Of aU the thoughts; where Honours courses are : 

While gradous qiirits dwdl hi earthly Natures : 

The Court would be a plaoe of heanody Oeaturas. 
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THE FIRST DATES WORKE. 



Did the Dinine see her Diuinitie, 
And what a spouse vnto the soule she is : 
Who, with the world hath no affinitie, 
But, in the heauens hath her etemall hlisse. 
He would his life, vnto her loue rcferre ; 
And. leaue the world, for only Loue of her. 

And, did the Lawyer looke into her lawes ; 
Where Tiruth and Loue doe trie the case of life ; 
And wicked Craft can neuer make a clause, 
To feed Ambition with the fruite of strife : 
But, eueiy plea, in pitties conscience proue : 
An Law ^ould onely liue, but in her loue. 

And, did the Souldiour, in the points of Waire, 
See how she seu the honour of the fight : 
How fifom oflenoes, she doth keepe abrre, 
Yet, in the quarreU, doth mainuJne the right : 
And, saues the lyues, that doe to Mercy yedd : 
She should be high Commaunder of the field. 

She is not lockt vp in the Misers Chest, 
Nor, lapt vp in the lines of lewd ooncdte : 
Her life is more in liberty fiure blest, 
Then, on the wills of wicked wit to waite : 
No, no, it is too much against her nature, 
To haue to doe with any wicked creature. 

When she alone doth in her Closet sit, 
Heauens open her the windowes of their light : 
And Wisedomes spirit doth Inspire her wit. 
While holy Grace, doth guide her spirit right : 
Saints teaies, her Inke ; her pennes of Angels wings, 
While, to the Gkiry of her God she sings. 

Her Paper is a pure, vnspotted hart. 
Where thoughts are words, writ in the lines of loue : 
Where Patience points at sorrowes inward smart. 
While ruthfun passions doe Repentance proue : 
And, Thith records, that Graces eyes may reade. 
How soules axe heal'd while sinfiiU harts doe Ueede. 

There, all the Angels, in their tnmes attend ; 
To doe their seruioe, in their purest senoe ; 
While Wit and Reason, doe their Natures bend ; 
Vnto the life of Loues 6bedience : 
And gathering so all gractous thoughts together ; 
She weares the Garland, that can neuer wither. 

There, doth she put the Poets to their pensk>ns. 
Whose V^U are wome with too much woridly study. 
And cannot reach the height of heauens Inuentions, 
But, plod in pooles wliere plashes are too muddy : 
And takes a Muse for Gracious Pleasures play. 
To set her Muskiue in a heanenly Key. 

There, doth she vbd^^ how sweet a thiqg it is. 
To see the heauens all UesiM thoqghts embrace : 
How Beauty sees the highest of her Blisse, 
But In the feature of an Angds feoe : 
WhUe, Time and Thith doe in their triall proue, 
Then it no life but in the eternall Loue. 



The fading pleasures of Affections play. 
The partiall woridng of imperfect wHl : 
The feeble state of fickle fendes sUy, 
The carelesy oompajwe of vnldndly skill : 
The cursM humour of Inconstande : 
These hatefiill humours she doth all defie. 

No, where she loues, it ends but with her life, 
And wfae she speakes, her ludgements riiewes her wit : 
And, when she writes, her Concords know no strife, 
What choise oonoeite shaD chiefe In honour sit : 
But speake, and write, and looke, and like, and kwe. 
All haue their blessings in the heauens abooe. 

She giues the King a high Supremade, 
And, to his Queene, a Gracious Maiestie : 
And, to his Court she giues a Deoende, 
And to his State she giues an Vnitie : 
And, to the Rich a supertuity. 
And, to the poore, a bounteous charity. 

She giues the SchoDer Vnderstandiqg senoe^ 
And, to the Souldiour, Resolution : 
And, to the ludge an vprigfat Conscaenoe, 
And the Repentant, Absolution : 
The Trades-man, care, to keepe his femlly. 
The Labourer, patience, and Humility. 

She leades a Kfaig Into his Cabinet. 
And, shewes him there the burthen of his Oowne, 
Before his eyes she doth his Kingdom set. 
And to his God his duty doth set downe : 
She shewes him there the fell of idle pride. 
And, how his person doth in safety bide. 

She shewes him there the honour of her one. 
The ground of Grace in the etemall good : 
She shewes the blessing of the soules behooe, 
Vpon the breeding of a RoyaU brood : 
And. that Religion Is the Rule of Grace, 
That keepes the kingdome in a happy case. 

She shewes Um there, the benefit of peace, 
The hurt of Warre, the hate of Tjrrannie : 
The loy of Loue, the happinesse encrease : 
Where Wisedomes cares are Honours companie : 
And. sound aduise in sacred veritie, 
Maintaines a Monardi in his Maiestie. 

She shewes him there how flatteiy foDy feedes. 
While Reason sees the ruine of sdfe-will ; 
She shewes the difference, twixt the herbs and 
Wkked illusion, and discretions skiO ; 
She shewes him all, that she thinks fit to show 
To strength his State, that nothing ooerthrow 

She shewes him there the sweet contentine life 

Is not still caried in varieties; 

Nor felthfull Care doth feare the fetall knife. 

That is not subiect to In4ricties : 

But he alone, is all, and onely Blest, 

Who, an in Mercy, hath his spirits Rest. 
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She makes him aee, that he oonkl iieoer see, 
Bm, throngfa her sight, the farightnesof an Seefaig ; 
She makes him be, that he could neoer be, 
Bat in Uie M^«**"g of her ntftfH Being : 
Thus, an in summer she makes him see, and be 
That without her, be oonkl not be, nor see. 

She gaines him all his Greatnes in her Gnoe, 

His Countries loue, the honour of his Coort : 

She keepes him safely in his kingly plaoe> 

And, to the workl she doth his £une report ; 

And, when 60 earth Death must his Oowne disseaer, 

She makes him raigne a King in heanen for eoer. 

She takes a Qoeene mto her seile apslde. 
And, shewes her all the Gkxy of her Grsoe : 
How, she akoe doth make the blessed Bride, 
And, how she keepes her in her highest place': 
She makes the King in glorious Robes attire her. 
And. an the Court, kne, honour, and admire her. 

Then doth she bring her humbly on her knees. 
And, sets before her the fiUre booke of Blisse, 
Bids her there finde that she can nener leese, 
Tlie care of life, where enery comfort is : 
When lifting vp her heart with humble eie, 
She sees a Beantie brighter then the skie. 

Hiere she bdiolds in Mcrdes Maiestie, 
Her Samour sitting on a glorious Throne : 
Wher^ in the Essence of Eternitie, 
He rales att powers in himselfe, akme : 
When, seeing her thus humbly fiidl before him. 
He blesseth her that doth so modi adore hfan. 

Then, doth she see the Angels exercise. 
Who, with the Seinu and Viigins sit and sing : 
While humble spirits make their Sacrifice, 
Voto the dory of their Gnuaous King : 
While, an the Hoast of aH the heauen refoyoes. 
To facare the Muskpe of the heauenly voyoes. 

Then, doth she set the Consort of the Quier, 
Where eoery Note doth keepe his Tune and Time : 
The ditty only speaking of Desire, 
Where, kme doth only vnto Meicy dime : 
Where enery Ck)8e doth in sudi comfort meete. 
That an the Heanens are ranisht with the sweete. 

She takes the '\^igine to her Morning taske, 
And seis her downe a forme of fiuthfiiU praier : 
But, oouers not her Beauty with a Maske, 
When she hath made her truly heauenly foire : 
But, brings her forth with sudi a Blessed Grace, 
As, makes him happy that may see her fooe. 

She sliewes her in a Gtosse of Beauties IVrath, 
How. Art doth Nature too much iniurie ; 
That feeUed Age in forced trkks of Youth, 
In tme Concdte is Reasons Mockerie ; 
The idle thoughu that spoile the mward eies. 
Where Loue should tto^, but in dishonour dies. 



She shewes her there the Maiden^lush oomplection. 

Betwixt the dienie Red, and nowie White : 

And, reades her then the precepts of perfection. 

Within the circle ciDiatuu si^t. 

She shewes her all the Titles of d^art, ^ 

And, that true honour lines but in the hart 

She neuer taught the Eye to leere nor fowre. 
Tongue, idle talke ; nor minde, ▼ngratious thought : 
She neuer set a countenance sharpe and sowre. 
Nor, fetch't a sigh vpon a thing of nought : 
But, shewes her ludgement of so iust a Measure, 
As, proues her Wisedome worth a worU of Treasure. 

She shewes her then, how Fande like a Flea. 
Can skip about a sUttidi humour'd hart : 
And, how that sorrow like the Ocean Sea, 
Can drowne the spirit In a deadly smart : 
While Melancholy doth oppresse the Mhide, 
Where better humours bane no place to finde. 

Then, doth she take the Counsaifour alone. 
And, shewes him an the seoneu of bis hart. 
Bids him bdiold the MoumfiiU Widowes moane. 
The Orphanes teares, the grieuid Sutors smart : 
Loue, feare, and seme, first God, and then his King. 
And, doe no worke that may his Conscience wring. 

She tdls him then, the hean'nly Consistorie 

Doth only sit vpon the spiriu good : 

Where, in the sight of sacred Wisedomes eie, 

Cannot a dawse amisse be vnderstood : 

While, Truth it selie, that pleads the poore mans case, 

From Merdes lustice hath impartiaU Grace. 

Then, doth she take aside the Courtier, 
And, shewes him aU the fruites of idlenes ; 
That, fonde is but follies Treasurer, 
While Wit is thntt vnto vnthriftines : 
While Pride presuming on decduing Hope, 
Griefe doth the Gate but to Repentance ope. 



She tells him there she neuer taught the eye 
To feede the spirit with an idle Gase : 
She neuer taught the tongue to waUce awrie. 
Nor, biDui^t the minde into a wilfuU Mase : 
She neuer taught the foshfon, nor the cost. 
Where, ^^^sedome sees time, and ezpenoe but k>8t. 

She nener teacheth to play fast and loose. 
Nor, iuggle with a folse concehiM loy : 
Nor, let the Foxe be taken by a Goose, 
Nor, euer sold a treasure for a toy : 
She neuer taught him to misspend his time, 
Nor higher state then his desert to dime. 

She nener taught him how to croudi, nor creepe, 
Nor soome, ikor scoffe, ikor hang the head a^4lde : 
Nor sigh, nor sob, nor wipe the eye, and weepe. 
Nor hatdun thongfau in kmfaig lookes to hide : 
No, no, die is of a more heauenly Nature, 
Then, with such by-wit to abuse a Creature. 
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Then, doth she call for euery Oflloer, 
And bids him strictly looke into his Oath, 
That* Consdenoe may be true deliuerer 
Of an vnspotted, simple fiaith, and troth : 
That seruice loue by duties care dischai;ged. 
In Honours eye make due Reward enlarged. 

Then, doth she take account of his accounts, 
How, all the summes doe with the parcels gree : 
And, how much cunning Consdenoe surmounts, 
And, what in fine, the finall summe will be : 
And, tells him that a counting day will come. 
When he shall make account for all and some. 

Thus, when she hath the Courtiers all reade ooer, 
She calls the Lawyer to a consdence case, 
And, tells him, Tmth is Learnings only Louer, 
Who, neuer puU the poore Man out of place : 
But, holds the hand of lustioe wdght so euen, 
As if the Ballanoe had the Beame in Heauen. 

She neuer takes a Bribe to make a Motion, 
Nor, soothes a client in a fiUse Conoeite ; 
She neuer seekes an vndesem'd promotion. 
Nor sells her Beauty vnto the poore by wdght ; 
No, she is true, and iust, and wise, and kinde, 
And as she thinks, will euer speake her minde. 

Then doth she take the Souldiour in his Tent, 
And shewes him there the hideous dght of blood : 
That, Mercy euer with true valour went. 
To spoile the wicked, but to spare the good : 
That. Conquest neuer is in true perfection. 
But when a Man can Maister his Afiection. 

She teadieth not a wicked Stratagem, 

Nor, how for Coine to buy and sell a Towne : 

Nor to vsurpe a princdy Diadem, 

Nor raise the vile, nor put the vertuous downe : 

No, when she once begins to leuie Armes, 

The good haue Grace, the only wicked hannes. 

She neuer piai'd vpon the poore Man's purse, 

Nor tyranis'd vpon the Prisoner : 

She neuer reap't the MoumfuU Widowes Curse, 

Nor of an Infimt was a Murtherer : 

She neuer wras by Sea nor Land a Thiefe, 

But had Compassion on the poore Mans griefe. 

Thus hauing shew'd the Souldiour what she knowes, 

Becomes the cariage of a Noble Minde : 

She calls the Merchant, and to him she showes. 

That, Consdence care is of a hcauenly kinde : 

While no corruption can the soule infect, 

That to the spirit hath a due respect. 

She shewes him there, there is no ware, nor we{gfat, 
But the aIl*Sedng-Eye in secret sees, 
And, that no cunning can excuse deceite, 
Which gaining drosse, doth better sihier leese : 
She tells him plaine it is ill gotten gaine. 
For lading pleasure gets etemall paine. 



She tells him, that the adnenture on the Sea, 

Is not all blest to enrich the couetous : 

Nor to maintaine the Epicure his Ease, 

The proud, the bad, nor the vitious : 

But, to prouide for neede, and to relieae 

The needy hart, whom griping want doth griene. 

In some, she shewes him that the spirits wealth. 
Is free from all vnconsdonable in : 
And, howsoeuer. Wit doth worice by stealth* 
There is no Wtsedome but the GnUious wHl : 
Where carefiin Loue, where Comfort nener wastelh, 
Laies vp the Treasure that for euer lasteth. 

Then, doth she cafl on euery Trade and Art, 
And, still cries out, haue care of Consdenoe : 
Bids euery eye, looke well into the hart, 
And, not be caned with a wicked senoe : 
For, in the day of the eternal] Doome, 
Pkunenes in heauen will haue a princdy Roome. 

What, though sometime her habite be but poore. 
Her kxlging hard, her diet spare and thxnne : 
She stand disgraced at the rich mans doore. 
And liEist without, while other feast within : 
Yet, is she better with her Oosse contented. 
Then, sport with ainnes, to haue her soule tormemed. 

And, though sometime she sit and hold her peace, 
Whfle, idle heads doe vse thdr tongues at large : 
And, grieue to see true Learnings worth decrease. 
When that a Dunce doth take a Doctors cfaaige ; 
Yet, may the world in all her courses know, 
Tis not her will, God knowes, it shall be so. 

And, though sometime she be in letters tied. 
While wicked spiriu walke at liberty, 
And, be enforc'd her lairest thoughts to hide. 
While hatefull thoughts are had in Dignitie : 
Yet hath she patience to endure her crosses. 
While heau'nly gaine doth oounteniaile her losses. 

Oh, could the worid diaoeme her worthiness 
In all true honour, in all honours truth : 
How she doth only giue a happines 
Vnto the grauest Age, and greenest Youth : 
Euen from the King, vnto the poorest Creature, 
She would be honour'd in a heau'nly Nature. 

But, let the worid esteeme her as it will. 
She shall be worth more then the worid is worth : 
And, when the world shall blush to see her iU, 
Then shall she bring her heauenly Beauty forth : 
And make them all confesse vnto thdr fitoes. 
Her Glory puts them all vnto di^raoes. 

She neuer speakes but Tmth, nor doth bat w^. 
Her thoughts all pure, and grounded on perfection : 
She doth among the holy Muses dwell. 
And guides the Graces, all by her direction : 
She is the Bodies Grace, the spirits Queene, 
In whom all Graces haue their Glory s 
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Oh, that I ooald describe her in her height. 
As God and her good Grace might ghie me leaite : 
How all the Saints, and all the Angels waite. 
But on her win, and from the same reodue 
The highest substance of their bean'nly Blisse, 
In whom alone all heau'nly Blessing is. 

Then should the world be all asham'd to see. 
How basely they her glorious Qiaoe retarded : 
And griene in sonles to thinke that euer she 
Should for her seruioe be so 01 rewarded : 
That lew or none, wise. fond, nor rich, nor poore. 
But ready are to thrust her out of dooie. 

Then should the Coons of Princes flock vnto her, 
And Lords and Ladies sue to her for Grace : 
And happy soules that best can seruice doe her. 
And seefce their life but in her louely face : 
And then her Grace, such should a glory beare, 
That there should be no worid but where she were. 

But since her worth is to the world vnknowne. 
And only Heauoi doth her deere Loue embrace : 
Her worth is more then can in words be showne, 
While Grace it seUe can only shew her Grace : 
Let me but leaue her in all Adnuration, 
To Virgins, Saints, and Angels Adoration. 

And let me say but what in soule I finde : 

Sbe is the essence of all EzoeDence : 

The EJe, the Heart, the Body, and the Minde. 

Where holy Rules haue all their Residence : 

Of all good Motxms the first only Mouer, 

The pffoofie of loue, and of Loue's proofe the Loner. 

The strength of Truth, th' assurance of all Trust, 
The Coooordanoe of all oontentiue care : 
The lodgement of the Wisedome of the lust. 
The sacred shop of the Celestiall ware : 
The lemme for which no price can be too great, 
Th' Etemall Manna for the spirits Meate. 

The Bie of light, where Loue hath att his life. 
The tong of Thith, where Wisedom hath her words : 
The heart of peace, where patience knowes no strife. 
The hand of Bounty that all Grace afibtds : 
The &oe of Beanty where all Brightnes shineth, 
The aoule of wonder that all words defineth. 

The loile wherein all sweetnes euer groweth, 
The Foontaine where all Wisedome euer springeth : 
The winde that neuer but all blessing bloweth. 
The Aire that all comfort euer bringeth : 



The fire that euer life with Loue enflameth, 
The figure that all true perfection frameth. 

The study of the soules Intelligence, 
The Alt of Wisedomes high Inuention : 
The Rule of Reasons best Experience, 
The woriie of Mercies Glorious Mention : 
The ground of Honour, and discretions Grace. 
Place's perfection, and periiMtion's place. 

An this, and more then I can speak or write. 
In Vertue liues, and to her loue belongs : 
And, though the worid doe barre her of her right, 
Yet heauen win one day right her of her wrong. 
And make the world to know her gratious Nature. 
And, how she only makes the Gkmous Creature. 

And, shice that day wHI one day come mwares, 
When she win can a Court of aU her Teanures, 
And, see the fruite of aU her seruants wares, 
And, take an order for an Misdemeanures : 
Let an the world be fearefuU to offend her. 
And thinke them happy that can best attend her. 

Let euery Creature seeke and sue to seme her. 
And eueiy King, and Lord, and Lady loue her : 
And euery heart endeuour to deserue her, 
And euery Minde for some good Motion moue her : 
And euay tongue in true perfection praise her, 
And euery soule to endlesse Glory raise her. 

And let me aske a pardon of heau'ns Grace. 
For my poore spirits mounting vp so high : 
Who, for my sinnes doth bid me hide my fece. 
And not to heau'n to dare to lift mine eie : 
And say no more, but end as I began. 
She is a Queene of Queenes. and I haue done. 

And since that Vertue neuer can be scene. 
But by the Eie of Wisedomes sacred sence : 
Where she behokls her as the Blessed Queene, 
That weares the Crowne of Reasons escceUence : 
Let me beseech the Heauens my soule to Raise, 
To speake of Wisedome hi her worthy praise. 

And, though I know, and cannot but confesse 

My thoughts vnable to aspire so high, 

And euery way but aU vnworthinesse 

In me. to write of such a Misterie : 

Yet let my heart a little tcU my Minde, 

What wonder worth, in Wisedomes worics I finde. 



Gloria in exceUis ZW. 
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The second dales worke. 

(V) 




om the vaine humours of vnseason'd Wit, 
Whose heedlesse wil breeds nothing ds but 

woe: 
Among the seats where sacred spirits sit, 
The holy pleasures of the heauens to know : 
My humble Muse leame what perfection saies. 
In Glorious Wisedomes neuer ending pxaise. 
She is the spirit of the highest power. 
The Essence of all purenes' Excellence : 
The compasse of the euerlasting hower. 
The Vertue of all purenes' Quintessence : 
The knowledge that all knowledge only giueth, 
And only life, in which, life only liueth. 
She sits in counsaile with the Trinitie, 
And is th' Almighties secret Secretarie : 
She keepes the Graces in an Vnitie 
And doth the charge of all their seruioe carie : 
Before Creation she did make Election, 
And for the Action she did giue direction. 
She calls the Angels each one by their names. 
And seu the SainU and Martirs in their places : 
Their Himnes and Songs vnto their Lord she frames, 
And to their Musique giues espedall Graces : 
The Seraphins she makes to dap their wings, 
While aU the heauens their Halduiah sings. 
Amid the skie she set the Sunne and Moone, 
And made diuision twisrt the day and night : 
She made the morning and the after noone. 
And set each planet in his place aright : 
She prickt the Starres vpon the Firmament, 
And gaue a life to euery Element. 
She made the times and seasons of the yeare. 
The change of Natures, and the notes of choise : 
She made perfection euery way appeare. 
And in her labours made her Loue reioyce : 
So by desert the highest did her call 
High Officer, and woriceMistris of alL 
She made the Earth in compasse like a Ball, 
Betwixt the water and the skie depending : 
Yet hangs so &st, that it can neuer fall, 
Vntill all earthly things must haue an ending : 
And hauing fram'd it as she thought it meete 
Made it a footstoole for her Master's feete. 



She made the Seas, the Brooks, the Foontaiiie springs : 
The Trees, the Fhiites, the Hertn, and eueiy Flower : 
The Fish, the Beast, and euery Bird that sings : 
The Yeere, the Month, the Wedc, the day. the bower : 
The outward shape, and euery inward senoe. 
And euery Starre a sundry influence. 

She framM Man. the last of euery Creature, 
But yet the best, and to her loue the neerest : 
She gaue his hart a kind of heau'nly nature. 
And held his life vnto her loue the deerest : 
She made hfan all things by their names to call. 
And vnder God, Lord Gouemour of all. 
She taught hhn only how to know the good. 
But neuer taught hhn how to know the euiU : 
She fed his spirit with a wholesome food. 
Till Pride did bring him poyson from the Deuill : 
She made him then his folly to confesse. 
And then his fidth in Mercy finde redresse. 

She gaue his soule a Minde abooe his Hart, 
His Hart, a feeling of his spirits Nature : 
His Nature, Reason ; and his Reason, Art ; 
His Art, a knowledge of his earthly Creature : 
His Knowledge, Honour, and his Honour, Grace, 
His Grace a fiiuour, in a Glorious place. 

She read him all the Rules of Learnings Loue. 
The Naturall, the Monll, and Diuine : 
She show'd the Blesshig of the soules beboae. 
That doth not wholy to the earth dedme : 
She shewes the way vnto etemall Bliase. 
And, for the world, how base a thing it is. 

Yet when she made the world for her best Grace. 
She sets a Course, and Rule for eueiy thing : 
For Nature, Reason, Action, Time, and Place, 
How best proportion might perfection bring : 
And, how in all might all things so agree. 
That hi their Concords, might no discord be. 
In scale and feather, haire, and sUnne, and fane; 
In substance, sence. in colour, shape, and feature : 
How they were first begot, and how they grew. 
And how each one should differ in their Nature : 
Yet, difBering so, they might together line, 
That none might other hurt or hindenmoe ghie. 
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But vnto Man, she only gaue a minde, 

To looke into the life of eueiy Nature : 

And gine them names, and vse them in their kinde, 

And take oommandement of each kind of Creature : 

And by her will to walke among them so* 

That euery one should him their seruioe owe. 

She made each haire, each Artir, and each vaine, 
The flesh, the bones, the sinnowes, and the skinne : 
The heart, the lytes, the liuer, and the braine ; 
The oatward Beauty, and the strength within : 
And to his soule did giue that heau'nly Nature. 
That made in all the admirable Creature. 

She gaue him wings to mount aboue the winde, 

And inward Eies to see aboue the Sunne : 

And by her Rules did make his Reason finde. 

How Sun. and Moone, and Starres their courses runne : 

How Sea-men by the pole their courses guide. 

And by tlie Moone the tume of euery Tide. 

She makes him finde the Heauens operations, 
Vpon the Bodies of the earth bdow : 
She makes him by his spirits contemplations 
Vpon the earth, things aboue Earth to know ] 
And to his knowledge doth that Vertue giue, 
As leames him only to his God to hue. 

She makes a difference in the Mindes of Men, 
She crownes the Prince, and entituleth Honor : 
She writes their Stories with a perfect Pen, 
And doth aduaunoe them that doe tend vpon her : 
She makes them Blest that doe in patience proue her. 
And line for euer that doe truly loue her. 

She doth instruct the King in all his care, 
Where Mercies lustwe beares a blessM sword : 
She ahewes the Peeres when they in counsaile are. 
What Honour hean'ns the faithfiill hearts afoord : 
She shewes the people the due loyaltie. 
Thai Subiects owe vnto their Soueraigntie. 

She makes the Courtier not misspend his time. 
She bids the Souldiour spare the Innocent ; 
And the Diuine beware the Consdenoe crime. 
And makes the Lawyer a good Studient : 
She makes the Merchant honest with his wealth. 
And. labour keepe the labouring Man in health. 

She teacfaeth euery Sdenoe, and each Art, 
And shewes the Truth of euery Argument : 
And makes distinctions vpon euery part. 
And is of all the only Ornament : 
She shewes the Studient in Diuinitie. 
Heanen with the worid hath no Affinitie. 

She feedes no famde with an idle fashion. 
Yet fiishions all things m a oomly frame : 
She neuer knew Repentance woAill passion. 
Nor euer fear'd the blot of wicked Uame : 
Bat euen and true wfaatener she intended, 
WiOQgfatall so well, that none could be amended 



She neuer whirles about an idle Wit. 

Nor taketh pleasure in a wanton Eie : 

Nor in the seate of pride did euer sit, 

Nor from the poore did tume her hand awrie : 

Nor maintain'd wealth with wretched Miserie, 

Nor sought for honour by Indignitie. 

No, no, that Blan that wouM his Mistris make her. 
That Woman that doeth choose her for her Louer : 
That Man or Woman that doth only take her 
For their best Loue, and in their hearts doe toue her : 
In rauisht sweetnes of her Beauties Blisses, 
Win dwdl vpon her lips in loody Kisses. 

She neuer yet did harme to any lining. 

Nor was there any good but that she doeth : 

To euery soule she is her Comfort giuing ; 

And with her sweetnes so Affection woeth. 

That they who could in Loues perfection proue her. 

Would hate them sehies, and if they did not loue her. 

She laies the lines of life in Vertues loue, 
Imj^oies the Minde in holy Meditations : 
The hart in study of the soules bdiouve. 
The spirit, in Loues Contemplations : 
The tongue, in speaking trudi on euery part. 
The soule, in prayer, for a HuthfuU hart. 



r was acquainted with Corruption, 
Nor came within the Aire of all Infection : 
Her purpose neuer had an Interruption, 
Nor euer was she crost in her direction : 
But sound and sure she canies so her skill. 
That in all good, there can be found no ilL 

She is the fairest of aU Beauties Fame, 
She is the sweetest of all Reasons sence : 
She is the Noblest of all Honours name. 
She is the strongest of all Loues defence : 
She is the richest of all earthly Treasure, 
And purest substance of the Spirits pleasure. 

Oh what can there be more ? that she should be ? 
Or, how should she be more than that she is ? 
That all may see, and more then all may see. 
The Blessed Being of all Being BUsse : 
All Infinite, h& all perfectfons waies, 
And Infinite, in all peifectk>ns praise. 

And, being then in goodnes aU so Good ; 

As, being best, a better cannot be : 

Which, in her selfe is only vnderstood. 

And in her selfie, her selfe can only see : 

What life of Grace? but vrould in kme admire her. 

Or Gratious lone could liue, and not desire her? 

But since that loue is the true life indeede. 
Of which she is, by which she only liueth : 
From which she Inth her only happy spide. 
To which she oweth all the good she gioeth ; 
Let me the purest of my passion proue. 
To see her Glory in the Grace of lone. 
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THE PRAISE OF 
Loue. 



The third dales worke. 




I Loue that liuest in that only light, 
Which glues all seeing to all gratioos Eies : 
But keepest thy senoe finO that vngodly 
sight, 

That in the darknes of illusion dies : 
Ughten my soule that it may deerely see, 
How thou in Wisedome, Wisedome liues in thee. 

The Angels can in their Attonemenu tell. 
How kindly thou do'st make them liue together : 
And where the Saints and holy Martirs dwell. 
The holy Muses bring their Mnsique thither : 
And yiti^ the Hout of all the Heauens reioyce, 
Thou tun'st the heart strings of the highest voice. 

Loue is the Essence of Etemitie, 

That workes the course of Wisedomes cariage : 

Where the high counsaile of the Ddtie. 

Twixt Heanen and Earth doe make a Mariage : 

While in the life of Holines alone. 

The Lord of Heauen, and his true Church are one. 

It layes the plot, and drawes the lines of pleasure. 

Within the ground of Graces Piuadise : 

It works the Truth, that is the spirits Treasure. 

And builds the height of Honours Dignities : 

It bends the Eies of Graces Royaltie, 

And knits the hearts of Vertues Loyaltie. 

It is no Obiect for an earthly Eie, 

Nor any Muse for any worldly minde : 

Although the world in true effecU may trie, 

It is a spirit of a powerful! kinde ; 

And sudi a power, as all powers doe submit, 

To the Inuindble power of it. 

It maketh Will doe only what it list. 
While Mnsedone guides the Azill Tiee of wit : 
And neuer feares the hurt of had I wist, 
That sees a Crosse, and is content with it : 
While patience findes the only fidre perfection, 
Of Fancies fiuth, in fiiuours true Affection. 

It is a substance that admiu no figure 
For in it selfieit breedes but of ezoeedtaigs 



While in the Notes of pleasures truest Nature. 
The fruites of Faith are Fancies only feedings : 
While in concdte those high Contentmenu meete. 
That happy soules are rauisht with the sweete. 

To comprehend, it passeth Comprehension, 
And to define, 'tis Yndefinable : 
And to describe, it doth ezoeede Inuentkin, 
And to oonceiue, 'tis vnoonoefaiable : 
Yet by the Vertue that our senoe it ghies. 
Our Reason findes that in our soules it hues. 

It is a fire that kindleth in the Eie, 

It is an Ah« that cooleth Furies heate : 

It is a water that is neuer drie, 

A Paradise, where growes the spiriu meate ; 

Thus it partakes of euery Element, 

Yet liues aboue the highest Firmament. 

It is a thought begotten by a sight. 

And 'tis a sight that liueth in the thought ; 

It is a life that breedeth in ddight. 

And a delight that life hath only wrought ; 

It is a word that by true spiriu spoken. 

Doth knit a knot that neuer can be broken. 

Oh how it doth a blessed Nature nourish. 
And how it doth a humble spirit cherish : 
And how it makes a fidthfiill heart to flourish. 
And suffers not a Gmtious soule to perish : 
Witnes those hearts whose perfect ^nrits proue. 
How kNie hi Wisedome, Wisedome Ifaies fai kme. 

Fortune can neuer haue a fbree to Ibile it. 
Nor feare to fright, nor enuie to anoy it ; 
Nor passion to hurt, impatience to spoOe it. 
Nor Death to kill, nor Deuill to destroy it : 
But where all pleasures spring and perish neuer. 
Heere, or in Heau'n it hath a life for eoer. 

FVom the fiure Brightnes of a Beautkxu Eie, 
It carries honour to an humble hart : 
And from the heart of Triithes Humilitie, 
It gaines the comfort of a kinde desart : 
And in true kindnes that content alone, 
Thit of two Bodies make the Minde but one. 
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It brought dowM Hewin to Earth, brings Eaith to 

Hean'iit 
It walks about the ciitie of the Suniie : 
It makes the Planets keepe their orders eu'n« 
And Nature kindly all her courses runne : 
It sits ypon the holy seate of Grace. 
And with the highest^ hath the hijfl^iest place. 

It keepes all Order. Measure, Rule, and Right, 
In Nature, Reason, Wisedome, Wit, and Sence : 
In word and deede, and thought, by day and night. 
In time and place, in Case, and Moode, and Tense : 
Where all proportions are in such perfection. 
As shewes the depth of the diuine direction. 

It makes the husband kinde vnto his wife. 
The spouse obedient to her fiuthluU pheere : 
And in that kindnes that oontentiue life. 
That only doth but in that Ufe appeare : 
The Children gratious, and the ParenU Idnde, 
And eadi in other what they wished to finde. 

Eketfaren and sisters Hue in Vnitie, 

And Neighbours liue in firiendly Neighbourhood : 

And friends continue in true Amitie, 

And strangers vnto strangers to doe good : 

Princes in Peace, and Subiects liue in Grace 

And so the earth to prove a bean'nty place. 

Ob, how it fights against in£unous thought. 
And kins the Nature of an ill ooniecture : 
How me it hath the Itfs of Vertae taught, 
And builds the height of Hoaoon Architecture : 
How little it regards aU earthly toyes, 
And surely leades the sonle to cndlasse ioyes. 

How sweetly on the Nurses lips it lies, 

While she is bussing of her little Baby : 

And bow it twinckles in the In£uiu eies. 

In learning of his Christes CTOase, and his A. B : 

How cheny-red it dies a snowie white, 

¥n>ere Maklea bhishes BMke a blessed sight. 



Loue makes the Triumphes of the truest ioyes 
And sounds the trumpet of the sweetest sound : 
Loue speakes in hearts, and makes no idle noise, 
But is m some of euery Grace the ground : 
It is a Riddle aboue Reasons sence. 
And of eicfiedtng all the ezoellenoe. 



It makes the thought, the word and deede all one, 

It bindes the eye. the hand, and heart Wgether : 

It is in truth the only Tree alone, 

Which keeps his greene where not a leafe can vi ither : 

It is the Bird that only sings in May, 

And makes the holy spirits holy day. 

It takes away the tediousa e s from time. 
The paine from patience, in desire delaie^ : 
The feare frtmi care, the hearts content to clime. 
The sloath from labour in his hardest waies : 
The frailty from the Nature of Affectkm, 
And folly from the passion of perfection. 

It is a Vertue of that sacred sence, 

In working wonders in the spirits power : 

As in the height of Reasons Excellence, 

Vpon the top of Truths etemall Tower : 

Doth stand with such a Grace of heau'nly Glory, 

As may be call'd the state of Wisedomes stoiy. 

And since it is so uifinite in worth, 
As doth ezceede the penne of Reasons praise : 
Who from the soule of Wisedome issues forth, 
As from the Sunne his brightest shining Rales : 
Let me heere cease, and all in Admiration, 
Set it to Wisedomes only declaration. 

And since it doth in nothing more appeare, 
Then in the Nature of true Constancie : 
Which is a Vertue to the soule so deere. 
As keepes the soule from Errors Eztasie ; 
Let me a httk speake of that sweet Nature. 
Of Constancie that makes the blessed Creature. 



THE PRAISE OF 

Constancie. 

» » 

The fourth dates worke. 



, thou only kingly thought, 
That keepes the spirit in her purest kinde ; 
And hast against all idle frailty fought. 
And like a Mountaine setlest frut the Mmde : 
Let me conoeiue some part of thy content. 
Where pleaswa q)irit is most sweetly spent. 

20 




And though I cannot reach that Royall height. 
Wherein thy sacred Maiestie doth sit : 
Yet as a Seniant let me humbly waite. 
To see thine honour, and to speake of it ; 
And so to speake, that all the world may see 
Wisedome, Loue, Honor only lines in thee. 

B 2 
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THE FOURTH DAIES WORKE. 



The oonstant Eie hath neoer wandiing sight. 

The constant Eare hath no vnkindly hearing : 

The constant Tongue doth euer speake aright. 

The constant Heart hath euer happy chearing : 

The constant Minde the fairest thoofl^ts vnfold thee. 

The constant Soule on earth and heanea bdiold thee. 

It neuer hath a thought of iealousie. 

Nor stands vpon Opinions Paradox : 

Nor runnes a fiiry-into frende, 

Nor feares the Wolfe, nor ioyneth with the Fox : 

Bat like the Phoenix in a sunnie fire, 

Flndes lifes delight in ashes of desire. 

It loues no change, and hreedes the ioy of cfaoise. 

It feares no fortune, nor it semes no folly : 

It keepes the rule where Reason doth reioice, 

And is the substance of contentment wholy : 

It is a stay that strengtheneth the Minde, 

And knits the senoes in a sacred Kinde. 

It is the true foundation of all strength 

Which while it holds, the finame can neuer fall : 

It is the line that drawes the longest length. 

And euer is, that sees the end of all : 

It keeps the Rules of heau'ns reuolution. 

And doth confirme all Reasons resolution. 

It is the lodce vpon the heart of looe, 

A Chest that keepes the treasure of the Minde : 

Within the soule a Rocke that cannot moue 

A Band, that doth the thoughts together binde. 

A light where Wisedome Vertues honour seeth 

And life where only Grace with loue agreeth. 

It keepes the Sunne in his continuall brightnes. 

The ayre in coolenes, and the earth in drynesse : 

Water in moisture, and the winde in lightnesse 

The fire in hotnes, and the flame in highnesse : 

The good in goodnes, and the kinde in kindnes, 

The minde firom madnes, and the eye firom blindnes : 

It was the mouer first of manage, 

And made the first continuance of content : 

It set the course of Wisedomes cariage. 

And neuer further then affection went : 



It is the sute of all perfections stay. 
And Times all euerlasting holy day. 

It b the Crowne of Patience kingly care. 
The seate where Mercy sits in Maiestle : 
The Law wherein all blessed precepts are. 
The fiune of Loue and League of Amitie : 
The learning of the wisest wits instructioa. 
And senoe of the most sweetest thoughts 



Aboue the Heauens it llueth with the highest. 
And in the Heauens it dweUeth with the purest : 
And to the Nature of the best the nigfaest. 
And in the senoe of all conceits the surest : 
And in the Action of all Art the strongest, 
And in the length of Time, and Ttuth the kmgest. 

It keepes the center of the earth from mooing 
The swelling Sea from passing of his Bounds : 
The Rules of true perfection firom Reprouing. 
The health of Wisedome firom all follies Wounds ; 
The ctrde of the World in such a finame. 
That Admiration may commend the same. 

Oh, how it writes the worthinesse of those 
That stroue for honour to the stroke of death : 
And how without comparison it showes. 
The mouth of Wisedome blessed in her breath : 
And how it makes the feune of them to flourish 
That with their Bounty vertuous spirits nourish. 

It is the Mirror of all Martirdome, 
And in the frithfull makes a Gkirioiis fight : 
And in the day of the Etemall doome. 
It will be Gratious in all Glorious sight : 
Where hopes continuance in all kindnes care. 
Brings humble fiuth to endlesse happy £are. 

And since it is so infinite a Grace, 
As may deserue as infinite a praise : 
And is the fiilnesse of the fidrest place, 
In all the walke of Wit, and Reasons waies : 
Where patience proues the best experience. 
Let me a little sing of Batience. 



THE PRAISE OF 
Patience. 



The fifth dales worke. 



|Weete Patience thou soueraigne of perfection, 
Of Gratious thoughts the only Gouemesse : 
Who by the Rules of thy diuine direction, 
Do'st bring the heart to highest Happinesse : 

My humble soule with thy sweete loue enflame, 

T hat I may sing in honour of thy name. 




The purest thougfau that euer heart posMSsed 

The clearest Obiect of the carefull'st Eie, 

The present Medicine of the Minde distressed. 

The only ease in euery Miserie : 

In all the proofe of Wits Experience 

In heart, and minde, and soule, is patience. 
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It pots off feve of Fortunes forwardnes, 
And only resU on Reaolntion : 
It wrestles with the worids vntownrdnes, 
And holds the state of Reasons Constitution : 
It conqaers "VIVSL, and so doth cairie Wit, 
That both are happjr only hot in it. 

It Uee des no wroth, nor mooeth Ennies iU, 
It faieakes no concord, nor disoention stuires : 
It leaines tlie spirit an espedall skill, 
Where Reasons care Repentance not incurres : 
And if Repentance, foUy doe enforce 
It is a meane vnto a sweete remoroe. 

It beaxeth want as if it were no woe. 
And suffers wrong as if it had no sence : 
It swallowes sorrow as it were not so. 
And taketh Death for hfes Ingredience : 
It neither feedes of fortune, feare nor fiEite, 
But ahraies is all one in euery state. 

In time it keepes the oompajwe of the hower. 
In action, order, measure, point, and place : 
In thought, the temper of the spirits power, 
In Wit and Reason all the Rules of Grace : 
In Grace the ground of that perfections story. 
That goeth neere the heigth of Vermes Glory. 

It makes the entrance into euery Action, 
Conrinufn the proceedings, makes the end : 
It kils the Nature of vnquiet Faction, 
And of a foe sometime doth make a friend : 
It doth conoeale the hearts calamitie, 
And makes a Vertne of Neoessitie. 

By Patience we doe our souks possesae. 
And tread the path to our soules Paradice : 
While the impatient in their soules distresse, 
Headlong fidl into their soules Miseries ; 
It is a sahie that healeth the soules griefe, 
Sorrowes nnkt poison, and the soules reliefe. 



i doth try the Truth of euery thing 
DiMills the spirits of the purest Natures : 
Teacfaeth the Muse her Musique Notes to sing, 
And findes the difference of all kindes of Creatures : 
Giiaes bodies health, and makes the spfaits diet, 
And brings the soole vnto Btcmall quiet 



She keepes the Husband chaste vntill he marrie, 
The Wife obedient to her Band of loue : 
It makes the Mother for her Childe to tarrie, 
And Seruants waite for their Rewards behouve : 
It makes the Seaman tarie for a winde. 
And poore men waite till richer men haue dinde. 

It makes the wounded Man endure his dressing. 
The sicke Man see the loosmg of his blood : 
The poore B4an beare the paine of his oppressing, 
The good Man against euill to doe good : 
The wise Man study for the state of Blisse. 
The holy Man finde where all blessing is. 

It keepes the King from thoughts of Crueltie, 

The Noble Ptere from Prides Ambition : 

The Counsaikrar from all Impietie, 

The Courtier from all ill conditfon : 

The Church^nan from the error of sdfe-will. 

The Lay-man from the eierctse of ilL 

By patience Dauid had a princely fruoie. 
And lob his patience hath a worthy praise : 
But Christ his patience hath the Glorious name. 
That euer Uues to neuer ending dales : 
Since then in God and Man it is so glorious, 
Let it be held a Vertue all victorious. 

In God it doth a worke of Mercy show. 
In Mercy Comfort, and in Comfort Grace : 
In Grace that loue from which that life doth flow. 
That shewes where Patience hath a happy place : 
Oh blessed Patience that in Man doth proue, 
Gods Mercies comfort in his Gratious loue. 

It brings the heart to Loues Humilitie, 
Humility to Truthes simplidtie : 
And simple Truth to Cares Tkanqnilitie, 
And quiet Care to £uth's felKitie : 
And happy Faith vnto that fiairest Blisse. 
In whidi the frurest of all Blessing is. 

And since that in Humility I finde 

True Patience hath her purest Residence : 

And brings the heart, the spirit, and the minde 

Vnto the height of Reasons Excellence : 

Let me a little shew what Vertue sales, 

In setting down Humilities due praise. 
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THE PRAISE OF 
Humilitie. 



The sixth dales warke. 




|H the sweet tenoe of lows Humilitie. 

Which feaiesdisplessnre in a dearest friend ; 

The only note of true NoUlitie, 

Whose wostlij Grue is greoM without end : 

While fiuthfun loue hi humble Truth approued. 

Doth euer line of God and Man beloued. 

Her Qrsoe is Gratious in the sight of God, 
Makes men as Saints, and women Angels seeme : 
Makes sinne forgotten, Mercy Tse no Rod, 
And constant Faith to grow to great esteeme : 
And is in some a Blessing of the Highest. 
And to the Nature of hhnselfe the Nighest 

It maketh Beauty like the Sunne to shine. 
As if on earth there were a heau'nly light : 
It maketh Wit in Wisedome so diuine, 
As if the Eie had a Celestiall sight : 
It is a Guide vnto that Haaen of Rest. 
Where Blessed soules doe Hue for euer blest. 
In Christ it is a Grace of worthy Glory, 
In Man from God, a gift of speciall Grace : 
While in the state of Vertues honours story, 
Wisedome doth finde it in perfections place : 
And plac't so high in the AJmighties loue. 
As nothing more can Mercies comfort proue. 

It makes the eye looke downe into the heart 
The heart obedient Ynto wit and sence : 
And euery lirobe to play a Seruants part. 
Vnto the will of WiU preheminenoe : 
It brings the Minde vnto the Body so, 
That one the other cannot oueigoe. 

It is the death of pride and patience toue, 
Passions Phisitian, Reasons Counsailour : 
Rdigions Darling, Labours Turtle Doue. 
Learnings Instructer. Graces Register : 
Times best Attendant, and Truthes best Explainer, 
Vertues best Louer, and Loues truest Gainer. 

It is the Princes Grace, the SubiecU duty. 
The SchoOers lesson, and the Souldiours line : 
The Courtiers credite, and the Ladies Beauty, 
The Law3rers vertue, and the loue diuine : 
Thai makes aU sences Gnuious in his sight. 
Where all true Graces bane their Glorious light. 



It makes the heart fit for all good Impression. 

It doth prepare the wpUix far peffaction : 

It brings the soule vnto her sinnes confession, 

It hdpes to dears the body from infectioii : 

It is the meane to bring the minde to rest. 

Where heart, soule, body. mmde. and all are blest 

It made the Mother of the Sonne of God. 

GrBtk>us in hun who made her full of Grace : 

And on her Sonne it blessedly abode. 

In bearing all the filthy workis deface : 

And in his Seruants for their Maisters loue 

Did Faiths affections in their passkms pioue. 

It sanU AhnkoMs Sonne from Sacrifice, 

When IsatUks death was quitted by the Ramme ; 

It sauM Nook and his lYogenies, 

Where on the earth destructions Dehige came ; 

It sauM Lot from hurt of .Spv^^smi fire, 

And Isroil from cniell Pharaohs ire. 

It wrought in Damid GntkMis \t^i**^i*^^ 

In Ni»iute a sweet sUbmisdon : 

In M a fismous blessed patience. 

In PauU assurance of his sinnes Remlsskm. 

In lohm the habite of a holy kme. 

In Christ the Grsoe that did all Gkxy pioae. 

It euer holds the hand of faithfulnes. 

And euer keepes the Minde of God]inea» 

And euer brings the heart to qui^Uies,. 

And euer leades the soule to hapjpines : 

And is a Vertue of that Blessednes, 

That merits praise in highest wortldnes^ 

Oh how it gaines the Ghilde the Bumts kme. 

The wife her husband, and the servants maisters : 

Where humble faith in happy hopes bdwune. 

Findes patience care, discomforts heaiiiy pkisMn : 

And truest course of cares TrsnqaUliiy, 

Only to rest but in Hnmflity. 

And sfaice that fai thelife of humble kme, 
I see the way vnto the well of BUsse : 
Where Patience doth in all perfection ptooe. 
Where the high Blessmg of all Blessingi is : 
Let my soule pray that I may humbly sii^ 
The heau'nly pndses of my holy Kiog. 
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Of the infinite praise to the 

infinite glory of the infinite good- 
ties of the infinite God. 



The seuenth dales worke. 




I Glorious God, and God of only Glory, 
Kmimne and substance of all excellence : 
The ground, the grace, the state, and al the 
story. 

Of Vertnes, Wisedoms, Graces Residence : 
Inqjire my soale with those pore thoughts perfection, 
That riiew some sparkle of thy loues affection. 

And let me not presume a looke too high, 
Leait thou abridge the Blessing of thy loue : 
Nor yet so low, let me embrace mine eyes. 
As thy fidre praises may vnfitly proue : 
But so thy goodnes euery where to know. 
That euery where I may thy Glory show. 

As though my soule polliited all with sinne, 
Vnworthy be of the least thought of Grace : 
Yet let tby Grace a Glorious worke begin, 
Thy holy spirit in my heart to place : 
That to the date of neuer ending daies, 
My aoole may sfaig thine euerlasting praise. 

Before there was a light, there was a light, 
Which saw the world, the world could neuer see : 
nom whidi, the world recdues her brightest sight. 
And brfi^tnes more then in the world may be : 
Oh heanenly light aboue all earthly seeing. 
Where only Vertue hath her only being. 

nom the fiure Brigfatnes of this Beauteous light, 
Hath Wisedomes eye an only power to see : 
The Ime of life that leades her spirit right, 
Vnto the phuse where all perfections be : 
Which in the worke of wonder doe approue, 
The Grations labour of a Glorious loue. 

There Vertne doth in all her brightnes Hue, 
apreddlug abroad the braunches of her BMsse : 
As doth the Sonne his beames of brightnes giue, 
WhOe fai himseUe the only brightnes is : 
O bleaaed tight where such a life remaineth, 
As giuca an light, aad yet all light oontaineth. 



There doth she sit, and sweetly looke about her, 
Beholding in the eye of Vertues light : 
Purenes within, pofection all without her. 
While in a brightnes fjeure aboue her sight ; 
There lines a power her spirits loue inspiring. 
To finame a worke for wit and sence admiring. 

There from a Chaos or Confusions Map, 

She takes the matter of her curious frame : 

While in the limiu of fidre Vertues lap. 

She drawes the course and compasse of the same : 

Where hauing laid the groundworke of her Grace, 

She made the world vp in a little space. 

Six only dayes was for her worke ordained. 
The seuenth to rest, the labour of her loue : 
Her time she kept, and in her care retained. 
Such forme and measure as did truly proue ; 
Her Maister taught her euery rule so right, 
That all was good and pleasing in his sight. 

Her first daies worke was in the Heauens on high, 
When she deuided darknes from the light : 
Wherein all pleasing the all seeing £ie. 
The light she callM day, the darknes night : 
When hauing heauen and earth of nothing Ihuned, 
The Mome and Euening she the first day named. 

The second day vpon the waters, she 

Did Call to worke, and made a Firmament : 

By which, the waters should deuided be, 

That were in this confiisM continent : 

Where euery one within their bounds should stay. 

So, Euen and Mome she made her second day. 

Then from the earth the waters she deuided. 
And gath'red all together, call'd then Seas : 
And by her skill so carefully prouided, 
That in her worke she did her Maister please 
Then made the earth, and callM it dry land. 
Thus did the labour of her third daies hand. 
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In which she made the earth to fructifie. 

In leafe, and fruit. Tree, bud and hearbe, and seede : 

In which she did her Maister glorifie, 

Who, seeing all, said all was good in deede : 

So in her worke thus worthily commended, 

In mome and euening was her third daj ended. 

Thus in the h^u'ns the shining lights she framed. 
That should diuide betwixt the day and night : 
The greater lights, the Sunne and Moone she named, 
Which should giue Rules to times and seasons right : 
The lesser starres to whom she gaue a light. 
To twinkle like the Candels of the Night. 

And in this worke she kept her course so well. 
And stin the state of Grace so vnderstood : 
As he in whom all Graces only dwell, 
In sight (tf goodnes saw that all was good : 
So where no praise her worth dimimshM, 
The Euen and Mome her fourth day finished. 

Then to the waters she her woi^e applies. 
And made each mouing and each creeping thing : 
And in the Heauen each featherM fowle that flies, 
And euery Creature that doth carie wing : 
When all seem*d good in her great Maisters de. 
Who bad them all encrease and multiplie. 

Thus hauing wrought with infinite concdte. 
The sundry forme and shape of euery Creature : 
With such hiuention as exceedes the height 
Of Wit and Reasons praises highest Nature. 
While high perfection each proportion framed, 
The Euen and Morning was her fiit day named. 

Thus when that her weekes worke was almost done, 
She hath her choisest worke to take in hand : 
For which before the Modell be begun, 
She must vpon her Maisters counsaile stand : 
How she may shape his loue. his liuely picture, 
To haue his patience pleasM in his Creature. 

When hauing fauour in his high perfection, 
With humble care a liunp of clay she takes : 
Of which, by Rules of his Diuine direction 
Vnto his Image perfect man she makes : 
Who so in loue did to his liking fiOl, 
That vnder Heau'n he made him Lord of all. 

Thus hauing made vp all her workmanship. 
Within the limits of her fiUrest loue : 
Where constant Truth could neuer take a trip. 
While carefull Ptitience did perfection proue : 
When all was good, in goodnes all enstalled. 
The Euen and Morning she the sbrt day called. 

And seeking now her sacred thoughts to rest, 
Vpon the Grace of the Etemall good : 
She findes the Sabaoth by her Maister blest. 
Who giues her spirits that espedall food : 
That after all the labour of her dales. 
Doth niake her sing his euerlasti^g pmise. 



Which, as I finde, in her frdie Musique sounding. 
Although it be a Note abone my reach : 
Yet on the Gtaoe of Vertue only grounding. 
As her sweet spirits doth my spirit teach : 
My humble soule shall straine my heart to Sing, 
The Gratious praises of my Glorious King. 

O holy Essence of all holiness 
Grace (tf all Glory, Glory of all Grace : 
Perfections Vertue, Vertues perfectnes. 
Place of all Beauty, Beauty of all place : 
Truths only Triall, Times Etemitie, 
Incomprehensible in thy Ddtie. 

Wisedomes deuiser, Father of her loue. 
Constancies proofe, and life of patience : 
Humilities Essence, Faiths true Turtle Dooe, 
Mercies Almighty Glorious Residence : 
Sweet lesus Christ, mine humble souk cnflame. 
To sing the glory of thy holy Name. 

Before what was, but that which euer is. 
The Godhead all Incomprehensible : 
Sweet lesus Christ, the Essence (tf all BUsse, 
But in his Manhood only sensible : 
My Sauiour was, and in himaeUe alone. 
Containing all things, but contain'd in none. 

The Nature of all Vertues in his Nature 
Had all thefr Essaice of their only Being : 
When in Creation of each kinde of Creature. 
Wisedome in him had only all her seeing : 
Whose loue in him such constant patience found. 
That of her Grace and Glory was the ground. 

His spotlesse Vertue all his life did proue. 
In doing good to all, and ill to none : 
His Wisedome did the Doctors wonder moue. 
His loue the Touchstone of all Truth alone : 
His Constande euen to his dying bower. 
Did shew his patience, had a hean'nly power. 

And for the Note of his Humility. 

His crosse bare witnes in his life and death : 

Who bare all basenes Inchiility. 

Yet neuer breath'd the smallest angry breath : 

O Glorious Ki^g that came from Heauen on high, 

Vpon the earth for B^gers so to die. 

His vertue in his will, his word doth show 
His Wisedome in Election and Creation : 
His loue, his Louers by his death doe know. 
His Constande, his patience confirmation : 
His patience his humility did proue. 
And all in some his Glory fixnn aboue. 

Whose Vertue such, as his that oould not sinne? 
Whose Wisedome such, as worketh Vertues will ? 
Whose loue is such, as Wsedome liueCh in ? 
Whose Constande doth shew such Kindnes still ? 
Whose patience such, as did his passkMi diow? 
Or who so high, and euer brought so low? 
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What Vertue doth» his WiBedome doth ezpresse, 
What Wisedome doth, his lone doth manifest : 
What looe doth, doth his oonstande confesw. 
What Coostande doth, in his patlenoe blest : 
What BitieDce doth. Humility doth tdl, 
la hfan alone they all and only dwell 

Then let the vcrtnous for all vertae kme him, 
And let the wise in Wisedomes lone admire him : 
And let the constant in all Undnes prone him, 
And let the patient patiently desire him : 
And let the homUe fanmbly fidl before him. 
And all together all in all adore him. 

Oh that the world could see \A3k vertnes Beauty, 
Or wit of man his Wisedomes Maiestie : 
Or Looe could looke into his C<Mistancie, 
Or patience mto his humility : 
Hien lice, nor foDy, fiaOty, rage, nor pride, 
Should in the mindes of men so much abide. 

His Vertne made the first perfections Nature, 
His Wisedome made the forme of all perfection : 
His kme did giue the life to enery Creature, 
His Coostande the cares xA Loues direction : 
His patience Medidne for aU Miseries» 
His bumblenes the way to Paiadice. 

Woold'st thou be perfect ? in his vertue know it, 
Woold'st thou be Tcrtoous ? in his wisedome leame it : 
Woold'st thou be wise? in his loue only shew it. 
Woold'st thou be looing? in his life disoene it : 
Woold'st thou be constant? in his care conceiue it, 
Woold'tt thou be patient ? in his death peroehie it. 



Would'st thou be humble? in his lowlines 
Leame to submit thy adfe to higher powers : 
Would'st thou be blessM in his Blessednes ? 
Leame to bestow the labour of thine bowers : 
Would'st thou be holy, and line happy euer? 
Line in his loue, and thou shalt line for euer. 

The infinite good thoughts his vertue ghieth. 
The infinite good works his will perfecteth : 
The infinite good life in his kme liueth, 
The infinite loue his constande eflbcteth : 
Th' infinite constande his patience proueth, 
Doe humbly shew what infinitenes loueth. 

Since Vertues (then) good thoughts are infinite. 
And infinite is Vertue in good thought ; 
And infinite is Wisedome in good wit, 
And infinite is loue by Wisedome wrought ; 
And infinite is constande in loue, 
Whidi infinitdy patience doth proue. 

In infinite Humility of hart, 

Vnto the hdght of aU Infinitie : 

In infinite perfection of each part, 

That makes the infinite Diumitie : 

The Father, Sonne, and Holy Ghost all three, 

In one, one God, all faifinite Glory bee. 

And since no hart is able to attaine, 
Vnto bis holy and etemall praise : 
To whom doth duly appertaine, 
The date of Gk)ries neuer ending dayes : 
When Angels in their Halduiah dwell, 
Let me but sing Amen, and I am welL 

Gloria in exctlsis Dto. 



KIKJU^^IJUKJI^^^^ 



TO ALL LEAR 

ned and Vertuous Schollers, 

andgroHous Studients, honour 

and happiness. 

/^^Entlemen, I feare, this my mistermed piece of Poetry, in your tme iudgements, will be subiect to the reproofe 
^^ of errour ; what is amisse, I humbly leaue to 3rour correction, and what is otherwise, to your fauomable 
acceptation : and so, loath to be tedious in ceremonies, I rest affectionatdy to all good learning, 

A friind auowtd 

Ber. N. Gent. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



EriSTLB-DBDiCATORY, lAHKS s James VI. of Scot- 
land. I. of England. Signature ' Ber N.' see Note, p. 
a, on this. 

To THB Reader : coL z. L 14, * taxed" = accused, 
with satire implied : coL a. 1. 9. ' tuUum * - guardian- 
ship. 

Page 5. ooL z. 1. 33, 'toy' ss trifle : col. a, L Z9, 
' neatest' » best dressed : L ao, * pleating* = plaiting : 
1. aa, *Jimd* » foolish : L a4, 'antike' s youthful. 
So Samuel Nicholson in Acolastus 

* My antklcew^pe wm fredy lent 
To the conunikdiig of aocnnM orilL' 

See my edn. (Z876, 4to.) p. ix. : L a8, 'beraide' = be- 
trayed. So in our English Bible, St Matthew zzvi. 73, 
and Isaiah xvi. 3. 

P. 6, coL a, L 7, 'fjM^'—misprinted 'tends,' the 't* 
caught from * it' 

P. 7, col. z, 1. az, *Uese* = lose, so p. 8, coL z, L a 
from bottom : L 38, ' Tnne and Time* — misprinted 
'Tune and Tune:' see 1. 40, where perhaps 'dime' 
ought to be 'chime :' col. a, L a4, 'wring* s torture : 
1. 48. ' clime' s claim (by stress <^ rhyme). 

P. 8, col. z, L 8, *summes . . .^reels' s the sum- 
total with the particulars : ib, *gree' = agree: L xa, 
' all and some ' 3 the whole and each : L 36, * il4« only 
wicked' SB the wicked alone : L 5a, 'leese :' see on p. 7, 
col. z, 1. az : ooL a, L 7, ' In some ' = in sum. 



P. 9, ooL z. L zz. '/MMf ' = foolish, as before : L 34. 
'ware' — ^misprinted 'wane:* 06L a, L a6, ' raise' = 
praise, exalt 

P. XX. coL X, L 7, 'arier* = artery: L 9^ 'fyies' ^ 
hmgs: so Scotici stiU : L X3. 'She' misprinted 'He:' 
ooL a, L x8. 'and if.' etc.,— note the peculiar oonstruc- 
tion : L 51, 's;^de' » speed. 

P. xa, coL X, L 7, 'attonements' = at-one-menis, 
agreement: L 33, *Aad /wist* = too kte repcntanoe. 

P. Z3, col. z. L X4, 'phoere' » husband : L 3a, 'hmss- 
ing = kisshig : coL a, L 30^ 'Set '—misprinted ' Let' 
caught from line before : Constastcie, 06L a. L 6, ' Wise- 
dome, Loue, Honor, '-^nisprinted 'Wisdomes Loues 
Honor:' 

P. Z7. coL X, L 9, ' emhrace*—<faerf, misprint for 
'embase' scast downe? 

Throughout ' then ' is s than. 

In the MS. (see Note. p. a) the Epistle-dedicatory is 
signed 'Your Maiesties znost LoyaU Sobiect Nkholas 
Breton.' The address ' To the Reader ' is not hi the 
MS. Page 7. ooL X. L 7, in MS. reads 'gines' for 
'gaines:' p. 8. col. a. L 7. 'somme' b spdled ' summe:' 
at end ' Gloria in exoelsis Deo ' is not in the MS. Other 
variations are merely orthographical, e^., ad dak 'yet' 
is 'yitt' and the like. The MS. is a very beantilul one. 
and is the same with the other Breton MS. in the Royal 
Collection.— G. 
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NOTE. 

The only copy of the ' True Description * that has been found is that among the Tanner books 
in the Bodleian. 8 leaves 4^ The few Notes and Illustrations follow :— 



P. 4, EPISTLB-DEDICATOSY— MiSTRIS MART GATE. 

This was the eldest daughter of Sir Hemy Gate of 
Seamer, co. York, and she appears to have died un- 
married. Sir Hemy was brother of Sir John Gate, 
Chanodlor of the Duchy of Lancaster. He married 
first, Lucy, d. of Charles Knevet, Esq., and secondly, 
Catherine Watkin of Bradwarden. His children were 
aU by his first wife. He purchased the manor of Kil- 
bom, in Hampstead, oo. Middlesex, and described 
himself in his wiU as of Kflbum. He died 7th April 
1589. 



IHd,t The Poem— ooL z, L to, *kad I wisu: See 
Gkisaarial Index, 4. v. 

P. 5. coL z, U. Z9-90. Cf. iHd, U. 49-50,— a myth 
found fai old Natural Htstoiy books: coL a, U. zj 
onward— the old classical legend of Andzochis and the 
Hon, as related by Auhis Gdlhis (v. 14) : L 5a. *ikrsi- 
Muif,* sic, the spelling of *tameness:' L 54, 'As* is 
misprinted 'And.* 

P. 6, ooL I, L 8, ' IKIrrwj's whereat, «.«. as 
where : coL a. L 24, ' trow^ ' = trmnpotrd.— G. 
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%jfORE tooriA thtH vertue can no ereatun knewt 
^'^ A Phetmx in HU world thin is but om4: 
Rare is the Bird^ and though there be no mo. 
Yet you mayfinde hir when you are alone. 



G /^REAT is the Grace that in the spirit Uueth, 

A ^^ And such a life. is worthy honors lone : 

T The perfect good thai heau'nfy mercie giueth, 

E Elected Virgins in the heau'ns ahoue. 



To the Right Worfliip 

full, Vertuous, and Noble minded 

Gentlewoman, Mistris Mary Gaie^ Daughter to 

that true worthie Knight of Honorable remem- 

braunce, Sir Henry Gate of Semer, N. B, 

vrisheth all happinesse on Earth 

and Heuiea haere- 

aftcr. 

Vertuous minde can not bee without hir 
honor, nor, an vngratefull spirit without a 
burthen of Conscience : the first in your 
selfe is made manifest to many, the second, 
in my selfe, I wish not to liue to bee touched with, but yet, 
not able to requite those your Honourable fiiuours that 
I haue receiued yet vndeserued, giue mee leaue in this 
little fruit of my Labour, to present you with this token 
of my thanckiulnesse, wherein treating onely of the 
vile Nature of Ingratitude, I hope not to bee found 
guiltie in that offence. And so, wishing yoa your 




desert oi Honour, of the best mindes, and the vngrate- 
full, the plague oi an imquiet Consdenoe, or amendement 
of their euill conditions, in oontinuan prayer for your 
harts euer Contentment, I rest. 

Yours hounden to command 

NidbUu Breton. 



HEE that is vntfaankfiill for a good tome, sfaeweth 
the venime of a vile Nature, and hee that is 
kindly gmtefull, is worthie to bee beeloned : if you bee 
of the last condition. I commend yon. if of the first, 
God amend you : What you are I know not, but I hope 
the best, the worst I desire not to heare off. And 
therefore, in briefe, the Treatise being short, I will not 
trouble you to long, but as I finde your kindnesse, will 
rest in thankfnlnesse. 



Your friend 



Nicholas Buetok. 
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^ all the sinnes that euer raign'd. 
Since wickednesse hir world began : 
That Nature beautie most hath stain'd. 
Within the wretched hart (tf Man : 

And neerest doth to hell allude. 

Is that of fowle Ingratitude. 

It kils the Eie of Reasons sight. 
With fowle obliuions foggy mists : 
And make the spirit to delight. 
But in the harmes of had I wists : 
And mires the soule in sinnes fowle flud, 
While lack of grace, can see no good. 

It studies onely to destroie, 
A genUe spfrit with despight : 
And knowes no part of Heauenly ioy, 
That pleads so hi the Diuels ri^t : 
It is a hagge. that heauens doe hate, 
And dwels, but with the Reprobate. 



It bringeth foorth such shameftill EuiU. 
Out of the shamdesse wi<^ed minde : 
As by suggestion of the Diuell, 
Makes Nature goe against hir kinde : 
When Men that should bee Vertoes friends. 
Become but Machauilian fiends. 

There is no thought can bee so vOe, 
Nor word can sound so ill a worth : 
Nor cursM state, so ill a stile. 
As can Ingratitude set foorth : 
Which was the curse of Adams seede. 
And neuer since did better deede. 

Where it doth once hifect the hart. 
The Sonne doth wish the Fathers death : 
The Wife doth seeke the Husbands smart, 
The Brother stops the Sisters breath : 
The Neighbour, and the neerest firiend. 
Will plot each others speedy end. 
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It makes the Sanumt to foiget. 
His dnty to his Maisters lone : 
The snbiect an hto wits to set, 
RebeflioD to his Ftiiuse to proocie i 
The ViUaioe for a Comfort lent. 
For to beetmie the Tnnrf>^<wi^ 


A poore Man going to a wood. 
Within the Snow an Adder found : 
When, wishing how to doe it good. 
Did take it vp, from off the ground : 
And fearing of no future harme. 
Did in his bosome keepe it warme. 


It maketh BCan forget his God, 

In whom akme hee hath his bedng : 

His Comfort and his Mercies Rod. 

Whereof his Soule can have no seeing : 

Vntin to late in heU he findes. 

How God doth hate vngratefiill mindes. 


But comming home vnto the fire, 
No sooner hee had loosde his Coate : 
But, to requite his kinde desire. 
The Adder bit him by the throate : 
Now whereto doth this tale ahide? 
But onely to Ingratitude. 


Oh what it doth, or doth h not ? 

To see the power that Sinne hath got 
Vpon the corse of humane Unde : 
While Comfort. Kfaidnesse, Care, and Cost 
Vpon Tnthankfuhiesse are lost 


There was a Lyon as I reade. 
Who had a Thome got in bis foote : 
Which in his ttanafle sore dkl bleede. 
While to his hart the payne did shoote : 
With which, vnto his Denne hee came 
And fell to licking of the same. 


Oh Hdlish Worme, that eates the wombe, 
Wherdn it lay, to looke abroode : 
And pk>u the Meane to make his Tombe, 
Whose house had beene his cfaiefe aboade : 
While fisithlesse friends make hellish fiends. 
God send aH Indasses such ends. 


When, as he stoode hee spied a Man. 
Who had beene thether fled for feaie : 
And in his hart, with griefe beegan. 

Yet, seeing how the Lyon stoode. 


A King that on a thne ordain'd. 

Was ask6d. why hee dkl reframe 
On this tp set down his degice : 
It is quod hee. beyond my wit, 
I leane to God to punish it. 


So cuimingly did beate about : 
As with his mouth first fell to sucke 
Then, with his Teeth, did get it out : 
And after did sudi help apply, 


As who should say, the sinne were such. 
As did all other so esoeede : 
That were the torment nere so much, 
It were no more then it did neede : 
That all the world mi^^t warning winne, 
To flie the thought of such a sinne. 


And when the Lyon felt such ease, 
Hee reacht hun out a Princely Piawe ; 
As who should say to such as please. 
I carry comfort in my Clawe : 
And to requite his kindnesse then 
Hee led him foorth out of his Den. 


It makes the ^hape of Man to proue? 
For shape is most and Man is least, 
That so doth swanie from Natures loue : 
And in the hate of honours Nature, 
Becomes the worst of any creature. 


And brought him through a wildemesse, 
Into a high way, neere a towne : 

Before his fiuse, hee sat him downe : 
And with his Pawe as Poets tell. 
Did glue a Kingly kinde fiueweU. 


Fie, fie, ypon Ingratitude, 
The Sinne of Sinnes that euer was : 
That doth the soule to much delude. 
And brings the world to such a passe : 
That lack of knies Gratuitie. 
Hath afanost wome out Charitie. 


Now shortly after it befell. 
This Lyon was by hunters caught : 
And as the story seemes to tell, 
Vnto an Emperour was brought : 
And with great loy and loliUe 
Presented to his Maiestie. 


Of Wonnes, the Viper is the worst. 
That eates the Bowells that did breed him 
Of ffirds, the Cuckoe most accurst 
That kils the Sparrow that did feed hun : 
And is not man more halfe a Diuell? 
That so requiteth good with Euill? 


Which Lyon kept, as others are. 

That so are caught, and so are brought : 

To feede vpon such hungry fiue, 

As, tamnesse had his stomacke Uught : 

Did liue such Trayterous haits to teare : 

As to such death condempn&d weere. 
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Where Long this Lyon had not beoie, 
But that the Man that heal'd his wound : 
Whose Eie had neuer Treason seene, 
Nor Spirit such a thought had found : 
Iniurionsly was apprehended, 
And vnto such a death oondempnkL - 

Who beeing brought vnto the Den, 
Whereas the Lyon fiercely stood : 
To teare in peeces, those iU men. 
That fed him with their poisoned blood : 
Before his &oe did kindelie stand. 
And pawde and lickt him on the hand. 

The lookers on amax'd to see. 
The Lyon thus the Man entreate : 
Did wonder what the cause should bee, 
His loue to him should bee so great : 
And to the Emperour did tell, 
What all before their Eies beefea 

Who comming thether to behold. 
The truth of that hee thus had heard : 
And seeing still the prisoner hold, 
His place with him : a great reward 
Did promise him, the cause to show, 
That made the Lyon vse him so. 

When, of the Lyon, taking leaue. 
With kissing of his Kingly foote : 
To make his Maiestie conceiue. 
The truth of all euen from the roote : 
Hee ript vp all that hee had done, 
Whereby this Ljrons loue beegunne. 

The Emperour well pieas'd to heare, 
How euery point and part did grow : 
Before his presence made appeere. 
The wretches that had wrong'd him so : 
And threw them in his wrathfull power, 
Vnto the Lyon to deuower. 

Who sparM none but slew them all : 
The Man was Royally rewarded : 
The Note to this effect did £b11, 
That thanckfulnesse was much regarded : 
The Lyon still remained his friend, 
And so the story made an end. 

Oh Lord that euer Man should line 
In hate of loues forgetfiilnesse. 
And that a Lions loue should giue. 
Such notes of Noble thanckfulnesse : 
Which all in one doe but conclude. 
The Princely grace of Gratitude. 

Then shew no Vipers venum vile. 

To gnaw the bowells. that did breed thee : 

Nor Cucko like, doe loue beguile. 

To kill the Sparrow that did feede thee : 

But Lionlike doe thanckfull proue. 

To him that hath deseru'd thy loue. 



Remember what thou hast Reoeu'd, 

Of whom, why, how, and what, and where : 

And, let it bee, as weU peroeu'd. 

Thou doste retonrae thy kindenesae there : 

That perfect thanckfulnesse may praoe. 

The Nature of the Lions loue. 

If that thou finde, thy Mistresse kinde. 

Dishonor not hir qualltie : 

If that a noble friend thou finde. 

Skoffe not his liberalitie : 

If meane men buie thy oompanie, 

Requit them not with viUanie. 

If that thy Father doe oonmiend thee, 
Be thou not bad to shew his blindnesae : 
And if thy friend a saddell lend thee, 
Steale not his Horse to quite his kindnesse : 
But chiefiBly doe not seeke his blood. 
Whose loue hath liu'd to doe thee good. 

FoEget not God. that gaue thee life. 
Defiune not him that is thy friend : 
Bee not vnfiiithfull to thy wife, 
And hold on honest to the end : 
For when the Knaues bee all discarded. 
A poore small tromp may be reigarded. 

Doe not with Connies vndermine, 
The Castle where thy Captajne Hoes : 
Nor Counteifet with a Dhiine. 
To cheate the Charitie hee gines : 
Least when the world doth see thy shame, 
Both God and Man doe hate thy name. 

Leaue not a Man to sedce a beast, 
A Monster is nor fiesh. nor fish, 
And where thou hast receu'd a ficast, 
Retume not home a poisoned dish : 
Lest they that find thy hellish Nature, 
Doe hold thee for a hatefull Creature. 

In sunmie. for all let this suffice. 

To wame thee from Ingratitude : 

Beehold it with your inward Eles, 

And let it not your soule delude : 

For Truth doth write that Time may reade. 

It is a graft of Gracelesse seede. 

Which growes but in a widced ground. 
And beares no fruit but Infrunie : 
And many times is blasted round. 
With hellish breath of Blasphemie : 
Yet with ill humours moystned so. 
As makes it wickedlie to grow. 

But fixim this widced HeOish thing. 
That so infects the minde of Man : 
And with a most infemall sting, 
The wofull state of Life beegan : 
And doth abuse good Creatures thus, 
Good I/>rd of such deliuer vs. 

FINIS, 



Digitized by 



Google 



The Honovr of Valovr. 

1605. 



^nt:•^"r:•^nC•^r.c^nc^^.c^r.t:•^r.t:•^^:t:•^.•-.'C•^.-:t:•^.~t:•^nt:•^.~r: 



41 



Digitized by 



Google 



NOTE. 

I AM indebted to Hbnry Huth, Esq., London, for the use of his unique 
exemplar of *The Honovr of Valovr'— 8 leaves, sm. 4ta In the centre 
of the title-page is a weeping eye, and sword-like beams all round, 
like contemporary woodcuts of the sun : for legend, ' Honi. Soit. QvL 
Mai. Y. Pense.' No other copy of this booklet besides Mr. Huth's 
is known or recorded. A former owner's autograph, ' William Neile,' is 
on the title-page, and another, ' Jo. Ne,' cut through. — G. 
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To the Right Honorable, Charles, Earle 

OF Devon, Lord Mountioy, Lievtenant 

Generally and Gouemour of Ireland, Master of his 
Maiestiea Ordinance of England, Captaine of Fartsmauth^ 
one of his Maiestiea most Honorable priuie Counsell, 
and Knight of the most Noble order of the Garter : 
Nicholas Breton wisheth a long and health- 
iiiU life^ with increase of Honour on 
earth, and the loyes of Heanen, 
in Heauen. 

HBLE Earie, to present your Honoor with a Faunphlet. may gine suspition either of too little wit, or too 
great presumption ; the firrt with sonow I coniesse, for the second I humbly crane pardon ; and yet since 
a Larke is worth a Kite, if your Honour can away with small birds. I hope you will not distaste this little 
TItte : but least my figure may seeme better then my substance, leaning the labour of my loue, to the 
honour of your good fouor. I take my leaue in all humblenesse. 

Your Honours denoted to be commaunded 

Nicholas BrtiM, 




?%? To THE Reader. 

|LL yee that loue Armes. and hane hearts to malntafaf? Armes, and Tse not onely your feete, to ran away 
with Aimes, Reade what I haue written in the Honour of Armes : If you haue no spleene. I knowe not 
what to say to you, but if you vnderstand English, you may spell and put together. I meane Valour and 
Honour, for one cannot bee spared torn the other: for a Title without desert, is like a tittle without senoe: 
What shall I say? If you be wise, you will like that may please you ; but if you will be out of order, yon are not for 
my rancke. In briefe, Valour with Wisedome is worthy Honour, and ftnie without reason, is the next neighboor to 
folly : but a figure without substance may stand for a Cipher : and therefore reade this little txact, and as your heart 
will giue you leaue. put it in proofe. I meane to deseme Honour by Valour ; or ds if your srnmHffk will not seme 
you. fiedl to such dyet as will fit you : but I feare I am too tedeous, and therefore I thus conclude : wishing Honour to 
Valour, and aduancement to all true Honour : I rest 

Your firiend as I finde cause, 

Nicholas Brttom. 
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|IGH flying mindes, cannot embase thdr eyes, 
Vpon the obiects of Tnwortfay sence. 
The stately Eagle gapes not after flies, 
Ambitiofi reedea no rules oi Patienoe ; 
While onely Honour aymes at Excellence : 

And Valour senoelessft of the thought of feare* 
Lookes at the Sonne, ft tones no lower Spheare. 

Kings lone no equals* Pkttbus shines atone. 
The Ocean sea disdaines the little brooke. 
An gems are glasse Tnto the Diamond stone, 
A KiQgdOme, to the worid, is bnt a nooke, 
Btoud is the Inke that writes the warlike booke. 
Where truth ddluen to the trompe of Fame, 
The temas'd Honour of a worthy name. 

The trampling Steede treads out the way of terror. 
While Thundring Canon sbootes no tennis Bals, 
And truth disdaineth to subscribe to error, 
To faring the spfait to the fleshes cals ; 
No, the true Souldier scales the Castle wals, 

Entreth the Fortes, and makes the Forces yeeld, 
Ruines the Campe, and ouerruns the field. 

No, no, it is a high Astronomy 
That findes the starlight of a minde of State. 
Who in his strength will rather striue to die. 
Then hold his recknings at a tower rate. 
Then that hij^ tone that hath the world hi hate ; 
Where da n nt l esse valour dody doth aduance 
Deseming qiirits, in despite of cbaunce. 

The Lyons eyes doe qpailde all like Fire. 

The Pkmnix dies and liues but in the Sonne, 

Aspiring qurits cannot but aspire. 

And when they die, then all their world is done : 

Yet after death a better life bcgunne : 
Where toftie feme to longest memory, 
Doth sound the Honour that can neuer die. 

Tlie mole-like mindes that digge but ▼nder drosse. 
Hane cnrsM eyes that cannot see the light ; 
And Soules that wonhip but the golden Crosse, 
In mortal warre make but a Coward fight : 
The iaoe of man was made to lo<^ yp right 

Strong halted mindes had rather burst then bend. 
Bleat be the life brings honour in the end. 



When fire and smoke do all bedlmme the ayre. 
And btoudied earth is with deade bodies paued. 
And valiant oomage sits hi conquests chaire. 
To heare the cries of metcy humbly craned, 
And h a rm l e sa e peopto by true pitie saned ; 

Then feels the heart the height of pleasores power. 
To haue the hap to line to such an houre. 

To take a Cock-boat hi a Riuer Crooke, 
Or breake a Bulrush on a coate of Steele ; 
To fish for honour with a siluer hooke. 
Or kill a Coward runniBg, in the heeto. 
Or worke for threed but with a spinning wfaede ; 
These haps may hit, but when that all is done. 
They are but all as Moates in honours Sunne. 

The chamber musique that inchaunts the eare, 
Giues sodafaie sOence to the Thunpets sound ; 
And crying, Ct^id doth but willow weare. 
While worthy Mars is with the Lawrell Ground ; 
The man of warre the Merchant runs aground. 
And Resolutton caxmot quench his fire, 
Till he haue either death or his desire. 

Ease hath no part in Passtons hi^ipfaesse, 
Nor, safety luls the watchfuU eye a sleepe, 
And working spirits tones no idlenesse. 
Which haue the Key of Honours care to keepe, 
The noble minde can neuer leame to creepe ; 
No, Princely Honour is the rpyall Prise, 
For which, true valour either lines or dies. 

The slhny Snailes that slide atong the ground, 
And hide their heads with feare to shew their horns ; 
The heauenly thought of honour neuer found, 
But are, indeed, the Noble Spirits soocnes : 
No, Vertue so the valiant minde adomes. 

And on his countenance seu so feire a grace, 
As makes the worid rdoyoe to see his feoe. 

Oh when a valiant heart holds vp the hand. 
And chaigeth on the vangard of a troope ; 
Sets both the foote and horsemen at a stand, 
Maseth the Gallant, makes his feather stoope. 
And puts his spirits vp into a Coope ; 

Then what a ioy the victor doth receiue. 

Base mindes nor doe, nor will, nor can oonoeiue. 
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When Dmm, and Fife, and the report of shot» 

Makes Muaiqae for the eaies of noble hearts, 

The thought of feare is vtterly forgot, 

When mortal wounds doe shew but flea-bite smarts. / 

While Death keepes racket vpon either paru : 

Then see how Valour fights in Honours fidd. 

Spirits leaue bodies, ere true hearu can yedd. 

He that can baigaine for a bag of golde. 
Or shuffle cards to shift a cunning tiicke, 
Or plaie the Wolfe within a Sheepdieards foold, 
Or catch an Oyster and deuour him quick. 
Or hit a pinne vpon a twelue-score prick ; 

These may be men of shape, but for the minde. 
Where Honour goes, they euer staie behinde. 

He that dare fight and see his finger Ueede, 
And can outsooldc a beggar Jn her hsaxle. 
He that can aooure the CoMOHry lor a neede. 
And put perhaps the weake^mto.the wall ; 
And dyming Gniwcs noasis,' venter lor a fall : 

These iaay» perhaiM. beimen and.handaome men ; 

But neuer written, with a noble Pen. 

Hee that can sooth a lye. or tell a tale. 
And sweetely fall into the jinke of.8inne ; 
He that can rob the Earke and bceake the Pale, 
Or tickle a great fish vnder the finae, . . 
And like a huswife leame to card and spinne : 

These may perhaps, haue prety apish gnuses ; 

But Honour truely neuer saw theur fooes. 

Hee that can whistle at a Flowe and Cart, 
And catch a Weesle in a Cony hole ; 
Hee that can eate vp a whole aple tarte, 
And ouerleape a blinde mare and her fole, 
Or strike a football strongly through a goale ; 

These may be too, a Idnd of men, and so. 

But no siich men as euer honour knowe. 

No, the base mindes of begger thoughts are bard 
From the conoeipt of Honours kingly folisse ; 
A Coward motion neuer can be heard. 
Where Resolution knowes what Honour is : 
Fortune and Feare can neuer kindly kisse. 

Forward and firme and fidthfuH to the death, 
Proues Honours lone, vnto the latest breath. 

The hate of wronge and the defence of right. 
The sparing dyet, the true patlenee, 
The burning lampe of Honoues blessM light, 
The pleasing toyle of hopes exparicnoe, 
The royal! seate of Honours residence ; 

These are the Hots that lead the loftie minde. 

To looke at heancn and leane the wortd behinde. 

The puffing fax that shewes the Pesants feiede, 
Proues ladt a Ltmi was JMnerGbntlenian ; 
The noble Spirit hath no power lo leede. 
The raking PTOoepU of the Dripping pan ; 
A Hoppy horse best fits maidJ/orMai, 
And Cfaantedeere if it be rightly bred, 
With one true blowe will strike the dunghil dead. 



The Copy-wit doth no true wisdome holde. 
Babes will be fingfated with a bossing Flie, 
True Honours title is not bought and sould. 
None sees the Sun but with an Eagles eye^ 
Base is his life that is afraid to die ; 

While conscience deare of villanofts conoeipt. 
Holds Honours hopes at a most glorkras height 

The silly hearts of shnple witted heads. 
That spend their spirits in a poore demotion 
Who lye and read old baUads in their beds. 
Where plainnesse makes the way vnto promotion. 
While Folly poysons Reason with a poiion : 

These two may seem a kinde of humane aestores 

But haue no name in notes of Honons natures. 

.1 

The straining wits that stretch tbeir bndnes so Bie, 
As if tbair spirits sfnke bf iDspirstJOBi 
Or with the wings of vaksiAni wiftlbr* 
To see the state of />isi^aj.Conatelhitkwi, 
And one^ worke for wosds of «dmiiatioa ; 

These may bo men, and in thefer hvmoars rsre. 
But truely, Honour knowea not what they are. 

Arte is but idle in a worke of ease. 
Time but mispent in middle hmnoid thoo^ ; 
Reason abus'd, that barely aeekes to please. 
Learning but lost, in witindinde to nought. 
Wit but a Foole, that is so.dearely bonght ; 
Nature a Spirit* vnto nothing.spent, 
TUl Valour compasse Honours continent 

That royall fiuide that is voide of feare. 
That Princdy spirit, that doth Fortune spigbt. 
That heauenly eye that seeth ftaay whoe. 
That happie soule, that hath so sweete a s^gfat, 
Proue in the Lamp of the etemall light. 

How Valours triith in Vertues' quairdl proued. 
Doth make a minde, of God and iban bctonfd. 

Yea, the true bloud that ticUes at the heart. 
Strengthens the stomack. noorishetfi tlte bndne, 
Reuiues the spirit,* nmnes thixiugh toeiiy part, 
Feedes enery musde, s#els in enery vaine, 
Findes death a mededne rather thana paine^ 

Wa make the mbide where Honour lines indeed 
Leaue works of wordi, for aO the worid to reede. 

Oh the poore hearts of pitiioll compiahiing. 
That ondy liae^ and eaie, nnd drinlDS^- and die : 
Honour, hath beene a Qraoe of Vertae gaining. 
When fodes knewe nothing of the myslnie* 
How Valour first began a MonsrcUe ; 

But, wisdom knowvsj 'Whose Lamel cannot wither, 
Vatour, and Honoor, eosr line tQgtthsi; • 

The golden God, giues hot an oidward graoe. 
Where bodies are but babies in attire ; 
But Spirits linain a aaore gloiioas place. 
Whose substanee:iBof a celestial fi^ 
The light of Angels hn a heanenl^ Quire : 
. Where /"Ao^fff shewes, the wAne is dinfaie. 
Where Valors actions: do in Honoor sUne. 
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Oh that bright shining euer blessM Stume, 
Whicfa in his Circle cannot hide a moate. 
Bat in the coarse which he hath euer nume, 
Gone Man his Acts, to Mtrcmry to note, 
Where Honours &me might neuer be forgot. 

Blest be that light that shews where Vertue Ihies, 
Honour true Valor, Valor Honour giues. 

And by the beames of that fisdre sunny Ught, 
Oh would the world did finde out honours way. 
That foggy mysu might not ofiend the sight 
Of those deere ejres where valours comforts stay \ 
But gioe the night the night, the day the day : 
The Eagle wings to mount the loftie skye, 
And on the Dimghffl kc the Bossard die. 

Then should not honour &n vpon a word, 
Few be by fimor, none by Fortune graced. 
While txewest Honour groweth by the sword. 
Where trew dishonour iustly is defiioed, 
While Vertue is so high by Valour placed. 



The earth may see how heanens the hearts aduAce 
Where Valour seekes the swords inheritance. 

But let it not be in vsurping mindes : 
For treason hath no place in honours truth. 
Ambition oft so much affection blinds, 
As bringeth reason but to ruins ra'th ; 
Repentance euer rashnes so ensuth 

That valour must but fight in honors right, 

Or but recdue dishonor in the fight 

Let Vertue then a valiant spirit leade 
Against thy Gods, thy Kinges, and Contryes foes : 
That Lone in life, and Fame when thou art dead, 
May sound the noates, that Noble Vertue knowes, 
In Honors truth that tfane can neuer lose : 
So ttue, so die, so die, and euer line. 
While Vertue, Grace, Valour doth Honor giue. 



Finis. 



Nicholas Brrton. 



NOTES. 



Psge 4, Bpktlb-dbdicatoxt : see Memorial-Intro- 
doction on this notdeman : remarkable in himself, he 
yet is now mainly remembered as the husband of Sir 
Philip Sidney's 'Stdla:' L 4, * r#<fe ' s titling, U, 
hedge^panow : a small thing. 



Page 6, ooL x, L 13, * Or kit apimm,' &c : see Glos- 
sarial Index under ' prick : ' 1. 3 (fix>m bottom), ' Hoppy' 
=s capering : last line, ' dmng^iU^^ i.e. the common 
cock as opposed to the ' game ' one.— G. 
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NOTE. 

It is our privilege to print the 'Hate of Treason' from the Author's own holograph us. 
{17, c. xxxiv.) among the Royal mss. in the British MuseunL Of the printed edition (1616), 
entitled 'The Hate of Treason, with a Touch of the Late Treason' (pp. 23), I have not been so 
fortunate as to see a copy. In the Memorial-Introduction I hope to be able to give an account 
of it, as an exemplar is believed to exist Prefixed to the MS. is the following Epistle^edicatory : — 

'To the highe, and moste Noble Lorde : 

the Duke of Lineux : helthe, honor, and etemall 

Happines :' 

Right Honorable, 

The faithefull Love to his Ma^ w^ yo' iuste hatred to all his enemies, 
hathe made me out of my bounden Duty to yo' Gcace, to present the same, w*^ these fewe Invective 
lines, againste the vile name of Treason, and Traitors : wherein, naminge no person offendinge, and, 
wishing there had never been suche offence, leavinge the Tract to the perusinge of yo^ discreete 
patience, w*^ my better service to yo^ Gratious Emploiment, I humbly reste : 

Yo' Graces divoted to be 
CSmamided 

Nich: Breton. 

A facsimile of this letter, showing Breton's handwriting, accompanies our reproduction.— G. 
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An Invective against Treason: 




|H what a wicked, wretdied worlde is this ? 
so litUe iayth in Sowtes, or love in Hartes ; 
so many Mindes, minde nothing bat amiss? 
thus, on the Earth, can DeviUs playe theyr 
partes? 
to poyson Sowles, w^ such Infemall Dartes ? 
can nothing £k>w, but wealth and widcednes?. 
to drown the World in all vngodlines? 

What Mischiefe walkes among y« minds of Men ? 
win nothing serve theyr discontented ^^^lls ? 
must they needs runne into y« DeviUs denne ? 
are theese y« Scopes of Madiivilian skills? 
that an y« Worlde. with his Infection fiUs? 
Oh God, what DeviU. could in 01 goe further? 
then Pride, in maUce, practise hellish Murther? 

To kin at aU, is an vnUnde desire : 
to kUl a Foe, is but a bloudie fact : 
to kiU a Friend, a heate of hellish fire : 
to kiU a Neighbour, an vngratious act : 
to Un a Brother, Horrors fowle Abstract : 
to kiU a Father, too vnnaturaU : 
to kflU a King, y« wicked'st deede of aU. 

For, Father, Bkother, Neighbour, Friend or Foe, 

in each of theese, but fewe to Ruine runne ; 

but, in a ICing, or Princes overthrowe, 

bow many thowsand Thowsands are vndonne? 

woe woorth y« hand, y* such iU threed hath sponne : 

as, byy*woorkofSathanswickednes 

a Woride of Christians should endure Distress. 

But, aUtQgither, King, Qoeene, Prince, and Peere ; 

the B]rsboppe, Judge, y* Lorde, the Magistrate ; 

when they should aU in Parliament appeere : 

for the establishing of a blessM State : 

even then to shew the iiorror of theyr hate : 

by force of Fire, devised for the nonce ; 

to teare y« howse, and blow them vp at once. 

What Eare can heere, whose spiritt doth not tremble ? 

to thindc vpon the horror of this Act? 

if an y« DeviUs did m HeU assemble ; 

among themselves, to make a fowle Compact : 

bow could they finish, a more heynous fact? 

then so to seeke the Ruine of a State : 

and leave so fiure a Land so desolate. 



But, God on High, that firom his Seate behoUeth, 
Heaven, Earth, Sea, HeU, & what each one 

tayneth ; 
and, every thought, of every harte vnfoldeth ; 
and, for his service, aU and som retayneth : 
hating y« pride, his powrefuU hand disdayneth ; 
hath broke y« Force of aU theyr wicked frame ; 
and made theyr woorke, vnto y« world a shame. 

But this good God, that gave vs our good King : 
and made the sorrowes of our harts to ceasse, 
reveales aU Tractes, y* doe of Treason spring ; 
blesseth our Land, preserves itt in his peace, 
and doth our sowles, from sinnefuU feaies release : 
how can his name, inough be prays'd of us ? 
that shew's his care, his love, and mercy thus : 

But« oh y« griefe of grids, in gratious thought, 
to see a VUlajme, on a vertuous King, 
by secrett malice, to have Murther sought : 
Murther on him, and of his after-spring, 
what Eare hath heard of a more HeUish thing ? 
then, for a Uttle gayne of Prides Content, 
to practice Murther on the Innocent. 

Our gratious King, on whome y« King of Grace, 
hath rayn'd a shewre of his setemaU graces ; 
and over vs, hathe given the Kingly place, 
of high Cofiiaund, Cofl^und, y* King of places ; 
ordeyn'd for him, and for his RoyaU Races ; 
this godly King, that God himself hathe sent vs, 
What doe wee ayle ? that hee cannott content vs ? 
To whome is hee a foe? but to our foes? 
A Neighbour borne, and ever found a friend ; 
in love a brother, and his care who knowes, 
might as a soonne, a Fathers Love coffiend : 
and for a King, lett itt be wisely ween'd, 
and Reasons Eies, wiU see that Royalty, 
that wiU coniure a Christians Loyalty. 

Whose proovM love, hathe he left vnregarded ? 
whome, but y* wicked, hathe he ever hated? 
whose vertuous Acts, bathe he left vnrewarded? 
whose power, but Prides, hathe ever he abated ? 
whose humble Suits, hathe he left disalated? 
whose true affect, but hee in favour Graoeth ? 
whose Vertuous lyfe ? but, hee in k>ve embraoeth ? 
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Whose virgins, bathe, his wanton love deflowrtd? 
whose worthy honour, hathe his skome disgraoM ? 
whose wealth hathe he with Avarice devoiirM ? 
whose love desplsM ? or whose fame defacM ? 
or vertaous person, fixim his place displaced ? 
what provM grace, but in his grace approvM ? 
of giadous harts, to make his Grace beloved : 

Learnings advaunoer, and Religions love ; 

Wisedoms Affecter, Reasons Studient ; 

Valours Mayntayner, Vertues Turtle Dove ; 

Graces Companion, Honors Continent ; 

of Maiestie Earth's Royall president ; 

Heavens gratious blessing, & worlds worthy wonder 

live our king James, to bring Earths kingdome vnder. 

Amen good God, and, Devin lett him bee. 
who, to this Prayer, will nott say Amen : 
blinde be his Eies, and, lett him neuer see ; 
that hydes himself, in vtter Darcknes Denne ; 
and, pinnes his thoughts, vp in Impatience penne : 
Where, by y« Traynes, of Treasons fowle Illusion, 
hee brings both Sowle, and body, to Confusion. 

When God in Mercy, sends a Gratious King ; 

a King, in Grace gives token of his love ; 

a loving King, is such a heav'nly thing ; 

as, only, Grace, doth give from God above : 

to such a king, who doth a Traytour prove, 

to God, and Man, doth faSi out so vngratefull ; 

as, both to God, and Man, must needs be hatefUll : 

Fie on y« worlde, that ever wickednes, 
should roote it self so, in the hart of Man : 
while graoeles thoughts, in all vngodlines ; 
doe only tincke, vpon y« goulden i)anne ; 
and, make theyr bread, of an vnkindly Branne ; 
which seeming Wheate, is but a Hellish weede, 
sown by the Devill, in a wicked seede. 

The buizie braynes. that in theyr high Conoeipts : 
beginne to build strSnge Castles in the Ayer ; 
will finde theyr humours £&11 out but deoeipts : 
where lacke of witt, doth prove butt Follies heire : 
while Patience inssion, sitts in sorrowes chayre, 
to see Repentance probe the best event ; 
that can fall out of Rashnes discontent. 

Prowd Lucifer, an Angell was of light, 

till hee presum'd, to mount a steppe to high ; 

but see what grew, of this vngratious fight ; 

from Heaven to Hell, he gatt his foil therby ; 

a iust rewarde, of wicked Tineacherie : 

where losse of Grace, and gajrne of endless griefe, 

payes home y* prowd, y« Traytor, and the Thiefe. 

For Pride first layes the wicked plott of Tteason ; 
TYeason steales in, to the Ambitious breast : 
Ambition robbs, both witt and sence of Reason, 
the hart, of truthe, the spiritte of his rest ; 
and makes it cursM, that might ells be blest ; 
Oh hellish Pride, the Essence of all EuUl ; 
and only liue, to leade Man to the Devill. 



Why, Pride, doth blinde y« Eie, InfecU y« Mmde, 
vennums y* harte, and gives the Sowle a sting ; 
and in all vUeness, of so vile a kinde ; 
none can describe itt, 'tis so vile a thing : 
itt doth ill humours, to such Issue bring ; 
that pittie 'twere, but such a plague approvfed. 
from Christian harts, should ever be removed. 

O the sweete sence of Loves Humilitie, 

which feares displeasure, in a deerest friend ; 

the only note of truth's NobHitie, 

whose woorthy grace, is gracM without end, 

for who wanu Fayth, wants little of a Friend ; 

while Faythfiill love, in humble truth approovfed, 

doth ever live, of God, and Man belovM. 

Alas, y* little time of Natures leave. 

to runne the Course of her alotted Care ; 

where idle shadowes, doe y« Eie deceive. 

that only hunteth, after Fortunes Share 

and. had. must leave itt e're it be aware ; 

looke, looke att Heaven, and lett y« world goe by. 

better to die to live, then live to die. 

Oh 'tis a Woe, to thinck vpon the thought, 
that entreth into a defilM harte, 
and, with what speede, y« witt is overwrought, 
that once is led, to leame the I>evills Arte, 
who will have all, if once he gett a parte, 
while, still, one sinne, he heapes vpon another, 
till he the Sowle, in vtter darckness smother. 

Hee makes a King. esteem*d belowe his state ; 

Murther. a Plott, where Pollicie may plodde : 

Pride, a brave humor, Wealth, a Magistrate ; 

Content, a Kingdome, and a King, a God ; 

butt, in these humors. Heaven an[d] Hell are odde : 

For good mistaken, prove's in fine so evill, 

as Cure from God, doth make him prove a Devill ; 

What can be thought, to be y« fiuict of T^reason ? 
feare in the thoughts, before it be effected ; 
a lacke of Grace, and, an abuse of Reason : 
where heedless witt, is all by will directed, 
till bothe, by vrisedome, ruin'd and reiected : 
while hope of honor, runnes on Fortunes whedes, 
find's Death, and Hell, to foUowe att theyr heeles. 

Who can have pittie on so vile a sowle ? 

as Murther seekes, on such a gratious King ? 

his name is surely in the DeviUs Rowie ; 

whose hart hath thought, of such a Hellish thing : 

for, butt fixnn Hell, doe all such horrors spring : 

Where, lett vs see, how wicked witts doe woorcke. 

and, how y* Devill, in theyr wills doth hndce. 

When Craft hath gotten Wealth, and Ridies ease, 
and Ease, bredd Pride ; and Pride, Ambition ; 
Ambition seekes, but itt owne self to please ; 
and lack of pleasure breedes Sedition ; 
there, if a wicked Sowles condition ; 
beginne to build the Tower of Babilon, 
who would not laugh att his Confiision ? 
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Who hathe enough, and yect will seeke for more. 

lett him remember Midas choaking gould ; 

and socb a Steward for y^ Derills store. 

only, in HeU doth his high Office hold ; 

who hathe for Coyne, his Sowle and Conscience solde : 

A Tka]rtor proves in such a high degree, 

as meritts hanging on y« highest Tree. 

Oh. when a Cme of idle headded witts. 

yt thinck they have a world within theyr braynes, 

to Coimsafle &11 in theyr fontastick fitts. 

by ladre of Grace, to all vngratious Traynes ; 

see. how they make theyr profitt of theyr i)aynes t 

Sorrow, and shame, Despaire, Death, ft Damnation. 

the story writes, of Judas Constemadon. 

Oh glorious God, smoe Man was first created. 

was ever hard so great a Villanie? 

or ever Men deserved so to be hated? 

as this accorsM helltsh Company? 

that, in theyr Sowles oonld hyde such Treacherie? 

lett an y« Worid, through all the Woflde goe aeeke. 

what Age hathe seene, or Eare hathe hard y« like. 

Butt our good God. y* with his glorious Eie, 
bdiotds his Children in his chary k>ve ; 
and. in y* greatnes of his Maiestie, 
y* seelly weakenes of our Sowles doth prooue ; 
firom his great Mercy, in the Heavens above ; 
Even when wee most, his Mercy have offended, 
still, fiom destruction, hath our state defended. 

Oh blessM Bryttayne, more then greatly blessed, 
in God. thy King, his Counsaile, and thy state : 
how can his gk>ry, be enough expressed ? 
which to y* woride, thy wonder may relate, 
where, nott by force of Fortune, nor of Fate, 
butt, by his Grace, thy King and CounaaHes Care, 
this thy deliveranoe, iustly may declare. 

Oh heathen, hatefull, and most hellish sowles, 

voyde of all thought of God, or of his Grace ; 

y* so could make, y*'' throates, such blouddie bowlles, 

and sudi a poyaon, in theyr spuitts place, 

y« roote of Honor, from y« land to race : 

oh y* sodi beasts, as such a shame doe beare, 

could be forgott, as if they never weare. 

Surdy in HeU, this pkrtt, had first a breeding, 
from thence, in k>we places talk't vpon ; 
low m a Sellar, had itt then proceeding ; 
to aeeke a Kingdomes whole Confusion, 
by a most horrible destruction ; 
thus, low in hell, ft Earth, by wicked fiends, 
wicked begiruiings, make as wicked eends. 

Bat, truly, lowly, had those spiritts bene, 

they had nott sett, theyr haughty mmds so high ; 

nor, had theyr Eies, w^ shame and sorrowe seene, 

the hatefull fruktes of Hellish Treachery : 

butt Pryde, the plotter of all Villany, 

in eiirsM thoqghts, where all confusions dwell, 

wroQ^t low on Earth, to bring them down to Hell. 



For, Gallowes mindes, not gallant mindes indeede. 

that make Rebellion, but a Rule of witt, 

doe seeldome better with theyr Treason speede ; 

then iustly is, for such Offences fitt ; 

for, God himself, that ever hateth itt, 

howe're y« Devill blinde theyr damnid eies, 

will plague them, with a world of Miseries. 

Fooles, more then madd w«^ strange Imaginations, 

aspiring higher, then the hope of Grace, 

doe headlong runne theyr sowles into damnation, 

careles to note, the nature of theyr race, 

while Beggars seeke, both lorde and King to place ; 

and, woorke such wonders, as were never knowne, 

till all theyr vricked thoughts be overthrowne. 

For, when King, Prince, ft lord, ft knight were gone, 

then Beggars would beginne a government : 

and Lords, and Princes, should be every one, 

within y« Compasse of the Continent, 

of this rebellious beastly Rablement ; 

but of this Dreame, see what awake doth fall, 

the Hangman cudU, and makes an end of all. 

For, was there ever such an idle Dreame? 
to overthrowe a Kingdome with a Blast? 
did ever witt so worke against y* Streame ? 
all care of Conscience, from y« Sowle to cast ? 
and with theyr Sowles, to ronne to hell so fieist? 
itt can nott be, but thatt y« Men were madd, 
that in theyr braynes, such wicked humours hadd. 

Doe wee not see itt every hower effected ? 
Treason still hatpJuU, both to God and Man? 
and traytrous harts, from heavenly truth rdected ; 
and, HeU y« place, where first y« Plott began ; 
when first the DeviU sought y* spoyle of Man ; 
where Evahs pryde, and Judas avarice, 
doe shew y* substaftce of theyr deep device. 

Oh Pride, betrayer of vntempered thought, 

and avarice the enimie of Grace ; 

w<^ brings the happs of aU theyr hopes to nought ; 

that in theyr sowles doe suffer them a place ; 

most filthy sinnes, that doe aU iiune deiaoe ; 

God bless aU Brittaynes and all Brittany, 

finom aU the veimum of such Wlany. 

And, sweete Lords, y* you doe playnely see, 
how God doth plague this hellish sinne of pride ; 
and what y* ends of aU such Tray toiurs bee, 
that in theyr harts doe such a vennum hide ; 
Oh, lett itt never, neere your harts abide, 
but, thhick, the note of tnithes NobUitie, 
aU in the vertue of Humilitie. 

Which grace is gratious in the sight of God, 
makes Men, as Saincts, and Women AngeUs seeme ; 
makes sinne forgotten ; Mercy vse no lodd, 
and constant fayth, to growe in greate esteeme : 
where Wisedomes care, can never truthe misdeeme 
and is, in summe, a blessmg of y* Highest, 
and to y« Nature of himself the nighest 
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Itt maketh vertue, ao in Beautie shine, 
as if on Earth, there were a heav'nly light ; 
itt maketh witt, in wisedome so divine, 
as if the Eie. had a CcdestiaU sight ; 
itt is a Guide, that lead's the spirite right ; 
vnto y* place of that aetemall rest, 
wherein the spirite lives for ever blest 

Itt makes a Court, a kinde of Paradise, 
in subiects service, and y« King his grace ; 
whose favour draw's theyr harts vnto his Eies, 
while they live blessM, to behold his £ELoe ; 
O blessM King, that in his blessM place ; 
in subiects love, beholds his safeties being, 
while they live happie in theyr Fdnces seeing. 

God, in his mercy send those humble mindes, 

vnto the subiects of our gratious King, 

that hee whose wisedome, in true ludgement findes, 

of humble foyth, what fruicts doe fayrely spring, 

in his good grace may give vs cause to sing ; 

if on y« Earth a heaven be figured thus, 

the Lorde of Heaven, graunt itt in him and vs. 

Confound, d lorde, the forces of his foes, 
cutt off y* Traytours, yt intend him ill ; 
and of his thoughts, and Actions so dispose, 
that wee may see thy wisedome in his will 
and, so his spirite with thy blessing fiU, 
that he may seeke to glorifie thy name, 
and wee be humblie thanckfiill for the same. 



O heav'nly God, lett never hellish brayne, 
haue power to doe his Maiestie misdeede ; 
and lett themselves, even by themsdves be slayne, 
that doe theyr spirites, with such poysoo fisede ; 
and lett our harts, in teares of Comforie Ueede, 
to thinck on thee, to bless thy People thus, 
to have so good a King, raigne over us. 

Bless him, our Queene, and gratious Prince of ours, 
and all theyr oCspring, hi theyr princely places ; 
rayne on theyr sowles, in thy coelestiall showres. 
the heav'nly Comforts of thy holy graces ; 
that, when thow seest, thy fovours in theyr &ces, 
they, in theyr k>ves ; and wee, in thanckluU harts, 
may in thy prayses, make true Musics parts. 

Blesse him, and his, w^ grace, long lyfe, and health, 

and with the Joye of Joyes setemitie ; 

his Peeres with wisedome ; and his state w*^ wealth ; 

his Nobles harts, with truth's NobiUtie ; 

his SubiecU, all, with Loves humilitie ; 

his Govenunent, with such a wootthy fiune, 

that bee, and wee, may glorifie thy name: 

Vnto whkh prayer, let thatt wretdi nott live, 
that doth not sound Amen, with sincere hart ; 
and doth nott thee, due glory, humblie give ; 
that vnto vs, in Mercy doth impart, 
such good to good, for our too fll desart : 
and grace our Musicke, playd on true hart stiiqgs, 
for our King James, blest be the King of Kings. 

Amen. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Page a, Epistlr-dedicatory, ' To the highs . . 
. . . THE Duke op Lineux.' This was probably 
Ludovic Stuart, eldest son of Esme, first Duke of 
Lennox, by Catherine, eldest d. of William de Balaac, 
Seigneur d' Entragues and Marooussis, Governor of 
Havre de Grace. He was bom 99th September 1574, 
and succeeded as second Duke of Lennox 98th May 
1583. He was created, 6th October 16x3, Baron 
Setrington and Earl of Richmond, and, 17th May 1633, 
Earl of Newcastle and Duke of Richmond. He 
married, first. Lady Sophia Ruthven, d. of William, 
first Earl of Gowrie, and, secondly, Jean, d. of Sir 
Matthew Campbell, of London, Kt He died without 
legitimate issue, and his English titles became extinct 
(See Cotonel Chester's Westminster Abbey Registers, 
p. laa.) The spelling 'Lineux' reminds of Milton's 
inability apparently to spell Gillespie (his ' Galasp '). 



P. 3, ooL I, L 16, */ic/' = deed: L 35, * Uart y^ 
hotost ' s the Gunpowder Plot See on this, with panl- 
lels from Crashaw, in our Memorial-Intiodnction : ooL 
a, L 4, 'ai/ ojMf jmH ' » the whole and the individual : 
1. a (from bottom), 'afict' = afiection. 

P. 4, ooL I, L II, < C^nHmmt* = oontamer : L 3a. 
'/Mob's tinkle. 

P. 5. col. X, L 14. * Consttmatum :' In the MS. a 
double 11 here ('constellation*) seems to be a later 
alteration of a badly written ' n : * hence I read ' conster- 
nation,' as finding no sense in 'constellation :' L 33. 
' chary ' = scrupulous : 1. 40, ' ract' — rage : coL a, 
1- 35> ' ^^ ' ss the ' p ' is in a later handwriting : L 41, 
' all Brittaytut ' » Britons : ' all Brittany ' » Great 
Britain. On Breton's rdattons to King James i. see 
our Memorial-Introductk>n.~G. 
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NOTE. 

The only copy known apparently of U would and I would not' is in 
The Bodleian. In the original title-page there is a curious printer's device 
of a Bee as large as nature. 4to. pp. 24. On this and the reversal of 
the Author's name B. N. for N. B. see the Memorial-Introduction. — G. 
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TO THE READER. 

SOu that readey what you would be^ I know not; what you would not be^ you know your 
selfe: But what you should be^ God knowes: But for my selfe^ I hauifounde what 
is best to be J and so wishe other ^ except they neither knowe what they should be; nor 
well what they would^ or would not be : Scome it not^ because it is in verse^ or rimCj for 
if you will reade it^ you mate perhaps finde more pleasure and profit in it^ then a worse piece 
of prose: not to perswade you to any things further then your Ukmgj I leaue the censure of it, 
to your discretiofiy and my better Labours as they fall out, to your further content. Andso^ loath 
to make you beleeue more^ then perhaps you shall finde, hoping, that no man will be angry with 
his owne shadowe^ nor sale {meaning me) when hee comes to a foole point: But take the best 
and leaue the worsts and break none of the Pale; as kinde hearts doe in the Countrey : I rest, 
as you may see in my Discourse, what I would, and would not bee : and without would not, 
would be as I should be. 

Your friend and well-wilier, 
B. N. 



Digitized by 



Google 



AT^ *T^ fj^ PT^ Pfy rT^ fT^ fyy fj\ fT^ fT^ ^T^ fTK fTy ^T\ fT^ /T^/T^jT^ ^T^T^ /T^^T^ ^T^ ^T^ ^T^ ^T^/7^/T>' 



I 



W O V L D, 

j4nd would not. 




I Would I had, as much as might be had. 
Of wealthy wishes, to the woildes con- 
tent : 
'That I might line, all like a lusty Ladde, 
And soorne the world, and care not how it went : 
Bat eate. and drinke, and sleepe, and sing, and play, 
And so in pteasnres, passe my time away. 

2 
And yet I would not : for too wealthy then, 

I should be troubled with a world of toyes : 
Kinred, Companions, Troups of Senung-men ; 

Fashioo-Deuisers, Fooles, and Guirles, and Boyes : 
Fidlers, and testers, Monkeys, Apes, Babounes, 

Dronckards, and Swaggerers, and such trouble-townes. 

3 
Besides I should foiiget to finde the way. 

That leades the Soule to her Etemall blisse ; 
And then my state were at a woAiH stay, 

Nq, I would wish, a better world then this. 
And in Aiflictions, here on Earth to dwell. 

Rather then seeke my Heau'n on earth, and run to 
helL 

4 
I would I were a man of such deepe wit. 

As might disoeme the depth of euery canie : 
That wheresoere I did in ludgement sit, 

I might be held a Note-booke, in the Lawes. 
My braine might seeme a kinde of miracle : 

And euery word I spake, an Oracle. 

s 

And yet I would not : for then, woe were me, 
I should be troubled with a workl of Cases : 

Both rich and pooce, would then my Clients be. 
Some, with their {deasing, some with piteous fiboes : 

And when the Rich had left their briberie, 
I sfaouki not tm. Ux F^rwM fat^tri4* 



I would I were a man of greatest power, 
That swales a Scepter, on this worlds great Masse, 

That I might sit on Toppe <tf pleasures Tower, 
And make my will, my way, where ere I passe. 

That Lawe might haue her being fix>m my breath, 
My smile might be a life, my frowne a death. 



And yet I would not : for then, doe I feare, 
Enuy or Malice would betray my trust : 

And some vile spirit, though against the haire. 
Would seeke to lay mine honor in the dust 

T^reason, or Murther, would beset me so : 
I should not knowe, who were my friend, or foe. 

8 

No, I do rather wish the Lowe estate. 
And be an honest Man, of meane d^ree : 

Be lou'd for good, and giue no cause of hate, 
And clime no higher, then a Haw-thome tree ; 

Pfty euery man his owne, giue Reason, right : 
And worke all day, and take my rest at night 



For sure in Courtes, are worlds of costly Cares, 
Tbat comber Reason, in his course of rest : 

Let me but leame, how thrift both spends and spares, 
And make enough as good as any feast 

And fast, and pcay, my daies may bane good end. 
And welcome all, that pleaseth God to send- 

lo 
I woukl I were the £urest sweetest Creature, 

That could be painted with the purest Art : 
That Arte might wonder at the worke of Nature, 

How so perfection made yp euery part 
That euery Eye that saw mee, might admire mae. 

And euery heart, heard of me, might desire me. 
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II 
And yet I would not : for then, out aksse, 

I should be troubled with a world of fooles : 
When many a simple Idle headed Asse, 

Would put his wits vnto some Poets scfaooles, 
To leame to make a verse to flatter mee : 

As there were no such louing foole as hee. 

12 
No, I doe rather wish the louely Browne, 

Where vertues Beauty makes the Inward fiure : 
Then be the gallant gaser of the towne. 

And make mine honor, but a Berbers Chaire : 
When none that had, with losse of treasure tride me, 

Onoe finding my foule Inside would abide me. 

13 
I would I were an Innocent, a foole. 

That can do nothing else but laugh or crie : 
And eate £iU-meate and neuer go to schoole ; 

And be in loue, but with an Apple>pie : 
Weare a pide-Coate, a Cockes-Combe, and a Bell, 

And thinke it did become me passing well. 

14 
And yet I would not : for then should I not 

Disceme the difference, twbct the good and bad : 
Nor how the gaine of all the worid is got, 

Nor who are sober, wise, nor who are mad. 
Nor in the Truth of foUies senoe to see : 

Who's the foole now ? ther's no such foole as hee ? 

15 

I would I were a Fidler, and could play, 
A thousand quauers in a minutes space : 

And at a Bridale, brauely leade the way, 
Before the Bride, and glue the Groome, a Grace, 

That I might shake the head, and stare, and gape, 
And make a thousand £aces like an Ape. 

16 

And yet I would not : for ten to one 
My fiddle or my fingers should not rest : 

But euery lacke a Lute would call vpon, 
Such Moris daunces as doe like him best : 

And euery wagtaile with a wanton Bye^ 
Would hang vpon me for a Hddegy. 

17 
I would I were a OackoMe Wittall Asse, 

And car'de not who did mount my Hackney Saddle, 
Yet thinke I haue as true a louing Lasse 

As ere lay in Swadling Clouts or Cradle : 
And manerly goe to the Church before her, 

And would not heare, how many did b ewfaore her. 

And yet I would iiM : for HMD doe I feare, 
My faonei would be «» hard» I could w>t Mdt them 



And when their weight were more then I ooukl b^are 
Alas I know not what to doe to hide them. 

But euery one would say in bitter soomes, 
Looke yonder goes a gallant paire of homes. 

19 

I would I were the arranst Cuckolde maker, 
That euer answerde for his Apeme sport : 

There should not scape a wench, but I would take her 
And set her to her worke in sudi a sort 

That all the world should know, while I had health 
I would not see an Idle Coomion-wealth. 

20 
And yet I would not : for then doe I doubt, 

BritU^uftU and I. should wrestle for the Whippe : 
And once got in, I hardly should get out. 

Till I had soundly pay'd for Thilly-Trippe : 
When all the Beggers in the streets would whoo me. 

And do me all the shame, that they could do me. 

21 
I would I were a moet notorious Thiefe 

That might affright all true men, where I goe : 
And when I made demaund, they might be briefe. 

That in their Budgets doe my bosines knowe. 
And such as uauaile, with concealed treasure. 

Should be but Stewards, to maintain my pleasue. 

22 

And yet I would not : for then out of doubt, 
Some dogge, or diuel, would for Ceyn* betray me : 

Some priuy search, would surely finde me out, 
Or Watch, or Warrant, some way, would way-lay me. 

And being caught with ^Ds, and Chibbes, and staues. 
Bee guarded, with a erne of beastlj Sbnes. 

23 
Then to the lustice, brought with such a loy. 

As if some Campe or Oistle were suiprisde : 
Who knowing how such Stragglers doe destroy, 

A world of wealth, hath presently deuisde, 
Vnto the laylers keepioig to commend me : 

Where I must stay, vntill the gallowes end me. 

35 

No. I had rather leade a quiet file, 
And feare to looke no urae man is the foee : 

Keepe a poore house, maintaine an honest wife, 
TraueU no further then the Msffcet-plaoe. 

On Sundayes goe to Church, and home againe. 
And with my ne^bors drinke a pot, or mine. 

26 
I would I wereia luggler, aod oould play 

A thousand prankes vpon a IPeppercorae : 
And draw the wittes of Wynrdes, so away, 

They all might wonder at a BidkKhe»4ionie. 
And with their parses raone end follow mee^ 

To make them tMok they see ihey doe not see. 



Digitized by 



Google 



/ WOULD, AND YET I WOULD NOT. 



And yet I would not : for then well I know, 
Some Eye, or other, would my sleights desciye 

And to the world reoeale my canning so, 
I oould not answere for my Knanery. 

But some Curst-qneane, would either cracke my 
Or Constable, would course me out of town. 

28 

I would I were a Myller, and could grinde 
A hundred thousand bushells in an houie : 

And ere my Master and my Dame had dinde. 
Be closely filtching of a bagge of Floure. 

And send it to my Sweet-hart, for to make, 
A PaddiQg-pie, a Pttft^ or a Cake. 



29 
And yet I would not : least my Thumbet should be 

Held all too great vpon my towling-dish : 
And sttdi as did my secret cunning see, 

Might curse, and wish mee many a bitter wish : 
And say. when they before the Mill-dore-stand, 

The MiUerMhumb's as faroade as halfe a hand. 

30 
No, I had rather fairely buye my bread, 

And spend it as I get it honestly : 
Then scarcely sleepe in quiet in my Bed, 

When I but thinke vpon my subtilty ; 
To lay the wench along vpon the Sacke, 

And steale her meale, ere she had tum'd her back. 

31 
I would I were a Taylor, and could cut, 

A fhonsand yardes of Vduet out in sbreada : 
And in my purse the money closely put. 

While simple hearts were beating of their beads. 
With labours toyle to keepe a poore estate, 

Like honest Cutberd and his bony-Aa^. 

32 

And yet I would not : least by falshoods trade, 
I should be call'd a stealer, that's a thiefe : 

No, in DO wise, by such meanes to be made 
A Biaster-workman, were too great a griefe. 

No, Let me rather be an honest youth, 
That nener stoole a yarde of stuffe in truth. 

33 
I would I were a Keeper of a Parke, 

To walke with my bent Crosae4>ow, and my hound. 
To know my Game, and closely in the darke, - 

To lay a bairen-Doe vpon the ground. 
And by my VtntMom, more then by my Pees, 

To ieede on better meate then bread and cheese. 

34 
And yet I would not : least if I be spide, 
I might be tumM quite out of my walke ; 



And afterwards moie punishment abide. 

Then longs vnto a little augry talke. 
And cause more mischiefe after all, oome to me. 

Then all the good the IX>es did eucr doe me. 

35 
No, I would rather bee an honest Keeper, 

To walke my Parke, and looke vnto my Pales ; 
And not to play the sluggard and the sleeper. 

And holde my Landlord vp with idle tales. 
Take but my Fees, be merry with my Dame. 

And so to gaine, and keepe an honest name. 

36 

I would I were a CoOyer, might sell Coles, 
And fill my sackes a quarter full of dust : 

And hauing emptied them in some darke holes, 
Sweaie out my measure to be lull, and iust. 

Then laugh to thinke when I were gotten home. 
How I had oousen'd a kinde-bearted Mome. 

37 
And yet I would not : least by my black face, 

I might be hekl a Diuell then in deed : 
And so to doe my fellowes all disgrace 

When many a one the worse for me should speed. 
No, God forbid, let me be true and iust. 

While other hide, the CHueU in the dust 

38 
I would I were a Gardiner, and had skill. 

To digge and rake, and plant, and sowe, and slippe : 
The Caitrfilkr, and the MowU to kUl, 

To proyne my Ttees, and all my stalks to strippe. 
And when to plucke my firuite, and sowe my seeds. 

And how to keep my Gordein deane from weeds. 

39 

And yet I would not : for then should I feare. 
The TkUfe, the MawU, the Worm, and blasting 
windes : 

I should not looke about me any where, 
But I should finde some crosses in their kindes. 

My Planu would wither, or my seedes would rot. 
Or loose in one yeare, more then ere I got. 

40 
No, I would rather take the Markets happe, 

And pay my Coyne, and keepe my minde in quiet : 
And what I bought, to bring home in my lappe. 

And when I come home, dresse it for my Dyet. 
Then in my garden watch a Mewl* &r Mouse, 

And haue another planting in my house. 

41 
I would I were a painter of sudi Art, 

As like Afptlks, might abuse the Eye : 
And to the life so set out euery part, 

That straunge oonodts might bee deoeiu'd thereby, 
And I might vse my pensill hi such sort 

As all the world should neuer make report. 
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42 
And yet I would not : for then doe I feare, 

My heart might fiJl vpon Idolatry : 
For while my hand were drawing of a haire, 

I might be rapt into a thouj^t too high. 
When thinking to bdiold an Angels iaoe. 

Forget the ditiell in another place. 

43 
No, I had rather ondy learne to knowe, 

The difference of my Colours in their kindes : 
And haue a care, to set my shadowes so. 

That may not be a hurt to blessM mindes. 
And vse my pensill, on my doath, and boord, 

And for what prioe I might my paines affoord. 

44 
I would I were a Merchant of all wares, 

That I might furnish all both Rich and poore : 
And what should &11 vnto the Beggars shares, 

I might haue plenty, alwaies at my doore. 
My shoppe might be a Market of such state. 

As all the world may stand and wonder at 

45 

And yet I would not : for then doe I feare, 
I should finde many a Bcgger in my booke : 

And when I could my mony not forbeare 
I might goe hang my credit on a hooke. 

When if both Towne, and Country came vnto me. 
In one, or both, some debters would vndo me. 

46 

No, I would rather be of meane estate, 
Haue mony alwaies ready in my chest : 

Be sure to buy my wares at the best rate. 
And sell good stuffe, and serue my firiends the best. 

And cosen no man, with false wdght nor measure. 
But with true dealing makea poore mans treasure. 

47 
I would I were a practiser in Phisicke, 

To know my Simples, Compounds, and my vraters, 
To heale the Rume. the Tooth-ach and the Tisickt, 

The Coughe, olde Aches, and such other matters, 
That I might by my skill in geneiall, 

Be hdd the Maister of the Vrinall. 

48 
And yet I would not : for then day nor night, 

I should haue quiet scarcely in my bed : 
And in my Consdenoe haue ftill many a fright. 

To heare my Patient suddenly were dead : 
When by a Vomit, I had burst his heart 

Or pur'gde his gutles out through the nether part 

49 
No, I had rather bee an Herbalist, 
To know the Vertue both of Hearbs and Rootes. 



Then be the bold and despente Aldiymist ; 

That ofte his wdght and measure ooer-siuiotes. 
And so, by either vrant of Care or skill. 

In steede of Curings giue a kmmg-PfU. 

50 

I would I were a high Asirommur, 

That I might make my walke among the stanes : 
And by my insight might fore-see a fam 

What were to come, and talke of peace and warres. 
Of lines and deaths, and wonders to ensue. 

Although perhaps, but fewe doe CeJI out true. 

51 

And yet I woidd not : for then doe I doubt, 
With too-much study, I should grow stark mad : 

When one Concdt would put another out. 
While giddy braines beyond themsefaies would gad. 

And seeking for the man within the Moone, 
Mistake a morning, for an after-noone. 

52 

No, I would rather learne no more to knowe ; 

Then of the times and seasons of the yeare : 
What dayes the Fayres are kept, and how to goe 

From towne to towne, and euery Sheer, to Sheere. 
That Ttarmers may not their day-note-books slack, 

And so to make an honest Al mam a c k t , 

53 
I would I were a rare and sound CiniiUam, 

And had the Lawes of honest loue by heart : 
Would not corrupt my consdence for a million. 

Nor euer pleade, but on the honest part 
Examine strictly, and consider dudy, 

And so giue sen t enc e to the matter truly. 

54 

And yet I would not : for then might I heare, 
How Truth gets hatred, for her honest minde : 

And simple-Fees, doe make but sory cheare. 
While true Plain-dealing hath but hardy dinde. 

When such as know the world, and how to vse it, 
Sedng a Fee come £ure, will not rduse it. 

55 

I would I were a Scriuener, and could pen. 
All kinde of writings, write all kinde of hands : 

Be wdl acquainted with great Monyed-men, 
And closdy deale for all their goods and Lands. 

And being fumisht fully, to my pleasure. 
Play them a trick, to make them loose their Trtasurt, 

56 

And yet I would not : for then I am sure. 
My Consdence would recdue a MortaU^wound : 

And such a wound as neuer Arit could Cure, 
By all the feaies that euer Scriuttur found. 

When if I scap't mine eares for Forgpy, 
My sottle should goe to hdl for Knryj. 
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S7 
No, I had rather in a Copy booke 

Write a good sentence for a Schollers reading : 
Whereon the parents may be glad to looke, 

And say, God send their hands a happy speeding. 
And take my mony on the Saterday 

For all the weeke, then bid my Boyes goe play. 

58 
I woold I were a Trades man, and oould sell 

My wares by weight, and measure as Ilist : 
And bad such trickes to make my market well. 

That I might send home fooles with Had-I-wisL 
That while poore sooles did sit with losses crying, 

I might growe Rich, with sweaiingi and with lying. 

59 
And yet I would not : for my Conscience then, 

Wold make me feele the smart of fiedshoods woe : 
When I beheld the ends of fidthles men. 

With what a horror to their Hell they goe. 
While tme plaine-dealing hearts in quiet die. 

And fidthfull loue doth liue Eternally. 

60 
I would I were a Broker, and for Coyne 

Tooke any Fawnes, and care not what I tooke 
For interest, nor how I did pourloyne. 

So I mi^t get it with the Siluer hooke : 
Who were the Thiefe, so I might buye the wares. 

Nor who did shift, so I did get the shares. 

61 
And yet I wonld not : for then doe I doubt. 

Some prinate Eyes, would closely prie into me : 
And some odde Ladde or Landresse finde me out, 

And for reoduing stolne goods would vndo me. 
When with the loose of all my goods, scarce hope, 

To be so happy, as to scape the Rope. 

63 

No, I had rather trie a better trade. 
Whereby to make some honest kinde of gaine : 

Whereby some better reckoning may be made. 
Then buy Repentance with so great a peine. 

Now fie vpon them Brokers, Bawdes, and Theeues, 
Make poore men weare their lerkins without sleeues. 

63 

I wonld I were a dose promoting Mate. 

To picke a hole in each offenders Coat : 
And make a shew of seruice to the State, 

When I would purse vp many a priuy groat : 
Bnt in great Summes follow my Information, 

TSn I were wdl paidefor a Reformation. 

64 

And yet I would not : for then euery knaue 
Would single me out. for a secret friend : 

25 



And teach me how to play the cunning sbuie. 
To bring my busines to a wretched ende. 

While hellish Craft with Cloke of heresie. 
Might hide a world of foule iniquitie. 

6s 

No, I would rather leame my selfe t'amend 
What is amisse, and so my friends aduise ; 

Then when I see an other man oflRsnd, 
In secret seeke his mine to deuise. 

And making shew to sedce the good of all. 
Set vp my selfe, with many thousands fall. 

66 

I woukl I were a Tapster, fill my pot 

Halfe Yp with froth, and make my gaine of drinke .-^ 
And make no care, how I my mony got. 

So I might heare my gold and siluer chinke. 
Make more of Drunkardes then of better men. 

By putting off bad ficour now and then. 

67 
And yet I wouM not : for then should I be. 

At Call and Checke of euery ladce and Gill : 
And many a Lobcocke would looke uito me. 

What drinke I drew, how I my pot did fill : 
And sometime trust so fiure vpon the score, 

I scarce should put my head out of the doore. 

68 
No, I had rather runne another Race, 

Though for lesse profit, yet for more content : 
That both with God and man, might be in Grace. 

Wheretai my Ume might be more happily spent. 
And rather pay, my penny for my pot, 

Then cosen twenty people for a groat. 

69 

I would I were as tall, and stout a man. 

As euer drewe a sword out of a sheath : 
That I might see, who durst come neere my Canne, 

Or speake a word, where I but seeme to breath. 
Or fortune durst, but crosse me with her wheeles, 

For feare to see, her braines about her hedes. 

70 
And yet I would not : for then where should I 

Bestowe my sdfe ? why euery man would flie me : 
I should be sure to hane no company. 
Where none that loue themsdues, that will oome nigh 
me. 
And fortune would be sure to fit me so. 
That she wold some way sedce mine ooerthrow. 

71 
I would I were a Traudlor, to passe 

The Roughest Seas, and card'e for winde and weather : 
And might arriue, where ncuer Creature was, 

But Beasu, and Birds, that liue and fcede together : 
And tell at home what I abroad haue seene, 

Where nener man yet but my sdfe had beene. 

B 
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72 
And yet I would not : for I feare that fewe 

Would trust my stories, were they nere so true : 
Words are but winde, and whide is but a Dewe, 

Faire TraueUers may say the blacke is Blewe. 
Although perhaps some simple soules may say. 

Surely this man hath tiauaOde a great way ; 

73 
No, I will rather trye my Fortunes heere. 

And to my best fluluantage Yse my vrittes : 
Then runne abroad, and buye Repentance deere. 

Knowing how ofte, vnhappily Fortune hittes. 
When Weather-beaten Sailes, with winde, and raine. 

Scarce make a Sacokag-Voyage home againe. 

74 
I would I were a Player, and could act 

As many partes as came vpon a Stage : 
And in my braine, could make a full Compact, 

Of all that passeth betwixt Youth and Age ; 
That I might haue fiue-shares fai euery Flay 

And let them laugh, that beare the ^i/-away. 

75 
And yet I would not : For then doe I feare, 

If I should gall some Gocs^appe with my speech : 
That he would freat and fome, and chafe, and sweare, 

As if some Flea had bit him by the Breech. 
And in some passion, or strange Agonie 

Disturbe both mee, and all the Companie. 

76 

I would I were a Poet, and could write. 
The passages of this Paltry world in rime : 

And talke of Wanes, and many a valiant fight. 
And how the Captaines did to Honor dime. 

Of Wise, and Faire, of Gnuious, Vertuous, kinde, 
And oi the bounty of a noble minde. 

n 

But speake but little of the life of Lmu, 
Because it is a thing so harde to finde : 

And touch but little at the Turtle-Doue, 
Seeing there are but fewe Byrdes of that kinde. 

And libell against leawde and wicked harto, 
That on the earth, doe play the Diuells-parts. 

78 

And yet I would not : for then would my braines. 

Be with a world of toyes Intoipcate : 
And I should &I1 vpon a thousand vaines, 

Of this and that, and well I know not what. 
When some would say, that saw my Frantick fittes, 

Surely the Poet is beside his wittes. 

79 
I would I were an honest Countrey-Wench, 
That only could make Curtsey, smoile, and blush, 



And sit me downe vpon a good-Ale bench. 
And answcre wanton Tomkin, with a Tush. 

And well, Go-too, and How-now ? Pary^way, 
And for a Tangey, goe to StooU-BaU-^y. 

80 

And yet I would not : For then doe I feare. 
My louers would be out of loue with mee : 

If I would not bdieue them when they sweare. 
That I am shee, and I am onely sbee, 

Of all the Maydes, before the Church-house dare ; 
That hath their harts ; and what can I bane more? 

81 
No, I had rather be an honest wife. 

And loue my husband, and looke to my house : 
And with my Ndgfabours leade a quiet life. 

And keepe a Cat, to driue away the Mouse. 
Hatch vp my Chiddns, pen vp my docke-Henne. 

And haue nothing to doe with naughtie men. 

82 
I would I were the gallanst Courtizan, 

That euer put a foure-Ear'de Asse to scfaoole : 
That I might deane put downe Maide Marian. 

And neuer be without my dainty foole. 
And make my mony Baggs come tumbling to me. 

And glad to see what seruice they can doe me. 

83 

And yet I would not : for then doe I doubt. 
Some Cunstable, or Beadle of Bridewdl : 

By some olde Bawde, would surdy find me out. 
When for his silence, I should pay full wdL 

Or Cart it to the place of youthes Connection, 
Where chopping Chalke, would quite spoile my Com- 
plexion. 

84 

No, I had rather be an honest Maide,* 
That neuer knewe any [of] loues ddigfat : 

And of a man, ahnost to be afraide, 
Then seeme to set my Maidenhead so light. 

As for a wicked cboise, to diaunge my name. 
To fit me ondy, with a fie for shame. 

8s 

I would I were a Bruer, and could make 

My water pay the charges of my Malt : 
And for small Beere, the price of strong beere take. 

And helpe a musty Bairell with bay salt. 
Keepe leaking vessdls, stoppe them vp with day : 

The drinke may runne out, when the Earth's away. 

86 
And yet I would not : for then I should thinke. 

If I should take good mony for ill Beere : 
My Customers would curse me for my drinke, 

And say I solde both that was naught, and deere. 
And one so driue an other daily fro me. 

That in the ende they would quite ouerthiow me. 
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87 
No. I had rather tnily pay my penny 

For my iuU pot of either Ale or Beere : 
Then seeke the hurt or spoUing of a many. 

Or to vndoe the poore in a deere yeere. 
Or make them say, whose trust I doe abuse. 

wicked Bmer, lookc what drinke he brues. 

88 
I would I were an excellent Dhiine, 

That had the Bible at my fingers ends : 
The world might heare out of this month of mine. 

How God did make his enemies his friends. 
I were so foUow'de, as if none but I, 

Could plainely speake of true Diuinity. 

89 

And yet I would not : for then ten to one. 

1 should be call'd but a Predxian : 

Or Fonnalist, and might goe preach akme, 

Vnto my holy brother Puritan. 
And so be flouted for my zealous loue 

In taking patnes for other mens behoue. 

90 

No, I had nuher reade, and vnderstand 
The Rules of Graoe, that haue the leamM led : 

To know the power of the Almighty hand, 
And with what foode, the blessM flocke are fed. 

Rather then with a thundring and long praier, ' 
To leade into presumption, or dispaire. 

9" 
I would I were a man of warlike might. 

And had the Title of a Generall : 
To point the Captaines euery one their fight. 

Where should the Vangard, and the Rereward fsdl : 
Who should be leaders of the forlome hope, 

And who the Entrance to the Army ope. 

92 
And yet I would not : for then I might see. 

How discontent might cause a Mutinie : 
Wher^ the Aimy might in danger be, 

To be surprised by the Enemy. 
Or by the losse of men, for honors gaine, 

To wound my Consdenoe with a Uoody paine. 

93 
No. I had lather praise the Course of peace. 

And study bow to helpe to holde the same : 
And bow soone quarrells ID b^gun may cease. 

And how to keepe accord in quiet frame. 
That olde and young may line contented so, 

That to their granes, ail may in quiet goe. 

I would I were the Miserablest wretch 
That eocr Crambde vp mony fai his Chest : 



That I might learne, but like a dogge to fetch 
Lambes from the Folde, and Duckeltngs frt>m the nest. 

And when I tooke the paines to plucke and pull. 
Know how to gaine, by Feathers, and by wooU. 

95 
And yet I would not : least while I did line. 

I should scarce trust my selfe vrith that I haue : 
I should not heare the word of Lend, nor grae, 

But only studie, how to get and saue. 
And when I die, haue written on my doore. 

The Dogge is Dambn'de, that prayde vpon the poore. 

96 

I would I were the strangest Prodigall, 
That euer strew'de his mony in the street : 

That I might make the Boggers merry all. 
When they but sawe the shadowe of my feet. 

And Churles might chafe, to see me so to throw 
Away the wealth, that they did scrape for so. 

97 
And yet I would not : least when all were gone, 

My Stocke, my goods, my Leases, and my Lands : 
It sure would breake my hart to looke vpon. 

My whole estate to be in others hands. 
And then to hide me in some secret place. 

Or grieue to death, to thinke of my disgrace. 

98 

I would I were so neate and Spruse a Noddy, 
As all in print, might speake, and looke, and walke : 

And so become for euery idle body, 
A kinde of Table, or a Stable-talke. 

And say to see me, tripping on the Toe, 
The Fool's so prowd, be knows not how to goe. 

99 
And yet I would not : least some Wood-cock-asse, 

To equall me in my CiuiliiU: 
Might paint, and princke himselfe vp in a glasse, 

And studie counterfeit GtnHlitU, 
And so perhaps put mee into some passion. 

To see my foshion, growe so out of fsshion. 

100 
No, I will rather wisely looke about me. 

And weare both what and how might fit my state : 
And haue a care within, what were without me, 

I might not be an Owle, to wonder at. 
But I might passe through all the Pide-coat-throng. 

And bee no Tabtr for an idle-toong. 

lOI 

I would I were a Beastly-ifij^nrrff, 

That car'de for nothing but to eate and drinke : 
And talke of nought but A^a/wref-Nouriture, 

And filling vp my Flagons to the brinke. 
Of lusty swaUowes, and of pleasing taste. 

And make no care how much got meat I waste. 
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And yet I would not : least the world should say, 
Looke, ]ronder goes a barrell full of Beere : 

Who gulls in more good vktualls in one day, 
Then might suffice an honest man a yeere. 

And ere he dye, it will (no doubt) be found, 
The Beast did burst, and stunck aboue the ground. 

103 

No, I had rather keepe a better Dyet, 
And Hue with Bread and water all my Ufe : 

Then in my GutUs to keepe so great a Ryot, 
And in my Stomacke hauc so sore a strife. 

That I should puffe, and blow, and swdl, and sweat, 
And be halfe-dead, ere I disgest my meat 



I would I were a man of all mens mindes, 
My Wit were drawne into all Unde of passions : 

And my Conceyts were all of sundry kindes, 
My Qoathes made after all-Countrey-fiEUlhions. 

I knew the secret of all Natures-semx, 
And so of Earfk, and all her ExoeUence. 

105 

And yet I would not : for then sure should I, 
Be all too gaz'd at wheresoere I goe : 

And like the poore bare-feather'd jEMfs-Pye, 
When euery Byrd did her owne-leather knowe. 

Be foUowM with many a flowting-laeke, 
Or Rauens feathers all pull'd from my backe. 

106 
No, I had rather weare but home-spun-thread. 

And haue my Cloathes dose vpon my Breech : 
And by my Labours-toyle to get my bread, 

And vae no other but my Countrey-speech. 
And rather haue a Foole thinke mee a foole, 

Then craftie work-^nen know me by my Toole. 

107 
I would I were the truest-hearted woman. 

That euer spake with a most pleasing Toung : 
And neuer meane to giue offence to no man, 

Nor neuer thrust into an idle throng. 
But so bane care of all my Cariage, 

It may be helpe vnto my Mariage. 

108 
And yet I would not : for then euery Maide, 

Within our towne, would stand and laugh at me 
And call me Foole, and say I were afraide. 

To know what in an honest man might be. 
For shee that will not looke ere shee did leape, 
Might curse the Trades-mam, though his Ware 
cheape. 

109 
No, I had rather be a reasonable. 
True, Honest, Witty, marySpmjfiCaU, 



That would not feare the Constable, 
To see him looke in at our window-Grate. 

As many ^/)«fjlcf will be now and then, 
That bane bene medliqg with too-many men. 

1 10 
I would I were the rarest Politician, 

That euer plotted for preheminence : 
And of the Doggedst disposition. 

That euer was in Natures residence. 
And car'de not how the worlde to Ruine went. 

So I might onely purdiase my Comtemt, 

III 
And yet I would not : For then doe I lieare. 

Some sudden-flash from Heau'n would fall vpon me : 
And all the world rdoyoe to see and heare, 

In hdples griefe, how I am woe begon me. 
When I of force should bid the «rorld Part^wtll, 

And Dtatk were sent to summon mee to Htll, 

112 

No, I had rather keepe the plaine High-way, 
That leades the soule to her Etemall rest : 

Then by lUutiom, seeke out a wry-way. 
To hatche my Egges vp, hi the DimeUs-tuesx. 

And with the Worlde, when I had made an ende ; 
To finde in Heau'n an EMerlastim^Friemdt, 

"3 
I would I were, and yet I would not too. 

Because I know not, that's I know not what : 
And when I would doe, then I cannot doe. 

When that would put out this, this put out that. 
And sudi strange Fancies would my spirit feede. 

That in the ende, I should grow mad hideede. 

114 
Then let me see if I at least can see. 

What may be seene, that worthle to be scene : 
Wherein might be, and onely there might bee, 

That alwayes hath bene, and hath ondy beene. 
In true ComeHt, in state of Comforts store. 

Where I would be, and say, would not no more. 

"5 
Yea, that were sudi a tfaiog indeed to finde. 

As one might sedce vntill his Eyes were out : 
With all the strength both of his heart and minde. 

And tranell ooer all the Earth about. 
And noting Natmm workes. and worth in all, 

Finde all as nothing, or to nothing lall. 

116 
Yet there is something wh ere s oere it is. 

And it is some-wbere, and no-wfacre, bat there : 
Where all is wdl, and nothing is amisse. 

But yonder, here and there, and euery-wfaere. 
Where the bright-Eyes of BtastdSpmUt may see, 

Where all the loj^ of ffgartt and Somiet may bee. 
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"7 
But wfaor is this aame, where ? that wold be known, 

And where is this same Icnowledge to be found ? 
And wliere is such a seede of Sdenoe sowne ? 

And where is such a UessM piece of ground ? 
And where is such a BUssimg to be sought, 

That for that worth, sets all the world at nought. 

Il8 

Where all the pride of Beawtie is put downe, 
While Nahtra Reason must subscribe to Graci : 

And yf\t and Will, may wander vp and downe. 
And yeriui onely keepes a Glorious place. 

Where shee akme vnto her Seniants showes, 
Where all the comfort of the spirit goes. 

119 
Yea, there alone the heart and soule may finde. 

The sacred Snmme of their Btemall-Stoeete : 
Which gkuldes the soule, the spirit, and the minde, 

Where aU the Gracu do together meete. 
And altogether, doe agree in one. 

To sing in Gkirie to their GOD alone. 

120 

What? neither great, nor wise, nor Rich, nor £ure ? 

What would I be then ? might I as I would : 
I would not be a Moatt amidst the Ayre, 

Nor yet a Mowle, to digge within the ground. 
Nor Byrd, nor Beast, that can but eate, and sleepe, 

Nor like a Baby, can but laugh and weepe. 

121 
Nor like a Bowby, without wit or senoe, 

Nor like a Baboune, for a Beaiardes whippe : 
Nor like a Lowse, in Bqggars Residence, 

Nor like a Flea, that can but leepe and skippe. 
Nor like a wonne, but to be troden on. 

Nor like a Gue-Gaw, to be gaz'de vpon. 

123 
Nor would I be a Byrd within a Cage, 

Nor Dogge hi KenneU. nor a Bore in Stye : 
Nor Crab-Tree-staffe, to leane vpon for Age, 

Nor wicked liue, to leade a Youth awrye. 
Nor like a Flooke, that floates but with the Fludde, 

Nor like an Ede, that Hues but in the mudde. 

"3 
Nor would I hane the Ctane picke out mine Eyes, 

Nor ^res, nor Punats, teach me how to prate : 
Nor fill my Fawncbe too-foU of Wood-oock-pyes, 

Nor bane Madg^-HawUt make me watch too-UUt. 
Nor let the Cuckoti leame me how to sing. 

Nor with a ButMoHk, make too Lowe a wing. 

124 
Nor would I be a CaiU, to hmt a Afawst, 
Nor yet a Fkmit to goe hunt a QMty: 



Nor yet «n Ap€^ to stand and looke a Lowse, 
Nor yet a Skt^ta-ktad to be solde for mony. 

Nor yet a Hawke, to seise vpon a Ducke, 
Nor yet a Nuru^ to giue a Baby sucke. 

125 
Nor would I write vpon the death of Dogges, 

And say here lyes a good olde-stinking Curre : 
Cut lusty faces out of rotten Logges, 

Nor of an Owles-sldnne. make an Ape a Furre. 
Nor teach a Byrde to whistle in a Cage, 

Nor be a Ministrell at a Marriage. 

126 

Nor teach a Cat, to hunt a Mowse drye>foote. 

Nor a young Squyrrell how to dime a Reede : 
A Skaire-crow in a Garden how to shoote. 

Nor a blinde-Harper, how a Song to reade. 
Nor how a Flea may scape the Fingers endes. 

Nor how a Lowse may liue among her Friends. 

127 

Nor would I be a golden Akkymist, 
To studie the PkyUuofurs fiidre stone : 

And feede a sight of Fooles, with Had-I^wist, 
To weepe for Siluer, when theyr Golde is gone, 

Poope noddy, neuer was there such an other, 
To make a Cousen of a shnple Brother. 

128 
Nor would I bee a Foole when all is done. 

To weare Pyed Coats, Turn-spit, and eat fint-meat : 
Follow my master, dandle his young Sonne, 

And tell my Mistris. who the Foole did beat. 
That she might chide her Wenches euery one. 

For medling with her Foole, when she was gone. 

129 
Nor sing new Ballads, nor make Countrey-games, 

Nor set vp sights, were neuer seene before : 
Nor walke among my crue of Cursed-Dames, 

And bee a Pftnder to a Paitry-Whore : 
No, PBUDdarisme is so poore a Trade, 

That none but Beggars, bargaine for a lade. 

130 
No, I would not bee any one of these. 

Nor any of this wretched worlds delight : 
I would not so my spirits comforu leese. 

To haue mine Eyes bewitcht from heauenly light. 
No, I would haue an other Worid then this. 

Where I would seeke for my EUrmal-Blisse. 

>3I 
And till I come vnto that Glorious place. 

Where all CatUents doe oucroome the heart : 
And loue doth liue in Etarliuifig-Grace, 

While Greatest loy doth feele no smallest smart. 
But GOD is all hi aU, to his bekniM. 

The Sweti c/somUs, that sweetest soules haue prouM. 
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132 
To tell you truely, what I wish to bee. 

And neuer would be other, if I could : 
But in comfort of the Heau'ns Decree, 

In soule and bodie, that I euer should. 
Though in the world, not to the world to liue, 

But to my GOD, my seruioe wholly giue. 

133 
This would T be, and would none other be. 

But a Religious seniant of my God : 
And knowe there is none other God but he, 

And willingly to suffer mercies Rod. 
loy in his Grace, and liue but in his Loue, 

And seeke my blisse but in the heauen aboue. 

134 
And I would frame a kinde of faithfull praier, 

For all estates within the state of Grace : 
That carefull loue might neuer know despaire, 

No[r] seruile feare might faithfull loue deface. 
And this would I both day and night deuise, 

To make my humble Spirits Exercise. 

135 
And I would reade the rules of sacred Life, 

Perswade the troubled soule*to patience : 
The husband. Care, and Comfort to the wife, 

To Childe and seruant, due obedience. 
Faith to the friend, and to the Neighbour peace. 

That loue might Hue, and quarrels all may cease. 

•36 

Pray for the health of all that are deceased. 
Confession vnto all that are Conuicted : 

And patience vnto all, that are displeased. 
And comfort vnto all, that are afflicted. 

And mercy vnto all, that haue offended. 
And Grace to all, that all may he amended. 

137 
Pray for the King, the Queene, and Countries health, 

Their Royall issue, and Peeres of Estate : 
The Counsaile, Cleaigy, and the Common-wealth, 

That no misfortime may their blisse abate. 
But that, th' Almighty so his Church will cherish. 

That not a member of his Loue may perish. 

138 
Wish [euery] Khig, to haue King Dauids heart. 

And euery Queene, the Queene of Shebats wit : 
And euery Councell Salomons best part. 

Of vnderstanding, for a Kingdome fit 
And euery Lady, foire Rdfeccaos ftice. 

And euery Virgin, the wise Virgins Grace. 

139 
And euery Souldiour, losuahs true spirit. 
And euery SchoUer, Aarons eloquence : 



And euery Miser, wicked Dimts merits. 
And euery poore man, Ms true patience. 

And euery Lawyer, Maries heau'nly minde. 
And euery Merchant, of Zackeus kinde. 

140 
Doe not with Rsaw, hunt for venizon. 

And sell thy birthright for a messe of pottage : 
Lest Jacob steale away thy benison, 

When Isaack faUs vpon the yeeres of dotage^ 
But be a Joseph in the time of neede, 

To good olde Jcuob, and his blessM aeede. 

141 
Be Abraham in obedient sacrifice, 

And follow Lot in his k>ues holines : 
Uke Salomom, be in thy ladgement, wise. 

And Jonathan in fiiendships futhfulnes. 
Like Henoch make thy loy 0^ heauenly kme 

And with EUah liue in Hean'n aboue. 

142 
And diet not with Holofemes drinke, 

But follow Judith, in her ioyfull strength : 
Let Dalila, not make stout San^som winke ; 

Lest the Philistines fidl on thee at length. 
Nor Salmon be led with Pharaohs Childe, 

Lest by the flesh, the spirit be beguilde. 

143 
Be both a Priest, a Prophet, and a King. 

A Priest to make thy selfe a Sacrifice : 
A Prophet, to declare the way to bring 

The blessM Spirit, vnto Paradise. 
A Kmg to rule thy seUe, with such direction. 

Thy Soule may keepe thy body in subiection. 

144 
Know what, and how, and where, and when to speake. 

Be fearefull, how thou doest thy God offend : 
A vertuous vow, take heed thou doest not breake. 

And mercies pleasure willingly attend. 
Holde backe thy Hand from all vnlawfull Action 

And weane thy Spirit, bom vngodly FactioD. 

145 

Flatter not folly, with an idle fidth. 

Nor let earth stand vpon her owne desart : 
But shew what wisedome in the Scripture saith. 

The fiuitfiill hand, doth shew the fiuthfuU hait. 
Beleeue the word, and thereto bend thy will. 

And teadi obedience for a blessed skiU. 

146 
Chide sinners, as the &ther doth his childe. 

And keepe them in the Awe of louing fieare : 
Make sinne most hatefuU, but in words be milde : 

That humble patience may the better heare : 
And wounded consdenoe may reoeiae rdiefis. 

When true repentance pleades the ifauicrs grief e. 
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147 
Yet flatter not the foule delight of sinnep 

But make it loathsome in the Eie of Loue : 
And seeke the hart with holy thoughts to winne, 

Vnto the best way to the soules beboue. 
So teach, so hue, that both in word and deede, 

The world may loy thy heau'nly rules to reade. 

148 

Heale the infect of sinne, with oile of Grace, 
And wash the Soule, with true Contritions teares : 

And when Confession shewes her heauy CAse, 
Ddiuer £uth from all Infernal! fearer 

That when high lustice threatens sinne with death, 
Merqr agame may giue Repentance breath. 

«49 
Sit not with Sathan, on the Horse of pride, 

But see sweet lesus sitting on an Asse : 
Better on Ibote, then fowly so to ride, 

As with the Diuell into hell to passe. 
There is no meane, but either heau'n or hell. 

For on this Earth must no man euer dwell. 

150 

Time hath a course, which nature cannot stay, 
For youth must die, or come to doting Age : 

What is our life on Earth ? but as a play. 
Where many a part doth come vpon Uie Stage. 

Ridi, poore, wise, fond, fiure, fowle, and great and smal 
And olde, and young, death makes an ende of aL 



151 
Where he that makes his life a Comedy, 

To laugh, and sing, and talke away tlie time : 
May finde it in the ende a Tragedy, 

When moumefull Bells doe make no meny chime. 
When sad despaire shall feare Infemall euill. 

While Sinne and death, are Agents for the dinel. 

152 
But doe not Raue, nor RaUe, nor stampe, nor stare, 

As if thy care would goe to cuffes with sinne : 
But shew how mercy doth Repentance spare. 

While working laith, doth heau'nly fauour winne. 
And loues obedience to the law doth proue. 

The chosen Soule. that God doth chiefly loue. 

153 
Thus would I spend in seruioe of my God, 

The Imgring howres of these fewe dales of mine. 
To shew how sinne and death are ouertrod, 

But by the vertue of the power diuine. 
Our thoughts but vaine» our substance slime and dust. 

And onely Christ, for our Etemall trust. 

154 
This would I be, and say, would not. no more, 

But onely not. be otherwise then this : 
All in effect, but as I said before, 

llie life in that life's kingdomes loue of his. 
My glorious God, whose grace all comfort giues. 

Then be on Earth, the greatest man that Hues. 

FINIS. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



To THE Readkk.— See Memorial-Introduction on 
this thoroughly Bretonese * Epistle' and his reversed 
initials: L 6, VMUvrv' = judgment :. 1.- 9. misprinted 
in original, ' nor sale (meaning me) when bee comes to 
a foole point : ' L xo, *pale* s enclosure. 

Stansa x, L 3, 'worUesy misprinted 'woldes.' 

St. a, 1. 4, ' Gmirles ' {sic), but probably the ' «" was a 
correction and ' u ' madvertently left in the MS. 

St. 3, L 3, 'stay' = stop. 

St. 9, L a, ' comter* s cumber or encumber. 

St. 13, L 5, '/»d^C00i^' = parti-coloured : ' Cades- 
Combi* St the Fool's symbol See Glossarial-Index on 
'cox-oomb.' 

St. 16, L 4, ' Moris-dauiues ' » Moorish. 

St. 16, L 6, * Htidegy,* See Glossarial Index, s.v. 

St. 17. 1. I. ' WUtaW = Wittol. 



St. X9. I. 3, 'Apertu,' See Glossarial Index, s.v. 

St. ao, 1. 4, ' 2>w//y-71r»>^'— from 'trull:' 1. 5, 
' whoo* = hollo after. 

St. 26, L 6, ' they see they ' = they see [that which] 
they. 

St. a8, 1. 4, *JilUhimg' = filching. 

St 39, 1. a, * tcwling-dish.' See Glossarial-Index, 
s.v,t and under ' Tkumdes,' 

St. 33, 1. 6, ' stooU ' = stole. 

St, 34, 1. 4, ' icrngs' = belongs. 

St. 35, 1. 3, ' Palis* s palings, enclosure-fences. 

St. 36, 1. 6, ' Afome' » Momus or simpleton. 

St. 38. 1. a, *slifpe' = gruff. 

St. 38, 1. 4, *proyne ' = prune. 

St. 4X, 1. 3, ' ahue' s deceive— as in the old myth of 
birds pecking at (painted) cherries, etc. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



St. 49, L 3, ' thi : ' misprinted ' too.' 

St. 53, L 4, ' Tearmers' s keq)en of 'terms.' See 
Glossarial Index, s.v, 

St. 55, L 6, * loose' = lose : misprinted 'look.' 

St 58, L 4, * Had'/^wist' — a favourite phrase in 
Breton. See Glossarial Index* s.v, 

St. 63, L 6, *wtare:* misprinted 'were.' Cf. st. 100, 
1. 3. 

St. 67. L 3, ' Lobcocke: See Glossarial Index,— a 
common word in Breton. 

St. 70, 1. a, *wky:* misprinted 'by.' 

St. 74, L 5, *JiM€ sharts,' See Memorial-Introduc- 
tion on this ; also on next stansa and the * Goos<appe,' 
and St. 77, L 3, on the ' Turtle-Doue.' 

St. 79, L 6. ' Tamuy, got to Stoolt-BalL' See Glos- 
sarial-Index, s.v. 

St. 81. The catch-word is '81. I ' and the register 
is continuous, C. D, etc, 3ret is the stanza succeeding 
St. 80 marked loi, and the mistake goes on to the 
close. The context shews that it is a mere inadvertence. 

St. 81, L 5, ' chcke-Hennt ' » ck>cking-hen {Scoiue), 
i.e. a hen brooding on its eggs or with jroung ones in 
its care,— an equivoque perhaps. 

St. 83, L 6, * chopping Chalke' = gaol work. See 
Glossarial Index, s.v. 



St. 85. 1. 4, ' ^ saU:* see Glossarial Index, s.v. 

St. 98, L I, * Noddy' = noodie—^iktAher common 
word in Breton. See Glossarial Index, s.v. 

St 99, L X, ' Wood-cock '—still another Breton word. 
See Glossarial Index, s.v., and also under *princke' 

(I.3). 

St xoi, 1. 6, *got' = obtained : but query misprint 
for 'good'? 

St. xoa, L 3, 'guils' = guxsles? 

St 131, I. a, ' Bearardes ' = bear-ward or keeper. 

St 135, 11. x-6. See Memorial-Introdnction on these 
strange allusions. 

St 137, 1. 3, * Hod-I-mist :' see on st. 58, L 4 : I. 5, 
' Poope noddy:' see on st. 98. 1. i. 

St 137, 1. 3, a ' their ' mis-inserted before ' Peeres ' 
removed. 

St 138, L X, ' emery ' filled in, and L 3. ' Skektes* mis- 
printed 'Shelaus.' 

St. 143, L 5, ' Salmon * s Solomon : the reference is 
to his foreign and heathen wives. 

St 148, I. 3, 'Contritions:' misprinted 'Contri- 
tious.' 

St. 150-X. See Memorial-Introduction on these 
stanzas. Also for the biographical interest of st X53. 

' Then ' is throughout » than.— G. 
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NOTE. 

The following are the title-ps^es of the two extremely nuv Collections from which the Poems 
of this portion have been drawn : — 

{a) PhcbnixNest: 1593. 

THE 

PHOENIX 

NEST. 

Built vp with the moft rare and refined workes of 

Noble men, woorthy Knights, gallant 

Gentlemen, Mafters of Arts, and 

brave Scholleis. 

Ml of fienletfr, emUent fmtentfon, aim 
0fnguUr HeUfffit^ 

Neuer before this time published. 

Set foorth by R. S. 
of the Inner Temple Gentleman. 

Imprinted at London by 
lohn lackson 

IS93- [4to] (Bodleian.) 

(^) England's Helicon : 1600. 

ENGLANDS 

HELICON. 

Casta placent superis, 

pura cum veste venite, 
Et manibus purls 

sumite fontis aquam. 

[ Wood-cut device: Mottos^Nosce U iptum : Ne quid mi$ms : Low and LyveJ\ 

AT London 
Printed by I. R. for lohn Flasket^ and are 
to be sold in Paules Church-yard, at the signe 
{British Museum.) of the Beare. i6oa [4to.] 

See Introductory Note to Part II. for account of a lis. of Poems by Breton in posse^on of 
F. W. Cosens, Esq., London,— whence Part IL b derived— G. 
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I. — From: ^ The Phoenix Nest:^ iS93- 



The Preamble to N. B; fiis Garden 
Plot 
Sveete fdlow wbom I swace. rach sum affscted looe, 
Aa neither weate, nor woe, nor want, oan from my minde 



To Ihee, my fdlow sweete, this wofuU tale I tell, 
To let tfiee see the darke distresse, wherein my minde 
dothdwd. 

On loathM bed I hqr, my JhHtleaae Ifant to rest. 

Where still I tmnble to and iio» to aeeke wfaidi side were 

best: 
At last I catdi a place, where long I cannot lie, 
Bat strange conceits from qniet sleepes, do keep awake 

mine eie. 

The time of yeere me seemes, doth bid me (slouen) rise, 
And not from shew of sweete deUght, to shut my sleepie 

eies: 
But soRow by and by, doth bid me, slane, lie stUl, 
And shig amonst the wretchid souls, whom care doth 

se^tokiL 

For sorow is my spring, which brings forth bitter teares, 
The fruits of friendship aU fiorlome, as feeble fsnde 
feareSa 

(D3.P.9X.) 

A Stnmge Daacriptioa of a Rare (Saiden 

Plot Written by N. R Gent 

My garden groond of griefe ; where selfewils seeds are 



Whereof cones vp the weedes of wo, that ioies bane 



With patience pattd romd, to Iraep in secret spright ; 
And quickset round about with care, to keepe out all 

Fonre quarters squared out, X ftnde in sundrie sort ; 
Whereof aooording to their kindes, I meane to make 

report: 
The fint, the knot of loue, dnwne euen by desier, 
Like as It wen two luftS hi one, and' yet both would be 

nier* 

Tlieheriieiscalde-Isop, theitdoeofsudiataste, 

As with the sowNb makes swaeteoonodu to fite away too 



The borders round about, are set with priuie sweete. 
Where nueer bird but nightingale^ presumde to set hir 
feete. 

From this I stept aside, mlo. the knot of care, 

Which so was crost with san^fige oQodts, as long can- 
not dedare: 

The herbe was callM Time, whidi set out aU that knot. 

And like a Mase me thoti«^ it was* when in thecrookes 
I gOL ' 

The borders round about, are Sanerie vasweete : 

An hert)e not much, 4n my conodt, liar sndi a knot 

vnmeete: 
From this to friendships knot, I stept and tooke the view. 
How it was diawncb and then agahie, in order how it 



The course was not vnlike, akinde of hand in hand i 
But many fingers were away, that there should seeme to 

stand: 
The herlie that set the knot, was Pennie Riall round: 
And as me seemM, it grew frill dose, and nefe vnto the 

ground* 

And parchM heere and there, so that it seemftdnot 
Full as it should hane been in deed, a perfect friendship 

knot: 
Heerat I pawsd awhUcp and tooke a little view 
Of an od q^tarter diAwne in beds, where herbs and 

flowers grew* 

The flowres wiere buttcms fine, for batcbdors to beare. 
And by those flowres ther grew an herb, was callid 
maiden hear. 

Amid this garden ground, a Condit strenge I found, 
Which water fetcht finom sorows springi to water al 

the ground : 
To this my hesule house, the dungeon of distresse, 
Where fainting hart ttes panting still, despairing of 



Where from this window loe, this sad prospect I haue, 
A piece of ground whereon to gaxe, would bring one to 

hisgraue: 
Lo thus the welcome spring, that others landes ddight. 
Doth make me die, to thinke I Ue, thus drownM in 

despight 
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That vp I cannot rise, and oome abrode to thee. 

My feUow sweet, with whom God knowes, how oft I wish 

to bee: 
And thus in haste, adieu, my hart is growne so sore; 
.\nd care so crookes my fingers ends, that I can write no 

more. 

{D3-4.PP.ax-3-) 

An Excellent Dreame of Ladies and 
their Riddles : By N. B. Gent 

In Orchard grounds, where store of fruit trees grew. 
Me thought a Saint was walking all alone. 

Of euerie tree, she seemd to take hir view, 
But in the end, she pluckM but of one : 

This fridt quoth she, doth like my flande best : 

Sweetings are fruit, but let that apple rest 

Such fruit (quoth I) shall £uicie chiefly feede : 
Indeede tis faire, God grant it prooue as good, 

But take good heede, least all to late it breede 
111 humors, such as may infect your blood : 

Yet take, and taste, but looke yon know the tree : 

Peace, foole quoth she, and so awakM mee. 



What was this ground, wherein this dame did waike? 

And what was slie, that romM to and fro? 
And what ment I, to vse such kinde of taike? 

And what ment she, to chedce and snib me so? 
But what meane I? alas, I was asleepe: 
Awake I sweare, I will more silence keepe. 

WeU thus I wakte and fell asleepe againe : 

And then I fell into another vaine. 
Great wars me thought grew late by strange mishap, 

Desire had stolne out of Dianaes traine. 
Her darling deere, and laid on Venus lap, 

Who, Cupid sware should neuer backe againCi 
Ere he would so loose all his harts delight. 
He vow'd to die, wherewith began a fight 

Diana shot, and Cuind shot againe : 

Fame sounded out hir trumpe with heanenly cfaeoxe : 
Hope was ill hurt, despite was onely slaine : 

Diana forst in fine for to retire. 
Cupid caught feme, and brought hir to his frend. 
The trumpet ceast, and so my dreame did end. 

Thus scarce awake, I feU asleepe againe, 
And then I was within a garden ground. 

Beset with flowres, the allies enen and plafaie : 
And all the banks beset with roses round, 

And sundrie flowres so super sweete of smell, 

As there me thought it was a heauen to dweU. 

Where walking long, anon I gan espie 
Sweete pretie soules, that pluckt ech one a flowre : 

When from their sight I hid me by and by, 
Behinde a banke within a brier bowre. 

Where after walke, I saw them where they sat : 

Beheld their hues, and heard their pretie chat : 

Sister quoth one, bow shall we spend this day? 
Deuise (quoth she) some pretie merie iest : 



Content quoth one, beshrew them that say nay : 

Some purposes or riddles I thinke best : 
Riddles cried all. and so the sport begun: 
Forfet a fiflop, she that first hath done. 

Loe thus awhile was curtsey to propooid ; 

Yet in the end this order dkl they take. 
By two and two, they should sit dose and roond ; 

And one begfai, another aoswere make : 
Where ridling sports in order as I can. 
I will recite ; and thus the first began. 

Tkt First JiiddU, 
Within a gallant plot of ground. 

There growes a flowre that hath no name* 
The like whereof was neuer found. 

And none but one can pfaicke the same : 
Now where this gromid or flowre doth growe. 
Or wiio that one, tis hard to knowe. 

Tke Answtre* 
Sister (quoth she) if thou wouldst knowe. 

This ground, this flowre, and hiqipie man, 
Walke in this garden to and fro : 

Here yon shall see them now and than : 
Which when you finde to your deligbt, 
' Then thinke I hit yonr riddle right 

Th€ Sicomd Riddle, 
Within a fidd there growes a flowre. 

That decks the ground where as it growes. 
It springs and frJls, both in an howre, 

^d but at certaine times it showes : 
It neuer dies, and seldome seene. 
And tis a Nosq^ay for a Queene. 

ThiAnswtrt, 
This fidd is fiuior, Grace the ground. 

Whence spriogs the flowre of curtesle, 
Soone growne and gone, though somtime firand, 

Not dead, but hid, ftom flattrers eie. 
That pickthanks may not plucke the same : 
Thus hane I red your riddk Dame. 

Tke TTkird RiddU. 
Within a flowre a seede there growes* 

Whidi somtime &lls, but sddome springs 
Apd if it spring, it sddome bkywes. 

And if it blowe, no sweete it brings. 
And therefore counted but a weede : 
Now gesse the flowre, and what the seede. 

TksAnswirt, 
In fiuides flowre is s on o w es seede. 

Which somtimes £sll, but springs but sedd. 
And if it spring, tis but a weede, 

Whidi doth no sweete, nor sanor yedd ; 
And yet the flowre, both Cure and sweete, 
• And for a Princes garden meete. 

Tki Fourth Riddk, 
Within a seede doth poison hizke, 
Wbicb ondy Spldars feede vpon, 
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And yet the Bee can wisdy woorke, 
To to^e out honie, poison gone : 
Which bonie, poison. Spider, Bee, 
Are hard to gease, yet eaih to see. 

TkgAnswKn, 
In somnret seede is secKl peine; 

Whidi spite, the Spider, onely soda. 
Which poison gone, then wittie bnine 

Tim wiUe Bee^ nir hooie pnMxs, 
And beaies it to hir bine mfanrt. 
When spider trod, dies fai the durt. 

Qremcrde, wench (qnoth she) that first begoon, 
Eadi one me seemes hath quit hir sdlie right wdl. 

And now sfaioe that oar riddles all are doon. 
Let ys go sing the flowre of sweetest smdl : 

Well may it five, wherewith eadi tooke a pait> 

And thus they soong, all with a merie hart 

Ekst be the groond that first brooght forth the flown, 
Whose name vntolde, bat Tsrtnes not vnlcnowne : 

Happie the hand, whom God shall gine the powre, 
To phicfce this flowre, and take it for his owne : 

Oh heanenly stalke, that staines all wiiere it growes : 

FhMD whom more sweet, than sweetest bony flowes. 

Oh sweete of sweetes* the sweetest sweete that is : 
Oh ilowre of flowres, that yedds so sweete a sent : 

Oh sent so sweete, as when the head shall misse : 
Oh heauens what hart bat that will sore bunent : 

God let thee spring, and floorish so each howie, 

As that oar sweetes may neuer tume to sowre. 

Por we with sweetes doe ibede onr nmcies so. 
With sweetes of sight, and sweetnes of oonodt. 

That we may wish that it may ener groe. 
Amid delights where we desire to wait, 

Vpon the flowre that pleaseth eocrie eie, 

And glads eadi hart ; God let it neoer die. 

Wherewith me tbougfat alowd I cride, Amen : 
And therewithall I started out of sleepe : 

Now what became of these frire Ladies then, 
I cannot tdl, in ndnde I ondy keepe 

These ridling toies which heere I do redte : 

Ue tdl yenora perinps another night. 

(D3-E8,pp.83^.) 

The Chesse Play. Veiy aptly deuised 
By N. B. Gent 

A Secret many yeeres Tnseene, 
In pky at Chesse, who knowes the game. 

First of the Kfaig, and then the Queene, 
Knight, Bishop, Rooke, and so by name, 

Of enerie Pawne I wHl descrie. 

The oatore with the qnalidew 

TJUKimg. 
The Ktag Umsdfe is hangfatie Care, 
Which oucrk)oketh all his men. 



And when he seeth how they fore. 

He steps among them now and then. 
Whom wlicn his foe presumes to checke, 
His semantt stand, to gioe the necke. 

The Queene is qudnt, and quicke Conodt, 
Whkh makes hir walke whidi way she list. 

And rootes them vp, that lie in wait 
To worke hir treason, ere she wist : 

Hir force is sudi, against hir foes» 

That whom she meetes, she ouerUuowes. 

TJU Kmgki. 
The Knight is knowledge how to fight 

Against his Mnoes enimies, 
He neuer makes his walke outright. 

But leaps and skips, in wilie wise. 
To take 1^ sleight a tndtroos foe^ 
Bdight slilie seeke thdr ouerthrowe. 

TJU Bishop. 
The Bishop he is wittie bnUne, 

That diooseth Grossest pathes to pace, 
And euermore he pries with paine^ 

To see who seekes him most disgrace : 
Soch straglerB when he findes astraie. 
He takes them vp, and throwes awaie. 

TJU Hooka. 
The Roohes are reason on both sides. 

Which keepe the comer houses stUl, 
And warily stand to watdi thdr tides. 

By secret art to worke thdr will. 
To take sometime a theefe vnseene. 
Might mischiefe mesne to King or Qoeene. 

7TU Paumos. 
The Pawne before the iUng, is peace. 

Which he desires to keepe at home. 
Practise, the Queenes, which doth not cease 

Amid the world abroad to roame. 
To finde, and foil vpon eadi foe^ 
Whereas his mistrcs meanes to goe. 

Before the Knight, is perill plast. 
Which he, by skippmg ouergoes. 

And yet that Btwne can worke a cast. 
To ouerthrow his greatest foes ; 

The Bishops, prudence, prieng still. 

Which way to worke bis masters wilL 

The Rookes poors Pawnee, are sOlie swaines, 
Which seddome serue, eioept by hap, 

And yet those Pawnee, can lay thdr trainee. 
To catch a great man, in a trsp : 

So that I see, sometime a groome 

May not be sparM from his roome. 

Tto Nahtrt o/tJU QUstt wum. 
The Kfag is statdy, k>oking hie ; 
The Queene, doth beare like makstie : 
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The Knight, is haidie^ wlieutt, wise : 

TheBiflhop» pradflot and predse : 
The Rookes, no nuingera oat of rale, 
The Ptumei, the pages in the pkie. 

- Lenvoy. 
Then nle with eare, and qtdciee oonodt, 

•And fight with knowledge, as wlth-foroe ; 
So beare a bndne, to dash deoeh. 

And woike with reason and remorse : 
Fotgine a fault, when yoong men plaie. 
So gioe a mate, and go your way. 

And when yon plaie beware of Checke, 
Know how to sane and ghie a necke : 
And with a Checke, bswaie of Mate ; • 
Bat cheefe, ware had I wist too late : 

Loose not the Qneene, for ten to one, 

If she be lost, the game is gone. 

(E 3 verso— E. 3 verso, pp. 98-31.) 

A Most Excellent Passion. Set Downe 
By N. B. Gent 

Com yonglings com, that seem to make such mone. 
About a thing of nothing Qod he knowes : 
IK^th sigfaes and sobs, and many a gre^ous grooe^ 
And trickling teares, that secret sorow shewes, 
Leaue, leaue to £eune, and here behold indeed. 
The onely man, may make your harts to bleed. 

Whose state to teQ ; no, neuer toong can tdl : 
Whose woes ate sudi ; oh no, there ore none such : 
Whose hap so hard ; nay rather halfe a heU t 
Whose griefe so much : yea God he kndwes too much : 
Whose wofnll state, and greeuous hap (alas), 
The world may see, is such «s neuer was. 

Good nature wsesfMB>^to fee.hir sidfe abased ; 
111 fortune shewes Jiir lurie in fair fiMe : 
Pooxe reason pines to see hir jstfe nliissd : • - 
And dutie dies, to see his sore dl^gmoe. .•• •> 

Hope hangs the bead, to see iKspain so Mere ; 

And what but death can^end tMa keatie c ho sr e ? 

OcnziH cares, that neuer can be knovtfne: 

Dole, wane tha&deathr when never toag can tdl it : 



The hurt is Ud, althoi^ Hie sofowsbowne, 
Such is my paine^ no pteaaaiwaui e«pell it. 

In summe, I see I am ordainM I : 

To line in dole, and so iAsovqnr die*. 

Behold eadi teare, na token of a toy : 
But tormentt such; «»tedv»iaiy htfUMiBder : 
Each sobbing sighi' a dgdfeiefSQCh^unM^, *- 
That how I Hue, beteaensetisv wonder. ' 
Bach grone, a gripe, that makes me gaspe for breath : 
And enerie straine, a bitter pang of death. 

Loe thus I line, but looking stili to die : 

And still I kKkke. bat stfU :! seetn vainte ; 

AndstiUfaiTOiaB,4daa,llieaBd«sier v. 

And stm I qrie« but hiQejno.«Me;itf palna;* .: 
So stffl in pnwcb lUne, knlBs, lia» and crie : 
When hopQ would hdpa^ dr death vonkl let jne die. 

Sometime I sleepe,'a tfutfnber. not « sleeps : 
And thta.1 dnadiai (Otfd kaoweg^ i«rnia deliglil. 
But of aneh woea, Jtt flMlDes'mft tts aad ^^toepe 

Vnti]l:iwaktt,hsKich.apitSodKpllg)M; 

As who beheld me sleeping or awaldQg, 
WouU say my heart were tn a beanie taUng. 

Looke as the dew doth He Tpon the ground. 

So sits lile i#eate'of 9om>w on ttyCsoe : 

Oh deaiDy dart, that strooke so deepe a wodnd. 

Oh hateftd) hap, tor Ut fai sucfara ptaoe : 
The bait Is hurt, and bleedes the bodie oner : 
Yet cannot die,' nor etter health teobitef.' 

Thenheorahcthathatlii^liai^handi u 
To hdpe a hart, that bath no hope to line: 
Come, come with speeder and do not sft^fJag^staBd : 
But if no one, can any oomfoxt gine.- 
Run to the Church, and, bid the S^tqn tofile 
A solemne knieO, yet for a siti^ soute^ . . 



HaikebowitsoandSr4hatsoc|i9irl«PI«liiltBet.. . 

Long, long : tonglong: longlong. aiuitovgvyel : 

Oh cmell Death; thou doostme.doiibte-WfOQB. . 

ToletmeliesolonginsBobaitj > •!> 

Yet when I die, wiiu^ n^4gh|30BMrbcrei lie : 
LoQg was I dead, ere death would let Die die. 
(1 4— K, ppb ^3^) 
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^ Phillida and Condon. 

IN the marry moneth of Mayt 
In a mom^ by bfeeJce of day, ' 
Foorth I walkM by the Wood side, 
Whenas May was in his pride : 
There I spiid all alone, ' ' 
PkilHda and Coridom. 
Much a-doo there was, God wot. 
He would loue, and she would not. 
She sayd nener man was true, 
He sayd, none was £alse to you. 
He «Lyd, he had lou'd her long. 
She sayd, Loue should hane no wrong. 
Coridom would Idsse her then. 
She said, Maides must kisse no men, 
Till they did for good and alL 
Then she made the Sheepheard call 
All the heauens to witnesse truth : 
Neuer km'd a truer youth. 
Thus with many a pretty oath. 
Yea and nay, and fidth and troth. 
Such as sniy Sheepheards vse. 
When thqr will not Loue abuse ; 
Loue, whidi had beene long deluded, 
Was with kisses sweete concluded. 
And Pkillida with gaziands gay : 
Was made the Lady of the May. 

N, Bniom, 
(D 3 and vtrso,) 

^ A Fasforaiitif'PhWs and Condon. 

On a hill there growes a flower.. 

fiure befiJl the dainty sweete : 
By that flower there is a Bowec, 

where the heavenly Muses neete. 
In that Bower there is a.>alvurs» 

frindgM aU aboiit>with«old : 
Where dooth sit thfttfclnst liiie» 

tlwt dner eye d|d yttMMld. ' 
It is Pjb'/tfr, Mre m&A tt^^ 

shoeth«t*is the Sheepbewdt toy : 
Shee that r«MKf did despight, ' 

and did Mind her Httte toy. 
This is die, theirise, the rich, 

that the world desires to see ; 



This is is^ ftug, the wUdt, 

there is none but ondy flliee. 

Who would not this &oe ^dmire? 

who would not this Saint adore? 
Who wouM not this sight desire, 

though he thought to see no more? 

Gb fiure e3res, yet let me see, 

one good looke, and I tm gone : 

Looke on me^ lor I am hee» 
thy poore silly ConMrn. 

Thou that art the Sheepheards Queene, 

looke vpon thy silly Swaine : 
B!y thy comfort haue beene scene 

dead men brought to life agdne. 

N.Brttom, 
(B a verso and B 3.) 

% A sweeU PastortOL 

Good Muse rock me asleepe, 

with some sweet Harmonie : 

This wearie eye is not to keeps 
thy wane oompanie. 

Sweete Loue be gohe a while, 

thou knowest my heauines : 

Beauty is borne but to Mguile, 
my hart of happines. 

See how my little flocke 

that lou'd to feede on hie : 
Doo headlong tumble downe the Rocke, 

and in the ValUe die. 

The bushes and the trees 

that were so fresh and greene : . 
Doo all their dainty ookaur leese, 

and not a iMfe is seeae. > ■ 

The Bk^k-bird and the Thrush, 

that made the woods to ring : 

With all the rest, are now at hush, 
and not a noate they sing. 

Sweete Pkiiomtk the bird, 

that hath the heanenly throate, 

Dooth now alas not one aflbord 
recording of a noate. 
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The Hovers haue bad a frofi. 


And CM^Gmi ber onely Swaiae. 


each heaibe hath km ber Maoar : 


(was neoer sncfa a Swaine as be) 


And PA«/A^ the fiuie hath Umi. 


Faiie PkUUs hath the feirest feoe. 


the ooofort of her faskom. 


that ener eye did yet behold : 


Now all these carefull tights. 


And Orute the constants feith. 


so Idll me in oonodte : 


that ener yet kepcllocke fai fold. 


That how to hope vpoo dcUgbts 


Sweete PAiUStf is the sweetest sweete. 


it U but meere deodte. 


that ener yet the earth dkl yedd : 


And therefore my sweete Muse 

that kaowest what helpe is best» 

Doo now thy heanenly cunning vse. 
to set my hart at resL 


And CMdte the kindest Swaine; 

that ener yet kept Lambs in 6eld. 
Sweete iR*»ib«W/ is Philfis bird. 

though C«rMfea be he that cai«ht ber : 


And CM<te dootfa heaie her sfaig. 


And in a dieame bewray 


though iPM^^d^ be she that tang^ her. 


what liBte shaU be my friend : 


Poore Caridom doonh keepe the fields. 


Whether my life shall still decay 


though /'ibV/uAf be she that owes them : 


or when my lorrow end. 


And PJkUUda dooth waike the Meades. 


N.BrHom, 
(£f.Fandf«rf9.) 


though Cmridom be he that mowesthem. 
The ttltle Lambs are /'AO/^ kwe. 


^ Astrophell his Sofig e^Phillidam^Coiidoii. 


though CMi^ is he that f cedes tbem : 
The Gardens feire are iRftO/^ ground. 




though Gwtdbit be he that weedes them. 


was neuer mome so feire : 


Since then that />il>//u ondy is. 


There shone a Sunne, tho««h not the Simne, 


the ondy Sheepheards ondy Queene : 


that shineth in the ayre. 


And Cmridtm the ondy Swaine. 


For of the earth, and from the earth. 


that ondy hath her Sheepheard beene. 


(was neiMT such a creature:) 


Though Pkillis keepe her bower of state. 


Did come this feoe, (was nener frioe.) 


shall Onidon consume away : 


that carried such a feature. 


No Sheepheard no, worke out the weeke. 


Vpon a hiU. (6 blessed hill, 


and Sunday shall be holy-day. 


was neuer hill so blessid) 


N.BrtiM. 


There stoode a man, (was neuer man 


(G4-S«idH.) 


for woman so distressM) 




This man beheld a heauenly view, 

which did such vertoe ghie : 


^ Qo'MxxaAmpplutttimio'2\S^ 


As deans the blind, and helps the lame. 


Sweete PUUis, if a siUy Swaine. 


and makes the dead man line. 


may sue to thee for grace : 


This man had hap, (6 happy man 


See not thy louing Sheepheard slaine^ 


more happy none then bee ;> 


with looking on thy face. 


For he had hap to see the hap. 


But thhike what power thou hast got. 


that none had hap to see. 


Ypon my Flock and mee : 


This silly Swahie, (and silly Swaines 


Thou seest they now regard me not. 


are men of meanest grace :) 


but all doo follow thee. 


Had yet the grace, (6 gradous guest) 


And if I bane so ferre presum'd. 


to hap on such a fece. 


with prying in thine eyes : 


He pitty cryed, and pitty came. 


Yet let not comfort be consum'd. 


and pittied so his peine : 


that in thy pitty lyes. 


Ai dying, would not let him die, 


But as thou art that PHUia laire. 


but gaue him life againe. 


that Fortune finxour giues : 


For k>y whereof he made such mirth. 


So let not Looe dye in despaiie^ 


as all the woods did ring : 


that in thy fenoor liues. 


And Pan with aU his Swaines came fborth. 


The Deere doo brouse vpon the txyer. 


to hcare the Sheei^eard sing. 


the birds doo pfck the cfaenlcs : 


But such a Song sung neuer was. 


And will not Beauty graant Desire. 


nor shall be sung againe : 


one handfull of her berries? 




If it be so that thou hast swome. 




that none shall looks on thee : 


Faire iPili/iSM is the Sheepbeards Queene. 


Yet let me know thou dost not scone. 


(was neuer such a Queene as the,) 


to cast a look on mee. 
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But if tby beanty make tfaee prouder 

thialce then what is ordain'd : 
The heanens bane aener jfet akvw'd, 

that Lone dxNtkl be diadain'd. 
Then least the Fatea tfaat^uKKir kme^ 

should cone thee for ▼nkind : 
liet me report for thy faehooue, 

the hoDoiir of thy mind. 
Let Condom with lull oonscnt, 

aotdowMa vIhiI htt.hsdi aeene : 
Thai PkUHda with Loves coateu, 

is sworne the Sheepheards Qoeene. 
• . ^, 

(H 5 and ncrw.) 

^ A SheetrfieardB dzeame* 

A SiDy $heepheard lately sate 

amonf a flock of Sheepe : 
Where mnsixig long on this and thai, 

at last he fen asleepe. 
And in the sfaunber as he lay, 

he gaue a pitteous groane : 
He thought his sheepe were mnne away, 

and he was left alone. 
He whoopt, he whisded, and he eall'd, 

but not a sheepe came neere him : 
Which nuuSe die Sheepheard sore appaQ'd, 

to see that none wonld heaie him. 
But as the Swaine smaxid stood, 

in this most solemaetahie : 
Came /»A»/&fa foordi of the wood, 

and stoo(k bdore the Swaine. 
Whom when the Shee|dieaxd did bdiokl, 

he straite bega&'to weepe * 
And at the hart he grew a-oold, 

to thinke vpon his sheepe. 
For well he knew, where came the Qoeene, 

the Sheepheard durst not stay : 
And where that he doist not be scene, 

the sheepe matt needes away. - 
To aake her if she saw his flock, 

might happen padence mooue : 
And bane an annswere with a mock, 

that such demaunders prooue. 
Yet for beoanse he saw. her come 

alone oat of the wood : 
He thought he would not stand as dombe, 

when speach might doo him good. 



N. BrOoK. 



And therefore fiBJling on his knees, 

to aske but for bis sheepe : 
He did awake, and so did leese 

the honour of his skepe. 

(K 3 verso and K 4.) 

\ A Rtpoti Song in a dreanuy betwetne a 

Sheepkiord a$id his Nimph. 
ShaBwegoedaoncethehay? The hay? 
Neuer pipe could euer play 

better Sheepheards Roundday. 

Shall we goe ang the Song? The Song? 
Neuer Loue did euer wrong : 

&ire lufaides hold hands all a4ong. 

Shallwegoeleameto woo? Towoo? 
Neuer thought came euer too, 

better deede could better doa 

ShaHwegoekametokisse? Tokisse? 
Neuer hart could euer misse 

comfort, where true meaning is. 

Thus at base they run. They run, 

When the sport was scarae bogun : 

but I wakt, and aU.wai ^00. 



[hb 



N. Breton, 



^ Another of &e Same. 

Say that I should say, I lone ye? 

wouki yoa say, tis but a saying? 
But if Loue in piayera moooe ye? 

will you not be moou'd with praying ? 

TUnk I thmk that Looetiionld know ye? 

wOl you thinke, tis but a thmking? 
Bat if Loue the thought doo show ye, 

will ye loose your eyes with winking? 

Write that I doo write you btessM, 

will you write; tis but a writmg? 
Bat if truth and Looe-ooofiMK ii : 

will ye doubt the tmp endithig? 
No, I say, and thhike, and write it, 

write, and thinke, and say yonr pleasure : 
Loue, and ttuth, and I eadite it, 

yea are UesikI out of measore. 

N, Breton, 
(B^ »^j^ and B 3 a.) 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Page 3, ooL i, 1. 5, */ttf/iksftf' s without Hist-— mrf 
'listless:' 1. 19, 'j/tr/'ato be in bed late: ibid, 
' aMMtf/' B amongst : 1. 3 (from bottom), *Jsop*^ 
hyssop : coL 9, L x, *frimi* « privet : L 7, 'Samrie' 
ss saverj or savoiy— well known still : 1. 13, ' Pmnie 
Riall:* a common garden-flower: L 19, *ht/toms' s 
batchdor's buttons— well-known flower so called— 
yellow : see Glossarial Index, s,v., on all these flowers 
and bertM : 1. ax, ' Comdii' s conduit. 

P. 4, col. X, L xa, ' Stoeeiings ' s a kind of sweet 
apple: 

" The tweeting, for whose take the plowboyes oft make wane : " 
Dnyton, P^y.^ eong x8. 

L 93, *s»ii* = snub, reproach : see Glossarial Index, 
s,v., for examples : L 36, ' in Jim ' » in the finis or end : 
1. 4X. *alli4s' = alleys : coL 3, L 4, *fiUop* ^ jerk with 
finger nail, a blow (half playfUly) : L 37, ' whenas* s 
where, at which or in whidi : L 37, 'fickthanks* a 
flatterer, fitwner : L aS, 'nd* » resolTed or solved : L 
38, 'seeld' s seldom. 

P. s, coL X, L 4, 'eaik* = easy : L 5 (from bottom), 
' discrii" = describe :. coL 3, L ax, ' Crassest*— tOL equi- 
voque on cross s ill-tempered, and cross s sign of the 
Church (' Bishop ' repiesentfaig it) : L 38, * comer houses* 
SB drinking and gambling : cf. Proverbs viL 8, xa. 

P. t, ooL X, L 15, ' had I wist:* see Glossarial Index, 
S.V., for this fiftvourite phiase of Breton : ooL a, L 5, 
•i!er' = trifle. 

P. 7, odL X, Phillida and Coridom, In the Cosens 
MS. (mentioned in the Note page 3) the opening thus 
runs: — 

In the menie mooedi of May 

In a mozne bj breake of daie. 
With a troope of damadls playinge 

Forthe the wode fonooth a-Mayiag : 
When anon by the wode ade 

Where that May wu hi Us piide 
I eq»ied all alone^ etc. 

which is superior to the text of E. H. In L xo, for 
'none' the MS. reads 'nener,' and in L xx, 'oold' s 
could, for ' should : ' in 1. x8, 1 fdt disposed to accept the 
MS. Miu'd' for the E. H. 'lou'd :' in L X9, 'Then' for 
' Thus :' 1. 33, 'When they doe not loue abuse :' L 33, 
' that ' tor ' which :' the dosing couplet is in the MS. :~ 

And the mayde, with garlandet gmye 
Was the Lady of the May. 

Ibid, , A PastoraU o/PhUUs and Coridom. This also is 
in the Cosens MS. ; but the variations are nearly alto- 
gether in mere spdling. In st. a, L 4, for ' that euer 
eye did,' the M5. reads ' That did euer :' the MS. also 
gives this additional doshig stansa, which certainly 
rounds the little poem well : — 

Make him line that dying longe 

Nener durst for comfort aeeke ; 
Thou (halt heaie so sweete a aooge 

Neuer shepperde sonnge the like. 



Ibid., ooL 3, A smitte pastoralL This too is in the 
Cosens MS. ; but the variations are only orthogiaphical, 
€.g. 'bird'isspd]ed'burda,'*Phikimde"PhikmieDe.' 
In St. 4, t 3, ' /mj» ' is SB loae or miss : in st. 6, L 4, 
' reeordimg* as chatter or practice. 

P. 8, coL X, Astrophill his Song of PhUUda astd 
Coridom. Once more, this is in the Cosens M8. In D. 
3-9 it reads :— 



Iher shonae a mmae, yitt not the i 

For of the earth and finm the eaxth« dwngh not an castfaly 



r nMe tiiat caried iwdieafcalait. 



Did cnaoie this faocb oh 1 
Now on a hill, etc 

The 'of '—'of the earth' supplies a lack of £. H. 
which I adopt : In L xa, the M8. runs IteuIIy) 'for cue 
man,' and in L X3, 'oh' for 'a,' and L X4, 'thai 
doth such vertne giue:' L 15, 'heales' for 'hdps:' 
then follow these :— 



This dlUe swnfake» and sillie swames are menof 1 
Had yett the grace* oh gracionsguifte, togaaeonsodieafiioe. 
This man Imd happ to see the happ that he had happe to see^ 
nee pi t ti e cryde, etc 

Besides the transposition, 'guifte' seems preferable to 
' guest' of £. H. : L a6k 'of'for'so:' L3o^ 'that' for 
'as:' L 34, 'wiU' for 'shaU:' L 37. 'Sweete' for 
'Fahe,' and so onward. Ibid. coL a, L 4, 'that euer 
yettdideye'for 'that euer eye did yet :' L 6, 'yet had 
Uunbeinfolde'for'yetkeptflockeinfoldei'Ly, 'Faire' 
for ' Sweete,' and then :— 

"—hath the foirest witt that ener yet the worid <fid breede 
And Condon the tmett haxte that eoerycl 



Sweete Phillis is the onHe sweete," etc 

1. xo, 'euer yett dyd kepe the feilde' for 'euer yet kept 
Lambs in fidd :' t xx. ' Philomen' for ' PhikMneQ.' and 
'yett Choridon was he that caught her' for 'though 
Coridon be he :' then \L X5-33 thus read in the MS. :— 

The ytle kmbes era ] 



» loue yett Coridon is he that feedes 
ihem 
And gardens swfte are Phillis groondesi yett Condon is he yt 



Poore Coridon doth keepe the feilde thoi«^ FhiOida be ibe 

that owes diem. 
And FhiUida dodi waike the meadet yet Coridon is he tfnt 



the last couplet in MS. :— 

Noe shepperde, goe worite not thy weeke^ 
and Sunday wiU be hoUyday. 

IncoL a, L 5, ' lawsjAwrfy '«soonst a ntest or me 
Ibid., and p. 9, coL a, Coridoms suppUeatiom to PkUUs: 
this also is hi the Cosens MS. In st. 3, L z, the MS. has 
' to ' B too for ' so,' and in the kst st L 3. 'consent ' 
for 'content,'— both perhaps preferable. 

P. 9, coL z, ^ Shotphwrds droasiu: this agam is in 
the Cosens M8. In st. 4. L 36, MB. reads 'onie' for 
' foorth :' other variations orthographical only.— G. 
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NOTE. 

For the unrestricted use of the Manuscript (or rather Manuscripts) whence 
this Part Second of Daffodils and Primroses is derived, I am indebted to its 
cultured possessor and my ever-obliging friend, F. W. CosENS, Esq., Queen's 
Gate, London. It is a thin quarto, and consists of selected Poems from Print and 
MSS. of the period. Our Notes to Part First of these Daffodils and Primroses 
have indicated those of Breton's that appeared in * England's Helicon.' Similarly 
a considerable number will fall to be noted — ^with various readings — as having 
appeared in the 'Arbor of Amorous Deuices' (1577) in the Notes thereta Those 
now given — ^no fewer than Thirty-three — are placed consecutively along with 
the already known and admitted poems of Breton in Part First They have 
never Qt is believed) been before printed ; and it is thus our privilege to frurnish for 
the first time some of the most characteristic and daintiest productions of our 
'sweet Singer.' Besides these there are early copies of Poems by Sidney and 
Spenser and others. On all these, and for a minute account of the Manuscript, the 
Reader is referred to our Memorial- Introduction. Meantime two things date the 
MS. for us : {a) That there are very evidently contemporary * Laments' (including 
' Amoris Lacrimae') for Sir Philip Sidney, who died October 7th, 1586 ; {d) These 
inscriptions on a fly-leaf: 'Anthonie Babingtoun of Warringtonn 1596: Roger 
Wright me possidet ex dono Henrici frattre meo' Isui. The portion of the MS. 
whereon Breton's pieces are written is an early Elizabethan hand, and the ortho- 
graphy of an ancient type. Later, there is a noticeable poem on Pym, and 'An 
Elegie upon the death of my deare sister M. W. who died of a feavour the 7* 
of January An. Do. 1653 A"^ Aet 18.' There are at least four handwritings in 
the MS. Throughout I have adhered to the original in integrity ; but (i.) I have 
commenced each line with a capital, instead of irregtdar capitals and small letters ; 
(2.) For the nearly no punctuation, I have punctuated so as to bring out the sense 
in conformity with Breton's usual punctuation; (3.) Scribal mistakes are cor- 
rected, and pointed out in relative Notes ; (4.) Contractions are extended, and a 
few words accentuated ; (5.} To such as have no headings I have deemed it well 
to give headings — drawn frt>m the text 

At the dose of the poems from Mr. Cosens* MS., I have added others from the 
Tanner MSS. in the Bodleian, Oxford, and one little conunendatory piece found 
prefixed to Taylor the Water-Poet's Sculler (1612). 

In Notes and Illustrations a few thii^ are explained. — G. 
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Poems from hitherto Unprinted mss. 



T. [Elizabeth Regina.] 

When nature fell to studie finte to frame a daintie 

pfcce 
That might pat downe those painted toyes Appelles 

wrought in Greece ; 
When heavnelie powres were happlie mett, and did 

in coonsell stande 
To finishe vp a peece of wnrke that Phisia^ had in 

hande; 
The Sonne withhelde his wonnted course, the 

pianettes made a staie, 
The dowdes were gone^ the windes were downe, 

time durst not steale away : 
The Muses tunde their instrumentes, the Nightingale 

her throate. 
The litle windes amidde the leaves did yeelde a 

heavnelie note. 
The lambes and Rabbottes ranne at base, the fishes 

fell to playe, 
Bothe Sainctes and men, beastes. fishe, and fowle, 

did ioye to see y« daye ; 
The dewes did giue so sweete an aire, the Sunne did 

shine so bright 
That reason sawe that nature wrought the highest 

heavnes ddight 

The earthe whereon she shewde her art, was vertues 

£ 
E Exoeilenoe, L 

L The laboore that she layde thereon, was loue with 

diligence, I 

I The compas of her beode oonodte, was Judgment of 

the wise, 2 

Z Her haite she made of heavnely seale, that hath no 

hoDoweeyes: 

A Authoritie she made the marke, to shewe a Princesse 
&oe 
B 
B And Beawtie was the heavnelie hue that gave the 
&vor giaee; 
E 
£ Entire good will that sawe this woike whereon highe 
fimdesfedd, 

T 
T. Brought naloed Tmthe to make the werice vnto thb 

happiehedd. n 

H. Her armes were bothe of Honnors wrought, her 
bandes were Natures Arte, 
Whose fingers like the Spinners threddes will holde 
the strongest harte. 

1 Physis, Le. fffwu. 



R B 

RE By reason and Endeuor then did nature drawe a 

breste q 

G That shewde an Angell for her shape, a Goddesse 

for the rest | 

I Her lower limmes were Justice staies, that shuld dis- 
honor hate, 

N 
N Her feete were notes of vertues steppes, that doe 
vpholde her state. 

A When these were all in order plast, and finely putt 

togither. 
The Anngells, and the heavnelie powres on heapes 

ran pressing thither ; 
And nature when she veiwde her wurke, did stande 

asinamase, 
The Sunne, the moone, and all the starres stood 

euerie one at gase ; 
But as they stood was harde a vo3rce from out the 

loftie skie, 
Bad haste awaie, for higher powres were cuifiing 

by and by ; 
For happie &me throughe heavne and earth had it so 

£uoomended 
That Jove himselfe badd nature leave, itt colde not 

be amended. 
And therewithal! the Sunne and moone shone both 

at once so Daire, 
The starres did shoote, and made alofte such fier 

wurkes in the Aire, 
The lightninges flashM to and fix>, throughe heavens 

was such a thunder 
As if the gods came downe from heaven to see this 

Earthely wunder ; 
But thunder oeast, I harde a sounde singe Sola 

sanctacara. 
The name of Natures finest wurke is Excellenza rara. 
Who further seekes in plainer sence this blessM 

Aungell's name 
The substance wheron nature wrought will easelie 

shewe the same. 
Thus with a sweete consort at length awaie the 

Muses goe 
And lefte the wurke, before my lace that did awake 

me so. 

3. [In Sadness.] 

The pretie Turtle dove that with no litle moane 
When she bathe loste her loving make, sitts moorninge 
all alone ; 
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DAFFODILS AND PRIMROSES. 



The swanoe that ahraies singes an howxe before her 
deathe. 
Whose deadlie grjnres doe gine the groues that diawe 
awaie [her] breathe ; 
The Pdlican that pecks the Mud out of her brest 
And by her deathe doth onlie feede her founge ones 
in the nest ; 
The harte emparkM ck»se within a plotte of gnnmde. 
Who dare not ouerlooke the pale for feare of hunten 
hounde; 
The hounde in kennell tyed that heares the chase goe by. 
And booties wishing foote abroade, in ndne doth 
howle and crye ; 
The tree with witherde topp, that bathe his brattncfaes 
deade. 
And hangeth downe his highest bowes, while other 
honlde vpp heade ; 
Endure not half the deathe, the sorrowe nor disgrace 
That my poore wretched minde abids, where none can 
wailemycase. 

For troth hath loste his trust, more done then tmfle done. 
And what a death to sndie a life, that sndie a peine 
dothe prone; 
The Swan for sorrow singes, to see her deathe so nye, 

I die because I see my deathe, and yet I can not dye. 
The Pdlican doth feede her yoonge ones with her bludd, 
I bledeto death to feede deshesyt doe me nener good; 
My hart empaiicM rounde, withfai the groonde of greif, 
Is so besett with howndes of hate, yt lookes for no 
reldf; 
And swete desire my dogg is doggM so with care. 
He cries and dies to here delightes and come not wfaer 
they are; 
My tree of true delight is sokde with sorrow soe, 
As but the heavnes do sooner hetpe, wilbe his ouer- 
throwe; 
In summe, my dole, my deathe, and my disgrace is sodie 
As nener man that euer lyvde knewe euer haUe so 
muche. 



3. [Love Rejected] 

Goe muse vnto the bower, whereas the mistress dweDes, 
And teQ her of her servannte's lone, bat tell her nothhtg 
ells; 
Andspeakebntinhereare, that none maieheare but she. 
That if she not the sooner hdpe, there is no bdpe for 
me. 
Not that I feare to speake, but it is stmunge to heare 
That she wiU neuer looke on him, that howkles her 
louesodeere. 
Perhaps she knows it not, or if she doe, she win not. 
Yet let her kindnes hauea care that thougfae she hurte 
she kill not ; 
And thoughe it be so stnunge, yet let her this bdene me 
That dead men lyve, yet I am dead yet ttoe, if she re- 
leue me. 



For yet are not so cookie the ooles of Unde desire. 

But in the ashes lines a spaike to kindle love a fyer ; 
Wdt fier his luell bathe but from those Cairest eies. 

Where fisithe doth borne and fiumde flame, and fenor 
neuer dyes. 

4. [My Lady-Love.] 

Neuer thinke vpon anoye, 

Where the haite hath sodie a Joye. 

But head leare aUnge, 

Harte is ha better takinge ; 

Eies leare yoor weeptaige, 

Lone hath sweete thoughtes in kepinge ; 

Harte howkie thine owne yitt, 

Looe is not ooerthiowne yitt. 

And the heavnes them sdoes bane sworae, 

Looe shall neuer be foilone. 

See howe she channceth. 
That all true lone advannoeth ; 
Sweete be that smile yitt. 
That bydes me Uue arwfaile yitt ; 
Euer be lyringe 

Those eyes suche comfort givinge ; 
That when lone was almost slaine. 
Made him whole at harte againe: 

Oh heavnelie feature, 
Was neuer suche a creatnre 
Riche in best treasure ; 
Beawties pride, honore pleasure, 
Faire with soche gnoes 
As potteth downe all feces : 
Oh she is the heaYnelie[st] Qoene 
That the woride bathe eu 



afirt 



always 



Qaene of soche powre 

As swwXeih euery sowre ; 

Heavnelie pcrfeoooo. 

All perfect loves dyiectioa ; 

Looe of that offence 

That showes the only preseooe 

Of those blessM angdls qres, 

Where looe lives and neuer dyes. 

5. [Breton's Resolution.] 

If beawtie did not blinde the eies, it were a UesaU thiage 

to see, 
Bot when it spciles the eye sight so, it is no kMUi« 

glasseforme. 
If riches did not fell to rust, then woukle I kme the 

gowlden heape. 
But since that drosse dotfae fell to dnste I will WM sowe 

ft other rsape. 
If wisdome did not nuise the wittes and all the seooe of 



I wolde be wise, bot hate the witt to make a wise man 
prooeanasse. 
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If grammer were not oate of grace, then wolde I gladlie 

goe to schoole. 
Bat when that Wrning bathe po hicke I see the wise is 

but a foole. 
Yf honor were not cause of pride, then woulde I wishe 

authoritie. 
But smce that pride is in sudi hate, I make no haste to 

dignitie. 
If lone were not the deathe of hfe, then wolde I learne 

the life to love. 
But since I finde the passion snche, I doe not care the 

peine to proue. 
But since that beawtie, looe, welth, witt, bothe learning 

and the loftie powre. 
And eoery tliougfat of euery sweete dothe carrie soche a 

secrett sowre \ 
I will reaoliie on this conoeite, to sett my hart on none 

of these. 
But on that heavnlie lone of His that harde misfortune 

cannot leese; 
Whose fooe is fiayrer then the snnne, whose brightest 

beawtie euer shineth. 
And deeres the eies, and dieeres the harte. that to His 

holy will endineth. 
Who6eloueissacheaJoyeoflife,as lets thelonernener dye, 
Who dyed for lone, and lines with lone, wher lone doth 

hue etenudUe : 
Whose wdth is such a woride of ioyes, as neuer worlde 

can oomprehende. 
And doth in comfort stfll encrease when all the world 

shall have an ende. 
Whose wisdome in the waie of truthe, doth so vnite the 

wites together. 
As leades them to the havne of rest, that ranging were 

they know not whether. 
Whose learning is the law of love, whose love is all the ' 

lawe of life, 
Wber patience dothe by prayre find the happie end of 1 

euerie strife; 1 

Whose powre is as (arre ftom pride, as heavnlie firom 

bellishe hate, 
Who scorneth none but loneth all, as well the lowe as I 

highe of state. 
This is the Beawtie, lone, wekhe, witt, the leaminge and I 

the living powr | 

That shewes the sowie the secrett sweete that neuer I 

tasteth of the sowre ; 
And blessM be that beawtie sweete, that is no swete j 

vnto the sight, j 

But in the harte of highest love is fonnde the lampe of 

heavnfie light, 
And ten times honor to that love, wher feithfuU hope 

dothe euer line 
FW»n whence the sowIe reoeiues the sweete y* merde 

doth lepentannce ghie ; 
And ener line that lovdy store, that shewes the treasure 

of theminde, 
Wher humble fsitbe doth whine the welthe that worldlie 

fortune cannot find. 



And worship to that wisdome greate, that is the grace of 

highest witt 
And shewes the bumble sowle the sweete, where mercie 

dotb in glorie sitt 
And glory to that heavnly grace, that giues the rule of 

perfect loue, 
Whic^ findes the onlie sweete of sweetes that neuer anie 

sorrow prone, 
And praise vnto that highest powre, wher merde is y« 

maike of grace 
That he that hath no rest on earth in heavne shall haue 

a dwelling place: 
This beawtie, kme, this wdth, this witt, this learning 

and this living powre. 
This somme of sweete which doth admitt no snmme at 

all of anie sowre, 
The wisdome how to knowe all these and powre to vse 

them to the best 
In these desires to hue and die doth Bretons resohicon 

rest 



6. [Faith Disdained.] 

When fete decreeth. 
Fortune agreeth 
And fende seeth. 
But faithes distres 
Ofhartallhopdes, 
And hope all hapdes. 
The sorrow endles 
Can none ezpresse. 
When fiuthe vnfamM 
Shalbe disdained. 
And feuor gainM, 
By fencyes treason, 
The bitter padenoe 
That bids the absence 
Of wishid presence, 
Is paste all reason. 

And he that lyeth 
And euer cryeth, 
And neuer spyeth 
How hope male line ; 
Must be contented 
To be tormented. 
Till harte rdented 
May feuor g3rue. 
Till when and ener 
Revolthig neuer, 
I win perseuer 
Where firste I stood. 
Where feithe hath seruM 
To haue deseruM, 
The swete preseruM 
To doe me good. 
Finis. 
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7. [The Rose the Queene.] 

The feildes are grene, the springe growes on a-paoe. 

And nature's arte beginns to take the ayre ; 
Each herb her sent, ech flowre doth shewe her grace. 

And beawtie braggeth of her bravest fiiyre. 
The lambes and Rabbottes sweetely runne at base, 

The fowles do plume, and fishes fiall to playe ; 
The muses all haue chose a settinge-place 

To singe and play the sheppherdes nmdeley. 
Poore Choridon the onlie sillye swaine. 

That only Hues and doth but onlie liue ; 
Ys now become, to finde the heavnely vaine, 

Where happie hope dothe highest comfort gyve. 
The little wren that neuer sunge a note 

Is peepinge nowe to proue how she can singe ; 
The nightingale hath sett in tune her throte, 

And all the woodes with little Robins ringe. 
Loue is abroade as naked as my nayle. 

And litle byrdes doe flycker from their nestes ; 
Diana sweete hath sett aside her vaile, 

And Phillis shewes the beawtie of her brestes. 
Oh blessM brestes, the beawtie of the Springe I 

Oh blessM Springe that suche a beawtie showes ! 
Of highest trees the hollye is the Kinge, 

And of all flowres faire fall the Queue the Rose. 

8. [Let Love kill me ] 

Oh eies, leave of your weepinge, 
Loue hath the thoughtes in keepinge, 
That maie content yee ; 
Let not this misconcdvinge 
Where comfortes are receyving. 
Causles torment yee. 

Clowdes threaten but a showre. 
Hope hath his happie howre 
Thoughe longe in lastinge : 
Time nedes must be attended, 
Loue must not be offended 
With to muche hastinge. 

Yitt oh the painefiill pleasure, 
Wher loue attendes the leisure 
Of loves wretchednes ; 
Where hope is but illusion. 
And feare but a confusion 
Of loues happines. 

Yitt happie hope that seeth 
Howe loue and life agreeth, 
Of life depriue me ; 
Or let me be assurM, 
When life hath death endured 
Loue will revive me. 

But if I be that loner 
That neuer shall recouer 
But spight shall spill me. 
Then let thus much suffixc me. 



That heavnes this death deuise me, 
ITiat knie shukle kill me. 
Finis. 

9. [Mine only Princesse.] 

Faire, faint then the fiurest I 
Oh hart how tbow dispoirest I 

Yitt beawtie is not pitiles 

And therefore be not comfortles. 

Oh eies that starres resemble I 
Oh sences, howe ye tremble I 

Yitt neuer feare your blindnes. 

They are but ligfates of kindnes. 

Oh free of heavnely feature 1 

Oh dye not wretched creature 1 

The comfort neuer dyeth 
That in her favor lyeth. 

Oh gradotts heavnely goddesse I 
Evne of thy heavnely goodnesse 

Cast one good looke vppon me. 
That am thus wo begon me. 

Hiat I may saie and vowe itt. 

And reason may aDow itt ; 
If anie hdpe the helpeles 

It is mine only PEinoesie. 

Finis. 

10. Choridon's Dreame. 

Fast by a fountaine sweete and ckre 

Within a quechy springe ; 
Mine eyes did see, myne eares did heare. 

A heavnely anngell singe. 

Her fiue to Cure was to befaolde. 

Yet had I oft a glaunce ; 
But when I sought to be so boulde 

I fell into a traunce. 

For as vpon the sihier streames 
HaUi Phoebus fidrest grace ; 

Euen so beholde the sunny beames 
That sitt vpon her fiuse. 

And for her voyoe, it was no sounde 
That humaine creatures make ; 

For where the eocho did rebounde 
Itt makes the earth to shake. 

And when she gan for to divide 
The musicke of her thougfate ; 

Then Philomelas note was tride 
To be a thinge of nonghte. 

Now when I harde the songe so sweete, 
I drewe me somewhat nere her ; 

And dose on handes and feete.did creepe, 
To sitt where I might heare her. 
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And secKtlie awfaOe vnseene 

Harde by this heavnelj springe 

I satt. whereas I sawe this Queene, 
And harde this Angefl singe: 

Ah Phinida, pooie Phill, qnothe shee 
This mooming is but vaine ; 

Thy ioy is so farre gon fro thee 
It cannot oome againe. 

Thy Shepperd dead, thy flocke do feede 

Vpon the barren hills : 
And thy best hert> is but a reede 

That an thy garden spiUes. 

Thy daintie springe i% dryed awaye 
That dyd thy garden nourisbe ; 

And when thy flowres did all decaye. 
How can thy garden flourishe. 

No PhiOis, now fiarewell to love 

Thy life is dead and gon ; 
And an the hope of thy beboiie. 

Is heavne to thinke vpon. 

Base is the riche, blinde are the wise, 

Vnlbrtunate the &yre ; 
And honor in discomfort dyes 
When lone is in dispaire. 

Bat to despight dispaire, quothe shee, 

Death shalbe yet a finende ; 
When with a shrike she wakM me, 

And so my dreame did end. 

Finis. 

II, S"" Ph. Sydney's Epit^h. 

Deepe lamenting losse of treasure. 

Showed tormentinge without measure ; 

>^sdome waylinge, honor cryinge, 
Vertue weeping and loue dyinge ; 

All together doe betoken 

Greater greife then can be spoken. 

Losse of wealth may be reconered, 
Deadlie perill soone discouered ; 

Mortall woundes may be endurM. 
And the deepest may be cnrM ; 

But my hope of bdpe is none 

For both loae, and Ufe, is gone. 

When I lyvM, then I lovM, 

Bat my loue from life remouM ; 

And dispaire discomfort givinge. 
What is this but dyinge lyving? 

Dying deathe a sorrow sncbe, 

Neuer creature knewe so mncbe. 

Reasons sence and leaminges sweetinge 
Where the muses had theire meetinge 

Nature's grace and honors glory, 
Of the worlds the woAiIl storye ; 



spoils 



That with bitter teares be redd 

Sweete S^ PhiUipp Sydney dead. 

Dead ? oh no, in heavne he liueth 

Whom the heavnes suche honor giueth ; 

Tliat thoughe heere his bodie lye 
Yitt his sowle shall neuer dye : 

But as £une can perish neuer. 
So his faith shall line for euer. 



Finis. 



12. [Love Dead] 



Sitting laie with sorrow sleepinge, 

Where harte bledd and eies were weepinge : 
I might see from heavnes descendinge, 

Beawtie mouminge for loves endinge ; 
When with handes most wofiill wringinge. 

She entombes him with this singinge. 

Muses now leave of enditinge, 

POettes all giue ouer writinge ; 
Nymphes come teare your tender heares. 

Sbepperdes all come shedde your teares ; 
Cupid now is but a warlinge, 

Death hath wounded honors darling. 

Curste death, and all to cruell, 

Hasl thow stolne mine only Jewell ? 

Doe the heavnelie fates so spight me 
As on earth shall nought delight me? 

But of suche a Joye bereave me. 

As no loue of life shall leave me 1 

Goe then flocke, lea^'e of your feedinge, 
All yoiu* life lyes now a-bledinge ; 

When my Shepperde did attend yow. 
Wolf nor Tygre colde offend yow ; 

But nowe he is dead and gone, 
I shall loose yow euerie one. 

Sorrowes all oome shewe your powres, 
Earthe giue ouer bringing flowres ; 

Neuer trees nowe beare more fruite, 
Lett all singinge birdes be mute ; 

And of loue no more be spoken. 
For the harte of loue is broken. 

Therewithall as in a Qowde 

She did all her shining shrowde ; 

When sweete Phillis gaue suche groanes 
As did pearce the very stones. 

That the Earth with sorrowe shakM 
And poore Choridon awak^ 



Finis. 



13. [Faithful unto death.] 

Wytt whether will you ? 

Eyes what dothe ayle yee? 
Harte what doth kill yowe? 

Senoes why feyle yee ? 
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Where haste tbowe bene man 
With thy sweete PhilUs? 

What hast thow aeene man ? 
Nothinge that yll is. 

Lone will befreinde thee 

If thow attend him ; 
And he will ende thee 

If tbowe offende him. 

Riche is the treasure 

That the harte loveth ; 

Loue is the pleasure 

That the harte proueth. 

Beawtie enchaunteth 

But the des fauncy. 
But when hart panteth 

Ware of a frenxey. 

Yf she but eye thee 

Comfort may rest gitt 

Yf she denye thee 

Hope of the best yitt. 

Thoughe she disdaine thee 

Doe not giue ouer, 
Thoughe she hath slayne thee 

Dye yitt her louer. 

14. [Transitoriness.] 



g^i 



Finis. 



Tyme is but shorte, and shorte the course of tyme, 
Pleasures doe pas but as a puffe of wynde, 
Care hath acoompte to make for euery cryme. 
And peace abids but with the settled minde. 

Of litle paine doth padence great prooeede» 

And after sickenes hdthe is daintie sweete ; 

A frende is best approuM at a neede, 

And sweete the thought where care and kindnes meete. 

Then thinke what comfort dothe of Icyndnes breede. 
To knowe thy sycknes sorrowe to thy frende ; 
And lett thy falthe vpon this &voure feede, 
That loue shall liue when death shall haue an ende. 

And he that hues assured of thie loue, 
Prayes for thy life, thy health and highest happe ; 
And hopes to see the hight of thy behove. 
And in the sweete of loues deare lappe. 

Tyil when, take paines to make thie pillow softe, 
And take a nap for natures better reste ; 
Hee lyves belowe, that yitt dothe look alofte. 
And of a freinde doth not affecte the leste. 



Finis. 



15. (The Nightingale and Phillis.] 

Vpon a ddntie hill sumtime, 

Did feede a flocke of sheepe ; 
Where Coridon woulde leame to dymei 

His Utle lambes to keepe. 



Wher Roses, with the toilettes sweete. 
Did growe amonge the faryres ; 

Where muses and the nymphes did meete. 
To taike of looe's desires. 

There Choridon when oonie was ripe 
For his sweete PhilEs* sake, 

WoMe playe vpon bis ooukttey pipe 
And all his musicke 1 



Now when he had bat sounded owte 
" The begger and the Unge " ; 

The burdes wold all be floda aboate. 
To hdpe the Sheppefde singe. 

And euerie one began to frame 
To sett in tone her tfaraate ; 

TDl daintie Philomela came 
Who kild them with a note. 

For she sweete mowse, had sudi a vaine 
Within a hawthome busfae ; 

As made the seUie Shepperde swayne 
Himsdie to be at hushes 

But as thus Fhilomda satt 
Recordinge of a grownde ; 

And all the rest did murmcre att 
The sweetnes of her sownde ; 

Came Phillis sweete owte of the wood 

And in her hand a lute ; 
Who when she playde but Robin Hoode 

Strooke Philomela mute. 

And when she but began to singe 
Of shepperdes and thefr sheepe ; 

She made die litle woodes so ringe 
They wakte me fix>m my sleepe. 
Fhiis. 



16. [Heait-Pain.] 

At my harte there is a paine, 

Neuer paine so pincht my hart ; 

More then halfe with sonowe slaine 
And the paine will yitt not part. 

Oh my harte how it dothe Ueede 
Into droppes of bitter teares I 

While my Dedthfull loue dothe leede 
But on iiEmcyes only feares. 

Ah poore loue why dost thow Use? 

Thus to see thie service loste ; 
If she will no comforte giue 

Make an end, giue vp the gfaoste. 

That she may at last approue 

That shee hardly long bdeued ; 

That the hart will die for tove 
That is not in time rdeived. 
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Oh that eaer I was borne 

Service so to be reflisM ; 
Fahhfun loue to be foriorne 

Neoer kme was so abnsid. 

But sweete krae, besdUai^iile 

She that hnrte the soone may heale the ; 
Sweete I see within her smile 

More then reason can reveak thee. 

For thongfae diee bee ikfae and &ire 
Yitt is she both wise and kinde ; 

And therfore doe not dispaire 
Bat thy fiatithe may fovor finde. 

And ahhoaghe shee be a Queene 
That maie suche a make deq;>ise ; 

Yttt with sOence all vnseene 

Ron, and hide thee in her eyes. 

Wber if she wiE lett the dye 

Yttt at latest gaspe of breathe 

Say that in a ladyes eye 

Loue both tooke his lif and deatha 
Finis. 

17. [Olden Lore-making.] 
In time of yor when Shepperds dwelt 

Vpon the moontaine rockes ; 
And snnpk people neuer USLvt 

The paine of Ipuers mockes ; 
But litle birdes wowld caiy tales 

Twizte Susen and her Sweetinge ; 
And all the dainty Nightingals 

Dyd singe at loners meetinge. 
Then might yon see what lookes did pas 

Where shepperds dyd assemble ; 
And wher the life^of tnie lone was, 

When hartes could not dissemble. 

Then yea and nay was thought an oathe 

That was not to be dowted ; 
And when it came to faith ft troathe 

We were not to be flowted. 
Then did they talke of Curds ft creame, 

Of butter cheese and milke : 
There was no speach of sonny beame. 

Nor of the golden silke. 
Then for a guifte a rowe of pinnes, 

A purse, a paire of Knyves ; 
Was all the waie that k>ve begins, 

And so the shepperd wyves. 
But now we haue so mnche adoe 

And are so sore agreuM ; 
That when we goe aboute to woe 

We cannot be beleuM. 
Such choise of Jewells, Tinges ft cfaaJnes 

That maie but &uor move ; 
And suche Intollerable paines 

Ere one can hitt on love. 
That if I still Shan bide this life 

Twizt loue and deadly hate ; 

29 



I wyll goe leame the oountrey life 
or leave the louers state. 

18. Quatuor dementsu 



Finis. 



The Aire with swete my sences doe delight, 
The earthe with flowres, doth gladd my heavie eye. 
The fier with warmth revives my dying spritt. 
The water cooles that is too hott and drye : 
The aire, the earthe, the water, and the fyre. 
An doe me good ; what can I more desire? 

Oh no, the Aire infected sore I finde. 
The earthe her flowres do wither and decaye, 
The flfiie so hott, it dothe enflame the minde, 
And water wasteth wliite, and all awaie : 
The aire, the earth, fier, water, all anoie me : 
How can it be but they must nedes destroye me. 

Sweete Aire, do yett awhile thy swetnes holde, 
Earth, lett thy flowres not fell awaie in prime. 
Fire, doe not bume, my hart is not a colde, 
Water, drye vpp vntill another tyme ; 
Or Aire, or earthe, fier, water heer my prayer. 
Or plaine me one, fier, water, earthe, or Aire. 

Hark, in the Aire, what deadly tliund'rs threateth. 
See, on the earth how eueiy flower felleth. 
Oh with the fier, how euerie sinow sweateth. 
Ah, how the water, panting hart appalleth : 
The aire, the earth, fier, water, all to greiue me, 
Heavnes shewe yo^ powres, yitt sume way to reldue me. 

TUs is not Aire that eueiy creature feedeth. 
Nor this the earth, wher euery flower groweth. 
Nor this the fire that cole and baven breedeth, 
Nor this the water, that both eb^i^ and flowthe : 
These dementes are in a world endosM, 
Wher happie hart hath heavnly rest exposed. 

19. A Sonett vpon this worde in truth spoken 
by a Lady to her Servaunte. 

In truth is trust, distrust not then my truthe. 

Let vertue liue, I aske no greater love ; 
Of suche r^garde, repentance not ensuthe. 

And hope of heavne doth highest hono^ p've. 

In truthe, sume time it was a sweete concdte 
To see how loue and life dyd dwell togeth^ ; 

But now in truthe there is so muche deoeite 
That truth in deede is gone I know not whether. 

mtt Uneth truthe and hath her secrett loue, 
And loue in truthe deserves to be regarded ; 

And loves regard in reason doth approue, 
ApprooM Tnih can neu*' be discarded. 

Then trie me first, and if tliat true yow p've me. 
In truth you wronge me, if you do not love me. 

20. Againe vpon the same subiect 

Truthe shewes her selfe is aecrett of her truste, 
Wisdome her grace in boooF of her love ; 
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Vertue her life, wher lone is not vninst, 

Loue in his sweetes that dotbe no sonow p've. 

Truth bath in hate to heere a £unM tale, 
Wisdome doth frowne, when iGfollie is in place ; 
Honor is gon, where beawtie is to sale. 
And vertue dies where loue is in disgrace. 

I leave yo^ truthe to yo' desirtd tmste, 
Yor wisdome to the woonder of the wise ; 
Yor highest ioye to iudgment of the lust, 
Wher veitue lives, and honor neuer dyes ; 
And hee vouchsafes yow that all truth p'serueth 
What truth of loue, and loue of truthe deserueth. 
Finis. 

21. [Despondency.] 

Ah poore oonodte, poll downe delight, thy pleannt 
dales are done, 
The shadie vales muste be there walkes, that cannot 
see the sunne ; 
The world I not to witnes call, the heavnes my recordes 
be. 
If euer I was fidse to loue, or louer true to me. 
I knowe it now, I knowe it not, but all to late I rue it, 

I rue not that I knowe it now, but that I euer knewe it 
My care is not a fonde conceite, that bredes a fiunM 
smarte, 
Mygreives doe gripe me at the gall, and gnawe me at 
the heart ; 
My teares are not thos fidnM dropps, that fieOl from 
fiuicies eies, 
But bitter streames of strange distres, idierin dis- 
comfort lyes. 
My sighes are not those heavie haps, that shewe a sicklie 
breath. 
My passions are the p'fect signes, and verie panges of 
death. 
In some, to make a dolfuU eye, I see my deathe so nye. 
That sorrow bids me singe my last, and so my sences 
dye. 

Finis. 

32. [Melancholia.] 

Some men will laie, there is a Unde of muse, 
That helps the minde of each man to endite ; 

And some will sale (that many muses vse) 
There are but nyne, that eu"* vsde to wryte. 

Nowe of thes nyne, if I bane gotten one, 
I muse what Muse it is, I hitt vpon. 

Some poetes write, there is a oertaine hiU, 
Wher Pallas keepes, and that pamass n s hight ; 

There muses sitt forsooth, and cutt the quiU 
That being framde, doth hidden fimcyes write ; 

But all those dames do heavnly causes singe. 
And all their pennes, are of a Phceniz winge. 

But as for me, I neuer aawe the place. 
Except in sieepe I dieamd of suche a thinge ; 



I neuer vdwde dame Fallas in the fooe. 

Nor eu*' yet cold here her muses singe, 
Wheiby to frame a £Eumcy in such kinde ; 

Oh no my muse is of another mynd& 

Ffrom hellicon, no, no, from hdl she came. 
To write of woes, and miseries she hight ; 

Not Pallas bat (alas) her ladies name. 
Who neuer calls for ditties of delight ; 

Her pen is peine, and aU her matter moaae. 
And paunting hartes, she paintes her mynde vpoo. 

A harte (not harpe) is all her instrument. 

Whose weakned stringes aU out of tune she stianes ; 
And then she strikes a dumpe of discontent. 

Till eueiy stringe be pluckt a too with pains ; 
Loe then in rage, she daps it vp in case. 

That none male see her Instrumentes disgrace. 

Her musinge is (in sume) but sorrows songe. 
Where disco r des yeld a sounde of smale delight ; 

The dittie this, of life that lastes to longe. 
To see desire so crossM with despight ; 

No faithe on earth, alas I knowe no frend. 
So with a sigfae she makes a solemne end. 

Who can deligfat in suche a wofon sounde. 
Or knies to here a lay of deepe lament ? 

What note is sweete, when gieif is aU the grounde? 
Discordes can yeld but only discontent : 

The ¥rrest is wronge, that streyns edie stringe to fitfre. 
And stxyfes the stoppes that giue edie stroake a Jarre. 

Harshe is alas, the harmony, god knowes, 
When owte of Tune is almost eueiy strings ; 

The sounde not sweete that all of sonowe groves. 
And sad the muse that so is forst to singe ; 

But some do singe, that but for shame wold crye, 
So dothe my muse, and so sweare do I. 

Good nature weeps to see her sdfe abusid, 

YU fortune shewes her fory in her fiice ; 
Poore reasone pynes to see him sdfe refusde. 

And dutie dyes to see his sore disgrace ; 
Hope haoges the head, to see dispaire so neere, 

And idiat but deathe can end this heavie cheere 

Behold eadi teare, no token of a toye. 
But torment suche as teare my hart asunder ; 

Each sobbing sigfae^ a signe of suche anoye 
As how I line, beleue me till a wunder ; 

Each groane a grype, that makes me ga^K for breath, 
And eue^^ strain a bitter pange of deathe. 

Loe thus I liue, but fooking still to dye. 
And still I k)oke, but stilll see in vayne ; 

And still in vaine, alas, I lye and crye 
And still I ay but haue no ease of paine ; 

So still in paine I liue, looke, lie, and crye 
When hope will hdpe, or death will let me <fye. 

Finis. 
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23. [AspiiatiozL] 

Oh that desire cx>Ide leave to Uoe. that longe hath lookt 

to die. 
Or sadd oonoeite might hope to see an end of misenre 1 
Or that the death of my desire wold thinke of my distres. 
Or eOs some happie powre of heavne, wold send my 

sonleredres; 
But oh I crye, and so I lye, with sorrow tome a sunder. 
That how I line, the lord doth know, it is no litle 

wander ; 
For had all padenoe but the powre one passion to 

appease, 
Or cold this fiseble fiJnting harte, but find some litle 

ease. 
Or oold the smalest peece of thought, amidd my greatest 

greif. 
But ten me once but of a hope, how hait m{ght have 

releif; 
Then might I Hue, now must I die, or snche a deathe 

endure 
As is the corsy of the care that nener can haue cure. 

But yow that rede this milull verse, consider of his care, 
Who onlyknowes the cradl woes, wher oomfortes neuer 

are; 
And yow that see thes trickling teares, distilling downe 

thes eyes 
Imagme of the dying life, that living euer dyes ; 
And yow that here thes sobbing sighes that fipom this 

hart ascend, 
Diuine vpon the pangs of death, wher passbns neuer 

end; 
But if no reason can conceiue the mine of my thought, 
Nor deepest wisdome will disceme what hath my sorrow 

wrought. 
Nor pittie can p'cure a meane to mittigate my paine, 
But sorrow still must soke the hait, and venime euery 

value. 
If nether hope, nor happe, nor heavne, nor fortune, 

late, nor friend, 
"ViXSi once releive, release, cntt of, nor cause one sorrow 

end: 
What then can rest for me, poore wretch, but thus to 

l3re and crye, 
In heavene, hi heavne must be my life, for in the world 

I dye. 

Finis. 

[34. Dead Hopes.] 

Yf heavne and earthe were bothe not fullie bente 

To plange a wretch with an InfemaD payne ; 
To robbe the harte of all his hie oontente 

And leave a wounde that sholde not heale againe. 
Yf cmell fortune did not sedce to kill 

The carfull spiritt of my kinde affecte ; 
And care did not so cracifie me still 

That loue had lefte no hope of his effecte. 
Yf she whom most my hart hath ouerlovde 

Were not vnldnd in care of my distres ; 



And she by whom my greif might be removde 

Did not hokl backe the meane of my redres ; 
If an these thoughtes and manie thousande moe 

To longe to teD. to deadtte to endure ; 
Did not consume my hart hi sonowe soe. 

That care hath kite no hope of any cure ; 
Then might I yet amidd my greatest greif 

Perswade my padenoe with some heavnly powre. 
That when I most despaire of my rdetf 

My bopeles harte might find some happie howre ; 
But since that Fortune so doth frowne vpon me 

That care hath thus of oomfortes all berefte me ; 
Thinke it not straunge to see me woe begone me. 

When no good hope of no good happ is left me ; 
And since I see all kindnes so vnkinde. 

And fi«indship growne to suche contrary thought ; 
And sudie a thought the torment of the minde, 

That care and sorrow hath coosumde to nought ; 
I will resdue (thoughe padenoe he p'force) 

To sitt me downe and thus in secrett crsre ; 
Dead is my harte, oh earth reodue my corse, 

Heavne be my lif for in the worlde I dye. 

Finis. 



25. [Sweete Penelope.] 

When Authors wryte, god knowes what thinge is trae ; 

Old Homer wrot of fine Vlysses witt, 
And Ovid wrote of Venus heavnly hue. 

And Ariosto of Oriantos fitt. 
One wrote his pleasure of Caliope : 

I am to write of swete Pendope. 

And where ech one did shewe a secret vaine 
And whether that Vlysses were or not ; 

And thoughe that Ovid did but only &ine. 
And Ariosto sett downe manie a blott. 

And some wrote lewdly of Caliope : 

I write but troth of sweete Pendope. 

And if I had Vlysses skilfuU skonoe. 

With Homers penne, and Ovids heavnly vaine : 
I wold sett downe a wounder for the nonce. 

To sett them all a new to wurke againe ; 
And he that wrote of his Caliope 

Shold hushe to heere of this Pendope. 

As true as shee that was Vlisses wif. 

As fiaire as she whom some a goddesse faine ; 
A saincte of shape and of more vertuous life, 

Then she for whom Orlandos knight was slaine ; 
In euerie thinge aboue Caliope, 

There is none suche as swete Penelope. 

And for this time goe looke the world that wyll 
For constant Caire, for vertue and good grace ; 

For euery parte in whom no parte is ill, 

For perfecte shape and for a heavnly face ; 

Angelica. Venus, Caliope 

Are all but blowes vnto Pendope. 
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[26. Beauty.] 

All my senoes stand amazM, 
While mine eies to longe haue gacM 
On a £uxe and heavnlie creature, 
Half an angell for her feature ; 
LitUe Cupids onely darlinge, 
All to good for suche a wailinge : 
What although a god he bee, 
Loue is blind and cannot see. 

Blind I alas it is no wounder, 
Beawtie breakes the sight asundo* : 
Neuer hart that once dyd eye her. 
But was fearfull to come nye her ; 
Only Loue a heavnly powre, 
Thought to trie a happie bowre ; 
Lookt so longe and starde so sore. 
That at laste he sawe no more. 

But is beawtie so vnkind then 

With her shining beames to blind men ? 

Are their eyesightes all depriuid 

That haue Beawties eies arrivM ? 

If it be so, god preserve her, 

Loue himselfe is gladd to senie her 1 

And lett simple men beware 

Howe they doe on beawtye stare. 

I of late but as it chauno^d 
Stoode but wheras beawtie glaunoM ; 
As mine eies aside I tumM, 
Oh with what a flame they bumM I 
Lett not loue therfore be blamid 
That with beawtie is enflantid ; 
Looke who list [and] loue who dare, 
Blinde that doe on beawtie stare. 

27. [Love-Rapture.] 

All my witte hath will enwnippkL 
All my sence desire entrappM, 
All my faith to fancy fixM, 
All my joye to loue annezM, 
All my loue I offer thee. 
Once for all yett looke one me. 

Let me see that heavnely feature 
Oh heavnes, what a heavnelie creature 1 
All the powres of heavne preserue thee, 
All the po¥Tes on earthe do serue thee, 
Princesse' will, [and] goddesse' place, 
BlessM be that Angells fiace. 

Looke oh Angell, looke vpon me, 
See howe I am woe begone me 1 
Of both witt and sence depriuM, 
But of thee to be revived ; 
Thow that art the shepperdes story 
In thy pittie shewe thy eye ; 
I can sale no more but this 
In thie loue my livinge is. 



Finis. 



28. pliove almost Slaine.] 

Vnn it neuer better be ? 
Do the heavnelie lates agree 
There shall be no helpe for me ? 
Nor these eyes shall eoer see 
FWte of my desbM tree? 

No, thoughe fortune haue forswome me 
And fiaire beawtie so do soome me. 
That suche hatefoU thoughtes are borne 
As with cmdl cares haue tome me ; 
Yett hath loue not quite forlome me. 

Love ? how (loi^) «& I deceyofcd? 
Kindnes aU amisse concehiM, 
Where no oomfbrt is reodoM 
But to plainlie is perceiuM 
Vmi of Witt and reason reavM. 
But what doth this humor move? 
Reason hathe no rule of loue ; 
Hee doth line in heavne aboue. 
Where he wuriies for their behouve. 
That with sorow pleasure proue. 

Pleasure aU to full of paine, 
Swete yet be that heavnly value, 
Wherin doth that hope remaine. 
That when love was almost slaine 
Made him whole at harte againe, 

39. [PhiUis in Sorrow.] 

PlAWse awhile my prittie muse. 
Let me test for I am werie ; 
All the musicke thou canst vse 
Cannot make thy master merry ; 
For what hart can hold vp head 
When the joye of Uf is dead ? 

See how Phillis fiure and bright, 
Beawties pride and Vectues pleasure ; 
Halfe depriuM of her light 
Sittes and sorrows out of measure ; 
And when she is woe begon. 
Well a waie poore Choridon I 
Bid my PhUlis once but cease 
£uer mourning, neuer endinge ; 
Reason shall my greife release. 
Which ells, hopes of no amendinge ; 
For while shee doth baoge the head 
Coridon can be but dead. 

And therfore let this suffise : 
But in vame thou doest devise: 
While thow seest my PhiBis sadd 
How my oomfort maie be hadd ; 
For but in her ioye or greif 
Lives my death or my relief; 
In her sorow is my hell, 
Bidd her laughe and I am welL 
Finis. 
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30. [Fascination.] 
Lodke not to loiige vpon thes lookes. that blindes the 



And if you speake, speake not to muche, lest speaking 

onoe thou speak no more ; 
Thinke not. but what it is to thinke, to reach beyond 

the reach of thought, 
And if jow doe do what yon can when yow haue done 

yow can do nought ; 
But if yow see against yo* will, looke but awaie and be 

notslaine, 
And if a word goe vnawares. with care it may be calde 



And for a thought, it is no hurte, eanept it growe vnto 



But end that hath bene done, is onlie conquest for a 

kixige; 
But since m the» O siDie wretch, both sight, and speche, 

and thought, and deede, 
By reason of a wronge conoeyte, do but thine owne 

confusion breede ; 
Sfautt vp thine eies, scale vp thie tongue, locke yp thy 

thouglites, lay down thy head, 
And let thy mistres see by this how loue hath stroke her 

servant dead; 
And that but in her heavnlie eye, her word, her thought 

and only win 
Doth rest the deede to kill the quite or ells [to salve 

and] core this ill. 

31. [OfSir Philip Sidney.] 

Perfeooony pecrles vertue without i^de. 
Honor and learning linckt with highest loue ; 
For of the thought is tiewe discreoon tryde. 
Lone of the lif that highest honors prove ; 
In AngeDs annes with heavndy hands imbraced. 
Paradise pleasde, and all the world di^iaced. 
Seeke all the world, oh seeke and neuer find 
In earthly mowld the mownte of such a minde ; 
Diuinest guiftes that god on man bestoweth, 
No glory suche as of suche glory groweth ; 
End of the joyes that hath all greife begone 
mu lett me weepe n^en all the world hathe done. 

3a. ['Perfection' dead: Sidney.] 
Pouie downe poore eyes the teares of true distfes, 
Heare but oh heavncs, the honor of my ciye ; 



ludge of the care that can haue no redres, 
Let mee not liue to see my louer dye ; 
In SoiTowes rules, like sorrow neuer redd, 
Phillip, sweete knight, swete Philip Sydney dead. 

Paine more then Arte or Nature can oppres 
Hell to the world to loose a heavnly fiende ; 
loy is become but sorrow and distres, 
Lif with my loue, let death and dolor end ; 
In bitter teares hath harte of honor bledd. 
Past hope of healpe, to see perfeooon dead. 

Finis. 

33. [Choridcm unhappy.] 

Chofidon vnhappie swaine. 
Whether doste thou driue thy flocke ? 
Litle foode is on the phune, 
FuH of daunger is the rocke ; 
WoUes and beares do kepe the woode 
Forrestes full of furres and brakes, 
Meadowes subiect to the fiudds, 
Moores are fiill of myiy lakes ; 
Then if in nor wood nor hill 
Pasture nor yet meadow ground, 
To content a shepperde wyll. 
Can a feeding place be founde, 
What alas is to be sayde 
Suche a sellie flocke to cherrish? 
But the shepperde is dismayde 
To bdiold his cattle perishe ; 
Yett my flocke before yow dye 
Tell my dainty shepperdesse 
In what case the man doth lye 
That she lefte so comfortles? 
And that in her only £Eice 
Doth remaine that heavnly foode 
Which is all our hope of grace 
To dispatche or doe vs good : 
Wher, if you do find preserud 
AH your gearing fresh and grene ; 
Say that PhOlis hath deservd 
To be cald the shepperdes queene. 
So adewe my sillie flocke 
This is all in diarge I leane yow, 
Kepe the path, and shune the rock 
Lest the Country do reodue yow. 
Finis. 
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From the Tanner MSS., Bodleian^ Oxford. 



1. Mr. Britton ist Junii 1616. 

Mr. Brittons verses. 

twoe to one is odds : twoe with one makes oddesr-twoe 

from one bieakes oddes. 
and a alone is no oddes : paavo pagtiato in mesxo. 

2. [Time present, going, gone.] 

Tempus adest, et tempus abest, fiigit Amnus, et amnis, 
Flumine, vel dtius fiilmine, tempus abest : 
Tempus adest, hodie Referatur Janua vitse : 
Cr&s, tibi dandetur Janua, tempus abest : 
Tempus adest, hodie, tibi magna est copia curse ; 
Cr&s tibi toUetur copia, tempus abest : 
Tempus adest, hodie Radios dimittit AppoUo : 
Cri^ Stat adumbiato lumine, tempus abest : 
Tempus adest, quidnam fuimus nisi fumus et Tmbra : 
Quid nisi de terra, teirea? tempus abest : 
Tempus adest, vixi, quid tiun? non vivo, valebam : 
Non valeo, fueram, non ero, tempus abest. 
Tanner 169, folio 147. 

Verse-Translation: by the Reverend 
Richard \^ton, M.A., Londesborough Rec- 
tory, Market-Weighton, author of * Wood- 
Notes and Church-Bells.' 

Time comes and goes : stream-like the year glides on ; 
More swift than stream, or lightning. Time is gone. 
Time comes, to-day Life's gate is open thrown ; 
To-morrow 'twill be closed, and Time is flown. 
Time comes, and brings great loads of care to-day ; 
To-morrow sets thee free. Time flies away. 
Time comes, to-day bright shines the cheerful sun ; 
To-morrow douds obscure him. Time is done. 
Time comes— a shadow passed, a vapour shone. 
Earth-bom we are and earthy— Thne is gone. 
Time comes— I lived, what then ? I now am dead ; 
I had been,— I shall not be— Time is fled. 

3. I and U. 1617, Oct 17. 

A placed alone is but an idle worde. 
E paroe E. speUs nothinge but it selfe ; 
I yet alone, male lovely thoughtes afoorde : 



but O, alas, dothe plale the fiowarde elfe : 
to prove the Reason of this Riddle true : 
not A, nor E, nor O, but I and yow. 

4. My Wtche. 

Y* eies bewitchte my wit, t wit bewitchte my win. 
Thus w^ y^'' eies and wit you doe bewitche me still 
And yet you are no witdie, whose spirit is not evifl. 
And yet you are a witches and yet you are no deviU. 
Oh witchinge eies, and wit, where wit and eies maie Reade, 
A witche, and not a witche, and yet a witche indeede. 

Theis xa verses [sljnes] weare made 

and geaven me. by M** Nic Bietton 

anno et die siqiradicds. 

5. A passionate Sofiett made by the 

EJnge of Scots uppon difficulties 

ariseing to crosse his proceedinge 

in love & marriage with his moste 
worthie to be esteemed Queene. 

In sunny beames the skye dothe shewe her sweete 

And with her flowers the eartkt perfumes the aire 

Amid the mountaynes doe the muses meete 

And in ^<tfcmntaynes make the fowle their fiure 

But all my sityt with cares is overclouded 

And weedes for flowers my blasted ^Bf^tfw bringes 

In mazes are my muses ever shrowded 

And to my fountaynes sorrowes are the Springes 

Woe to the darice where Love did loose his sednge 

Bare be the earihe that bringes me nought bat weedes 

Madd be the must where mazes have their befaige 

Curste be the Sea that <rfmy sonrowe feedes 

But shine snnne, growe flowcn, singe muse, and spriage 

£aire founUynes, 
Or be no more Sea, Skye, Earthe, mnse, nor moun- 
taynes. 

Geaven me by M'- Britton who bad 

beene (as he sayde) in Scotland ^^ 

the Kinges Maiesty, but I rather 

thinke they weare made by 

him in the person of the 

Kinge. 
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I. From ' The Scvller, Rawing from Tiber to Thames with his 
Boat ladeni &c., 1612, by John Taylor the Water Poet. 



w 



In laudem Authorts. 

rit. Reason, Gnuse, Religion, Nature, Zeale, 
Wrought all together in thy worldng braine 
And to thy worke did set this oertaine seale ; 
Pure is the colonr that will take no staine: 
What need I praise? the worke it selfe doth praise : 
In words, in worth, in forme and matter to. 
A woild of wits are working many wayes. 
Bat few hane done, what thou dost truly doe : 
Was neoer Tailor shapt so fit a Coat, 
Vnto the Corps of any earthly creature. 
As tfaoa hast made for that foole Romish Goat. 



In true description of his diueOish i 

Besides such matter of judicious wit. 

With quaint conceits so fitting euery fimde ; 

As well may proue, who scomes and spights at it 

Shall either shew their foUy or their franxie. 

Then let the Popes Buls roare. Bell, Booke & Candle 

In all the Diuels circuit sound thy corse : 

Whilst thou with truth dost euerie tryall handle: 

God blesse thy worke, and thou art ne're the worse. 

And while hels friends their hateful fo do proue thee. 

The Saints on earth, & God in heauen will loue thee. 

Thy louing friend Nicholas Breton. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



PA6BX3, cot 1, 1. 9, '^aJv'sbeoe— arusticgame. It 
is alluded to hf Shakespeare :— 

" Tarti more like to ran 

The oooBtry buc^ than to commit luch alanghter." 

{Cymbtlmt v. 3.) 

So too in Spenser (F. Q., Book V. c. vui. st. 5) :— 

" So lan they an M they had been at bace. 
They being chaaM that did others chace." 

SimOaily in nearly aU contemporary poets. 1. z (from 
bottom), ' Sfimurs* ss spiders : coL 3, 1. 8, *aigaM€' » 
sporting term ; see Glossarial Index, s,v. : last line, 
So Scotio^ stilL 



P. Z4, coL X, L aa, 'here' = hear : L 33, *sokde*— 
miswritten ' sobde :' L a8, ' whereas ' = whereat or 
where : ooL 9, IL 67 : evidently a leaf of the ms. is 
deficient here, and these two lines the dose of a stanxa : 
L 98, '^niMf'— miswritten 'gaoes.' 

P. 15, col. z. L zo, *iuse* » lose. 

P. z6, col. z. L z, ' springe ' — ^miswritten ' springes : ' 
L 6, *lambes,' etc., cf. p. Z3, ooL z : L 9, ' rundeUy* = 
roundelay: L za, '^ecoms' soome: ooL a> 1. 6 (from 
bottom), *iridi* s proved. 



P. xy, ooL z, 1. 3, • whereas' = whereat or where : cf. 
p. Z4, ooL z, L 98 : L 4 (from bottom), ^sweeHmge'— 
affectionate dimhiutive of * sweet one;' coL 9, 1. 19, 
• warlinge *— a term of endearment, much as • warlock ' 
(wisard) is lovingly applied to a bright child. 

P. 18, ooL z, L 4 (from bottom), ' deintie* = dainty : 
ooL 9, L zo, ' The b^ger and the kinge'—evidently re- 
frain of a song or ballad : 1. zy, ' mowse * = term of 
endearment = little alert one: L 29, *groufnde' ^sa, 
musical term. This is a humble celebration of the con- 
test so grandly and wonderfully translated by Crashaw 
from Strada and by Joh'n Ford and others. See Fuller 
Worthies' Library edn. of Crashaw (9 vols.). 

P. 19, ooL z, L X4, ' mahe.' Cf. p. Z3, ooL 9. last line, 
sti^a. In the MS. here it is miswritten 'snake :' col. 
9, L 30, ' davem ' = bavin, a torch. 

P. 9o, coL 9, L 7, ' alas ' = alass (pun) : l 14, 'a tw' 
= in too : L 4Z, ' tcye ' = trifle. 

P. 9Z, col. z, 1. Z9, 'corty' = corrosive: L 5 (from 
bottom), 'affiuie* = afiicction: coL 9, L 98, *Orlantos' 
= Orlando Furioso : 1. 30. * swete Penelope.* -^Q^try— the 
radiant Penelope, Lady Rich ? See our Memorial-Intro- 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS, 



duction: L 37, * skamct* ^ ^kxSi, head: L 39, *Jor'— 
miswritten 'the' {bis)-, last line *bl€wes,* i.t. as fly- 
blows. 

P. 22, col I, L 7. *vMrlingt.' Ct p. 17, col. 2, L 19, 
jfrr/ra : 1. 21, *arr$ued' sarrivedat 

P. 23, coL I, L 12, '/!evA<*— miswritten 'looke :' L 24. 
' moumtt ' =: mould : 1. 29, No. 31. This reads like a 
fragment, and is in same metre and rhyme as Amoris 
Lacrimae. Perhaps it was a rejected bit or a bit of a 
rejected attempt. 

P. 24. From the Tanner mss.— Forthe biographical 
importance of the dates, etc., herein, see our Memorial- 



Introduction ; also the same on the " Passionate SoAetL" 
Throughout I adhere HteroHm to the MS., sate that in 
the 2d poem, L i, the obvious lapsus pemum of 'annis' 
for ' amnis ' is corrected. On the right and left margin 
respectively of " A passionate Sofiett " in another ink is 
written 'the' over-against 'Kinge' and 'James.' Then 
under the closing inscription ' Parnassus Helicon,' and 
below ' Lett all thinges be turned Topsey Tnniey.' 

P. 25. Vbrsbs to John Taylor, etc— Haslitt (j;«.) 
sutes that Breton has lines to Taylor prefixed to ** Great 
Britaine all in Bladce" (1612) ; but neither in the copy 
he cites (Bliss's in British Museum), nor in the foHo 
Works, are there such. The present taken from the 
folio (1630, p. 498). ~<y. 
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Amoris Lachrimae 

FOR 

SIR PHILIP SIDNEY 

1586. 



59 
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NOTE. 



It is to be regretted that no copy of 'Britton's Bowre of Delights' (1591) is in 
the British Museum or the Bodleian, or in any of our public Libraries, or available 
elsewhere. But it is satisfactory that I am able to reproduce ' Amoris Lachrim^e ' 
from that Manuscript in possession of F. W. Cosens, Esq., London, from which I 
drew our ' Daffodills and Primroses ' (Part IL). Breton, while disavowing in his 

* Pilgrimage to Paradise' 'Britton's Bowre of Delights,' acknowledged the 

* Amoris Lachrimse ' and some few others ; which few others may safely be con- 
cluded to be of those reproduced by us from the same MS. In the Bodleian 
Rawlinson MS., Poet 85, folio 23, it is assigned to Breton ; and hence in our ' Dr. 
Farmer Chetham MS.,' prepared for the Chetham* Society (2 vols 4to, 1873X the 
non-Dyer authorship was assumed, as earlier in our collection of Sir Edward Dyer's 
Writings in Fuller Worthies' Miscellanies — on the ground that the Rawlinson MS. 
(as supra) while the great authority for Dyer's productions, and its Writer dis- 
posed to add to rather than diminish them, nevertheless expres^y assigns the 
' Amoris ' to Breton. I was not aware at the time that this Dr. Farmer MS. so- 
called 'Epitaph,' was identical with 'Amoris Lachrimse.' Sooth to say I should 
with equal willingness have relieved Breton of it, albeit since it is his undoubted 
Lament, it claims a place among his Works. Moreover poor and bodiless certainly, 
there are yet a few touches of personal feeling. The poem was also included by 
Bishop Butler in his ' Sidneiana' (pp. 41-53) anonymously. 

The Dr. Farmer and other MSS. offer a few various readings ; but scarcely 
demanding record. On the whole the Cosens MS. gives a siq)erior text ; in fact 
shows the writer of the Dr. Farmer MS. especially, to have misread and dislocated 
his original — to my misleading in the printing of it. The two closing stanzas are 
added from the Dr. Farmer MS. : 11. 343-48 and others, are not found in it — G. 
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AMORIS LACHRIMiE: 



FOR THE DEATH OF SIR PHILIP SIDNEY. 



EMONOB the woes of those viihapple wigfates 
That faaue sett downe the sonowes of their 
tune; 
Whos lyves tat lefte devoide of all delightes 

And passe in greif the pleasure of theh* prime ; 
Lett me disooone the secrett of my care 
More then conceite or sorrow can declare. 

Smnme kx)se thdr wdthe, it is a sleader kMse, 
My lif hath lost the treasure of mjr tmst ; 

Somme loose their hdth, (alas) a common crosse* 
My life's delight is bailed in the duste; lo 

Somme loose their frendes, it is not one man's woe, 

I lost a ftende, such one there are no moe. 

Somme loose tfaeb kme, a sorrow nere the harte. 
In kinde afifect the onlie crosse of crosses ; 

Summe loose their lives, where sorowes neaer parte, 
Somme loose themselves in thinldng of their losses ; 

More then myself is such a frende berefte me 

As wdth, nor health, nor loue, nor lif hath lefte me. 

And shall I teU what kmde of man hee was 
Whom tints I lovde, and neoer creature haled? do 

Imagine fiiste it doth my reason passe 
To write of him whom highest powre created 

For eoery parte that vertne had desired ; 

loye of the heavnes and of the world admired. 

Yitt as my hart for grefe and sorrow can 
I win describe the substance of his stale ; 

In diilrtislie yeeres he was estemde a man 
And halfe a man, more halfe a magistrate ; 

And whom the Aites and Moses so attended 

As all in all by all he was commended. 30 

Whos wisdome was not spent in wanton toycs 
And thoogfae no wanton, yett not voyd of win ; 

Of worldly jestes hee neoer made his joyes 
Although somtime hee had a tast of itt ; 

For lett the best that ttoes do what he can 

In somme thinges yitt he shewes he was a man. 



Bot if on earth there were a man divine 
For Natore's goiftes and Vcrtoe's secrette grace ; 

Then gioe me leave to saie this love of nunc 
Was heere to good to haoe a dwellinge place ; 40 

Bot fines in heavne in some hye angdl's office 

Wher Qod Himself doth vse him in His service. 

To saie yitt more what hi efiiect he was. 
Let this soifioe hi smnme, he was a man 

Whose heavnly wisdome found the way to passe 
More then the powre of witt or reason can ; 

In whose attemptes the world thus well dyd know him, 

Nothing but death cold euer ooerthrow him. 

Comely of shape, and of a manly Haoe, 

Nobte in birthe, and of a princelie mind ; 50 

Kinde hi aflfiecte, and of a courtly grace, 

Curteous to all, and carfull of the kind ; 
Valnre and vertue, learning, beauty, love. 
These were the partes that dyd his honor prove. 

Whos fun perfecoon thus hath wisdome peisM, 
His wordes were euer substance and his deedes divine ; 

Reason the ground whereon his hope was rsisM, 
Labor his life, and kaming was his lyne ; 

Truth was his love, and tiyaU his intente, 

Care his conceite, and honor his contente. 60 

Hee spake no word but carede fiill his weight, 
Hee nothing did that euer tooke disgrace ; 

Hee had no minde to muse vpon deoeite, 
Hee builte in heavne, his only byding place ; 

Hee loude the Cburche, wher saintes do bofld the steple. 

And sought the world where angeUs are the people. 

Hee travaild fiurre, when hee was neerest home 
Where was no earthe, hee oolde bdiolde a knd ; 

Hee sawe a house, without or lyme or lome, 

And saild the seas wher ther was neuer sande ; 70 

Hee sounded depches without or lyne or leade. 

And found out lif where other men were dead. 
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A MORIS LACHRIMjE: 



Hee fearde no foe, nor euer sought a frende, 
Hee knew no want, and made no care of welthe ; 

Hee nought begon but had a care to ende 
And neuer lovde the honor had in stelthe ; 

By fyer and sworde he wonne his worthy fame, 

That hathe advaunode the honor of his name. 

In all the skye hee honourde but a starre, 

That was the coarse of aU his kind affecon ; 80 

Whos flame was neere althoughe the fyer aiEure 

Gaue him the light of [his true] loue's direchon ; 
Hee was so kinde and constant where lie lovde, 
As once resolvde he colde not be removde. 

His hand was free to heipe the needie harte. 
His harte was ftancke to fill the empty hande ; 

His most desire was to reward desarte. 
And hold vp state wher honor oolde not stand ; 

His onely joye was honor of the fdlde. 

To conquer men and make the captaine yelde. 90 

Muche was his care and of his country moate, 
LiUe his wantes and in himselCe the leaste ; 

All for his freind did seme but litle cost 
Yitt to himselfe a litle was a feaste ; 

Highe was their happ that might be but aboute him, 

Death is their life that mome to be without him. 

Now judge the life in leaving suche a joye 
The deathe, in losse of suche a dainty frende ; 

What may remove the roote of his annoye 
Or how this grdf may euer haue an ende ? 100 

And if it be a care incurable, 

Thinke of the death where it is durable. 

To liue in death is but a dying life. 

To die in life is but a ly vinge deathe ; 
Betwixte these two is suche a deadly strife 

As makes me drawe this melancholicke breath ,- 
Wherein conceite doth liue so discontented. 
As neuer harte was euer so tormented. 

A torment only made but by the mind, 

A minde orddnde but only to distresse ; no 

And suche distres as can no comfort find 

But leaves the harte to dy remidyles ; 
And suche a deathe as liueth to beholde 
Ten thowsande tormentes more then can be tolde. 

Yitt thoughe my pen can neuer halfe expresse 
The hideous tormentes of my heavy harte ; 

Lett me set downe summe truthe of my distresse 
That some poore soule may heIpe to beare a parte ; 

That in extremes when wee are woe begon 

The world male weepe to sitt and looke vpon. lao 

Nature and Arte are gott about his grave, 
And there sitt waylinge of eche other's losse ; 

Hard by the tombe sitts Sorrow in her cave, 
Cutting her hart to think of honor's crosse ; 

And Wisdome weepinge wringing of her handes 

To shew the world in what a case it standes. 



In this darke hold of death and heavines 
Sitts wofull Beawtie with her blubberd eyes ; 

By her sitts Loue with care aU oomfortles. 
Recording of his mother's miseryes ; 130 

Emonge the reste that waile the losse of freendes 

Sitts Pacienoe picking of her finger endes. 

From Pittie's face do foil the iricklinge teares 
Of tormentes suche as teare the hart of loue ; 

The Muses sitt and rende their shrivled heares. 
To see the plume that loue and beawtie proue ; 

Emonge them all howe I am tome asunder. 

And yitt do liue : confesse it is a wounder. 

I liue, I Hue I alas, I liue in deede. 

But suche a life was neuer suche a deathe ; 140 

While fainting hart is but constiainde to feede 

Vpon the care of a consuming breathe ; 
Oh my sweete Muse, that knowst how I am vexed 
Paincte but one passion, how I am perplexed. 

I call for death but yitt she will not heere me, 
1 reede my deathe, and rue my destinae ; 

I see my death, but hee will not come nere me, 
I fede my deathe and yitt I cannot dye. 

But where noe death will kill nor grefe be cured, 

Thinke what a death of deathes I haue endured. 150 

Yitt whfie I lyve in all this misery, 
Lett me goe quarrell with this cruell fote ; 

Wher death sholde do so great an iniuxy 
Vnto the staye of sudie a happie state ; 

At lyving thinges to make his levdl soe. 

To kill a phceniz where there were no moe. 

Oh cruell Death, what lead thy hand awiye 
To take the best and leave the wurste behind ? 

To youthe thou art vntimdy destinie, 
Thou mightest haue bene a comfort to the bliod ; 160 

And ende the aged of thdr weary tyme. 

And not a youth in pride of all his prime. 

Thou moughtst haue shott at suche a wretched kmght 

As had past ouer all his pleasant yens ; 
And kild the hart that is oonsumde to nought 

With bdng tangled in these worldly breres ; 
But Beawtie's kme and Honor's harte to bleed 
Fie on the[e] Death, it is to[o] foule a deed. 

But well the world will curse the[e] to thy face, 
Beawtie and Loue will to thy teethe defie thee ; 170 

Honor and Leaminge drive thee in disgrace, 
Wher no good thought shall euer once come nigh thee ; 

And soe my sdfe to shewe that woe b^on thee. 

Will praye to God all plagues male light vpon ye. 

For I haue loste the honor of my love, 
My loue hath loste the honor of my lifo ; 

My life and loue do suche a passion prove, 
As in the world was neuer such a strife ; 

Where secrett death and sorrow are contented 

To [wail in] terror of a harte tormented. 
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Thou camst to[o] soone, but now thou cumst to[o] late, 
Thy foroe to[o] great but now it is to[o] small ; 

Halfe had in loue but wholj now in hate, 
Desirde of snmme but cursed now of all ; 

Oft I oonfes that I hane quaked before thee, 

But doe thy wurst Death now, I care not for thee. 

But dost thow thinke thou canst thy sdfe excuse 
To Sinn (alas) thou hast but done thy office ; 

Vnbappie hande. whom so the heavnes do vae 
On suche a sainte to execute thy service ; 190 

But since it was the will of God to doe itt. 

His win be done. I can but yeld vnto it. 

Yett for the care that Vertne hath conoduM 
For losse of him that was her deerest love ; 

And for the death that Honor hath reoeiuM 
Where paci e n oe dotbe the deadly passion prove ; 

I can not chuse althougfae my hart wold hide itt. 

But shew my greif, so great I cannot hide it. 

Oh that I had but so divine a head 

As Golde bewray the sorrows of my brest I aoo 

Or from the grave to raise againe the dead 

And not offend my God in my request ; 
Or by a prayre I might the grace obtaine 
To see the foce of my desire againe. 

But all is value, my wishes not availe, 
My wordes axe winde and cary no effiecte ; 

And with the grdf I feele my senoes faile. 
That fortune thus sholde crosse me in effecte, 

As by the losse of our sweete heavnely frend, 

My hart shold dye and yitt not dolor end. aio 

Ende ? No God wott, there is no end of grdf 
Where sad conodte will neuer out of minde ; 

And bootdes hope to harpe vpon rdeif 
Where care maie seeke but neuer comfort find ; 

For in the world I had no joy but one, 

And all but death now see is dead and gone. 

Gone is my ioy, alas, and well awaye, 
What shall I doe now all my loue is gone ? 

All my deUght is falne into decaye, 
Onlie but heavne I haue to hope vpon : sao 

Oh heavnly powres take pitte of my crye, 

Lett me not liue and see my louer dy. 

Oh my loue I ah, my loue I all my loue gone 
Out alas sdlie wretch, wd-a-day, woe is me ! 

Of a frdnd euer frdnde, suche a frdnd none 
In the world, throughe the world, may the world see ; 

HoUy saintes, higher powres, heavnes looke vpon me 

Pitty me, comfort me, thus woe begon roe. 

My heavnly loue heavne lovde as wdl as I, 
Heavne was his care and heavne was his content; 330 

In heavne he liues, in heavne he cannot dye. 
From heavne he came and to the heavnes he wente ; 

Oh heavnly loue, heavne will I looke for never, 

TiU in the heavnes I maie behold tbe[e] euer. 



But what? methinkes I see a soddne chaunge 
The worlde doth seme to alter Nature muche ; 

The sute of thinges is to my reason straunge 
And sorrowea such as ther was neuer suche : 

Suche lacke of kiue, such mouminge for a frend 

Suche worlde of woes as if the world shuld end. 340 

Methinkes I see the Queene of kind affiecte, 
Sighing and sobbing with such inward grdf 

As hee that cold consider the effecte 
Might see a harte lye dead without rddf ; 

And in conodte so oneroome with care, 

As kiUes my harte to see her hevy fan. 

Methinkes I see a sight of armM horse, 
Ledd in by boyes as if the men were dead ; 

Methinkes I heere men murmur of a corse. 
And gallant youthes goe hanging of y head ; 250 

Methinkes I heere a thunder in the aire 

Bids fiurewdl hope, and looke vpon despaire. 

Methinkes I herd the trumpett, drumm and fife. 

Sound an amort as if the worlde were done ; 
Methinkes I see the end of bappie life, 

Or second ioy since latter age begone ; 
Methinkes I heere the horror of the cry 
As if the day were cumme y* aU shold dye. 

Oh what I heer, oh what I feele and see, 959 

Hold, harke, hdpe, heavnes, how can I longer Uue ? 

But in the heavnes there is no hdpe for me. 
Not aU the world can anie comfort giue ; 

When death doth of my deerest loue depriue [me] 

What can remain in comfort to revhre me ? 

Yitt for the world shaU witnes what thou art 
Which in the world didst leave no like behinde ; 

I win sett downe though shorte of thy desarte 
The happy honor of thy heavnely minde ; 

And on this tombe I wiU w^ teares engrave, 

The death of lif that for thy lacke I haue. 370 

Looke on the hills, how aU the shepperdes sitt 
Heavie to thinke vpon their honest frend ; 

How Phillis sitts, as one besides hir witt 
To see the sorrow of her shepperde's end ; 

Harke how the lambes goe blayning vp and downe, 

To see thdr shepperde caried to the tOMme. 

Looke how the flocke begins to leave there feedinge 1 
Wlule crueU beastes breake in among the sheepe ; 

See how the hart of loue doth lye a-bleeding. 
[That] Mars was slaine while Venus was a-sleep ; a8o 

See how the earth is bare in euery place 

To see thai Death hath [done] the world disgrace. 

And Coridon, poore sillle wretched swaine. 

Doth make suche moane as if he wolde go mad ; 
All in despaire to see good dales againe. 

To loose the ioy that on the earth he had ; 
Who since the tyme he harde but of his wound, 
Lyvde like a ghost that goes vpon y« ground. 
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And so forlome abondonde all content 

Kepes in the caves where comfort is mknoume ; 990 
Borne but to lyoe and only to lament 

The doUiill life that by his death hath grawne ; 
Who in his life wold lett him know no care, 
But by his death aU grdfes that ener axe 

Pan In a rage, hath broken all his pipes 

Pallas, alas, sitts poring on a booke ; 
Her weepmg eyes, see how Diana wypes. 

And poore Appollo castes a pittoos looke ; 
The Nymphes cumme in with such a wofoll cvyinga 
As if that Love or Venus laye ardyiqge. 300 

The nightingale is stopped in her throate 
[And] shriching owles do make a fearfiill noyse ; 

The dolfiiU ravenes do singe a deadly note, 
And litle wrennes the end of eagles tiyes ; 

The phoenix drowpes and falcons beat theff winges, 

To heer how swannes of death and sorrow siofl^ea. 

The trees are blasted and the leaves do wither 
The daintye greene is tumM to darke graye ; 

The gallant vines are shruncke and gone together. 
And all the flowres do &de and fall awaie ; 3x0 

The springes are dride and all y* fishe scales beaten. 

And all good fruite the earth itself hath eaten. 

Oh what a woe it is to see the woes 
Where nought but woe is lefte to looke vpon ; 

A greif to[o] great for reason to disclose 
And in effectes a death to studdy on ; 

Wher man and beaste, birdes, fishes, flowres, trees. 

Do halfe the hope of all theire comforte leese. 

When on the earth was euer such a night ? 

Hardly the world can such a sorrow haue ; 320 

Neuer did death more cease vpon delight 

Then when this knight was caryed to his grave ; 
Which when I sawe so neere my hart I sett 
As while I Hue I neuer can forgetu 
First cummes the brother all in mourning blacke. 

Morning indeede in bodie and in minde ; 
Foldinge the armes as if his hart wold ciacke, 

Feling the death that Loue and Nature finde ; 
Looking vpon the last of his delight : 
Oh heavniy God, it was a wofull sight I 330 

Tlie'schoUres cumme with lackrimis Amoris, 
As though theire hartes were hoples of releif ; 

The soldiers come with toniim elamoris. 
To make the heavnes acquainted with theire greif ; 



The noble peeres in HuUaHs portis 

In hartes iagravne cnnune wtk dclor mortis. 

The stnoingers cumme, oh ehe mala sorU 
The servantes cumme with morte tU la vita ; 

The secrete frendes with morUpiu dU wtorU, 
And all with ^fasfelicitafinUa; 340 

Now for my seUe oh dol&r inftrmaJe 

Da vivere tal it man viuer taU. 

Now if the greif of all the world be great. 
How great is his that hath the greif of all 1 

Who doth in thought mat^ deadly panges lepeale 
Then euer dyd to all the world befiedl ; 

Whose deadly pashions pkdnlie do approne. 

The only terme, Anatomy of Lone. 

But since I see there is no remedye 

What God will haue must neuer be withstood ; 350 
And mal content is but a mallady 

That male consume but can do litle good ; 
I will to God referre my whole releif 
In heavniy cure of my vnhappie greif. 

And on my knees before His holy wyll 
To caste on me those swete and loving eyes 

That heale the hart of euery puttefull] yll 
And giue the life where comfort neuer dyes ; 

And wher my hart is gone my hope may thither 

That ftuth and lone may liue in heavne together. 560 

But till my sowle may see that heavniy sweete, 
Wher vertue doth her deerest loue embrace ; 

Wher comfort, care, and Idnde affect may meete 
And share the ioye to see eche other's £Eioe ; 

Vpon the tombe I will the sorrowes sett downe 

That all the world male reede of thy renowne. 

Perfection peerdes, vertue w^^^out pride. 
Honor and leaminge linkt w*i> highest love : 

Ioye of the thought in true direction tryed. 
Life of the love, that highest hono^ pixme ; 370 

In Angells' Armes w*>^ heavnlie handes imhraced. 

Paradise pleased, and all the world disgraced. 

Seeke all the world, or seeke and never finde 
In earthlie mould the mount of such a mynde : 

Devinest gueste that God and man bestoweth, 
In glory such as from such glorye growetb. 

And of the ioyes that haue all greife begonne, 

Yet let me weepe when all the world hath done. 

FINIS. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Line 7, ' Summe* — some. 
„ 79, ' siarre ' — Stella, Sidney's deepest love. 
„ 145, 'she' " Death feminine, but it is 
accidental, as hi L 147 it is ' hee.' 



Line 163, * hngkt' «• lowt or loot. 
,, t66, **n»T»' — briars, 
,, yti, 'cease —seise.— G. 



Digitized by 



Google 



mwmm^^wmw^mmmmwmmm^' 



GLEANINGS. 



LJAVING fafled to obtain certain of Breton's books, I bring together here such acci- 
dentally-qaoted pieces from them as offer themselves. I also add others of whose 
Breton-authorship there can be little doubt. See our Memorial-Introduction on the whole. 



I.— From ' The Workes of a youn^ Wyt trust 
vp with a Fardell of prettie fiuciesy 
profitable to young Poetes, prejudicial 
to no man, and pleasant to euery man 
to passe away idle time withall. Where- 
unto is ioined an odde kinde of wooing 
with a Banquet of Comfittes to make 
an end withall' Done by N. B. Gent 
1577 (40) in George Ellis's 'Specimens 
of Early English Poets. (Vol. 11., 3d. 
Edition, 1803, pp. 270-74.) 

A FABBWKZX TO TOWN. 

Since secret Spite hath sworn my wo, 

And I am driven by Destiny 
Against my will, God knows, to go 

Ftom Place of gallant company. 
And, in the stead of sweet delight, 
To reap the fruits of foul despite : 

As it hath been a custom long. 

To bid fiuneweU when men depart. 
So win I sing this solemn song, 

Faiewdl, to some, with all my heart : 
But those my friends : but to my foes, 
I widk a nettle in their nose. 

I wish my friends their hearts' content : 

My foes, again, the contrary : 
I wish myself, the time were spent 

That I must spend in misery : 
I wish my deadly foe, no worse 
Than want of friends, and empty purse. 

But, now my wishes thus are done, 

I nrast b^[m to bid ferewdl : 
With friends and foes I have begun. 

And therefore, now I cannot tell 
Which first to choose, or ere I part. 
To write a larewell from my heart. 

Firstt place of worldly Pamdise, 
Thou gaUant court, to thee fftrewel] I 

For froward Fortune me denies 
Now longer near to thee to dwell. 

I must go live, I wot not where. 

Nor how to live when I come there. 



And next, adieu you gallant dames. 
The diief of noble youth's delight I 

Untoward Fortune now so frames. 
That I am banish'd fh>m your sight, 

And, in your stead, against my wiU, 

I must go live with country JOL 

Now next, my gallant youths farewdl ; 

My lads that oft have dieer'd my heart ! 
My grief of mind no tongue can tc^. 

To think that I must from you part 
I now must leave you all, alas. 
And live with some odd loboock ass ! 

And now fiueweU thou gallant lute. 
With instruments of music's sounds ! 

Recorder, dtem, harp, and flute. 
And heavenly descants on sweet grounds ; 

I now must leave you all indeed, 

And make some music on a reed I 

And now you stately stamping steeds 
And gallant geldings Cair, adieu 1 

My heavy heart for sorrow bleeds. 
To think that I must part with you : 

And on a strawen pannel sit, 

And ride some oountry carting tit I 

And now frtf^weD both spear and shield, 

Caliver, pistol, arquebus. 
See, see, what sighs my heart doth yield 

To think that I must leave you thus ; 
And lay aside my rapier blade, 
And take in hand a ditching spade I 

And you farewell, all gallant games, 

Primtro and Imperial^ 
Wherewith I used, with courtly dames, 

To pass away the time withall : 
I now must learn some country pkys 
For ale and cakes on holidays I 

And now farewell each dainty dish. 
With sundry sorts of sugar'd wine t 

Farewell, I say, fine flesh and fish. 
To please this dainty mouth of mine I 

I now, alas, must leave aU these. 

And make good cheer with bread and cheese ! 
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And now, all orders due, farewell 1 
My table laid when it was noon ; 

My heavy heart it irks to tell 
My dainty dinners all are done : 

With leeks and onions, whig and whey, 

I must content me as I may. 

And farewell aU gay garments now, 
With jewels rich, of rare device 1 

Like Robin Hood, I wot not how, 
I must go range in woodman's wise ; 

Clad in a coat of green or grey, 

And glad to get it if I may. 

What shall I say, but bid adieu 
To every dia[ch]m of sweet delight, 

In place where pleasure never grew. 
In dungeon deep of foul despite, 

I must, ah me I wretch, as I may. 

Go sing the song of welaway 1 



II.— From the Same (ib, pp. 274-78.) 

Not long ago, as I at supper sat, 
Whereas indeed I had exceeding cheer, 

In order serv'd, with store of this and that. 
With flaggons fill'd with wine, and ale, and beer, 

I did behold, (that well set out the rest I) 

A troop of daihes in brave attire addrest.— 

Now gan I guess, by outward countenance, 

The disposition of each dainty dame : 
And though, perhaps, I missed some by chance, 

I hit some right, I do not doubt the same. 
But shall I tell of each one what I guest ? 
No, fie ! for why? fond tattling breeds unrest 

But let them be such as they were 1 by chance 
Our banquet done, we had our music by, 

And then, you know, the youth must needs go dance. 
First, galliards; then larausse; and keidtgy ; 

' Old lusty gallant ; * ' aU flow'rs of the bloom ;' 

And then a hall I for dancers must have room. 

And to it then ; with set, and turn about. 
Change sides, and cross, and mince it like a hawk ; 

Backwards and forwards, take hands then, in and out ; 
And, now and then, a little wholesome talk. 

That none could hear, close rowned in the ear ; 

Well ! I say nought : but much good sport was there. 

Then might my minion hear her mate at will : 
But, God forgive all such as judge amiss I 

Some men, I know, would soon imagine ill. 
By secret spying of some knavish kiss : 



But let them leave such jealousy for shame I 
Dancers must kiss : the law allows the same. 

And, when friends meet, some merry agn must pass 

Of welcoming unto eadi other's sight : 
And for a kiss that 's not so much, alas I 

Dancers, besides, may daim a kiss of right, 
After the danoe is ended, and before. 
But some will kiss upon kiss : that goes sore. 

But what? I had almost myself forgot 
To tell you on of this same gentle crew ; 

Some were, alas, with dancing grown so hot, 
As some must sit ; while others danced anew : 

And thus forsooth our dancing held us 00 

Till midnight lull ; high time for to be gone. 

But to behold the graces of each dame ! 

How some would dance as* though they did but walk ; 
And some would trip, as though one 1^ were lame ; 

And some would mmce it like a sparrow-hawk ; 
And some would dance upright as any bolt ; 
And some would leap and skip like a young colt 1 

And some would fidge, as though she had the itch ; 

And some would bow half crooked in the joints ; 
And some would have a trick ; and some a twitch ; 

Some shook their arms, as they had hung up points : 
With thousands more that were too long to tell. 
But made me laugh my heart sore, I wot well. 

But let them pass : and now ' sir we must part ; 

' I thank you, sir, for my exceeding cheer.'— 
' Welcome ' (quoth the good man) ' with all my heart : 

* In &ith the market serves but ill to year. 
' When one could not devise more neat to dress.'— 
Jesus t (thought I) what means this foolishness ? 

But let that pass.— Then, parting at the door. 

Believe me now, it was a sport to see 
What stir there was, who should go out before ; 

Such curtsies low, with • Pray you pardon me'— 
• You shall not choose *— ' In faith you are to blame. '— 
Goodsooth I (thought I) a man would think the same ! 

Now being forth (with much ado) at last. 
Then part they all ; eadi one unto their house ; 

And who had mark'd the pretty looks that past 
From privy friend unto his pn^etty mouse. 

Would say with me, at twelve o'clock at night. 

It was a parthig, trust me, worth the sight 

But let them port, and pass in God his name I 
God speed them well, I pray, and me no worse ! 

Some are gone home with dancing ahnost lame ; 
And some go light by means of empty parse : 

And, to be short, home goeth every one, 

And home go I unto my lodge atone. 
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III. — ^From the * Bowrc of Delights/ 1597 
(Ellis, II. pp. 286-288). 

A SWSBT CONTSNTION BBTWBBN LOVS, HIS MISTRESS* 
AWD BBAUTT. 

LovB and my Mistress were at strife 

Who had the greatest power on me ; 
Betwixt them both, oh, what a life I 

Nay, what a death is this to be t 
She said, she did it with her eye ; 

He said, he did it with his dart ; 
fietwizt them both (a siUy wretch 1) 

Tis I that have the wounded heart. 
She said, she only spake the word 

That did enchant my peering sense ; 
He said, he only gave the sound 

That enter'd heart without defence. 



She said, her Beeiity was the mark 

That did amase the highest mind ; 
He said, he only made the mist 

Whereby the senses grew so blind. 
She said, that, only for her sake, 

The best would venture life and limb : 
He said, she was too much deceived ; 

They honoured her, because of him. 
Long while, alas, she would not yield. 

But it was she that rul'd the roast ; 
Until, by proof, she did confess. 

If he were gone her joy was lost 
And then she cried, ' Oh, dainty Love. 

' I now do find it is for thee 
' That I am lov'd and hoBoar'd both, 

' And thou hast power to conquer me T 
But, when I heard her yield to Love, 

Oh 1 how my heart did leap for joy. 
That now I had some little hope 

To have an end of mine annoy I 
For though that Fancy Beauty i^uad 

A power all too pitiless, 
Yet Love would never haue the heart 

t^o leave his servant comfortless. 
But as too soon betes the fidd 

The trumpets sound the overthrow, 
So all too soon J Joy'd too much. 

For I awak'd, and nothing so. 

IV.— From 'Morlcy's NewBookof Tmblature' 
(1596) in Cpllier's Lyrical Poems from 
Musical PublicatioQs (Percy Society). 

This poem is so very markedly Bretonish 
that I cannot withhold it : — 
THOUGHTS make men sigh, sigbes make men sick at 
heart, 

Sicknes consumes, consumption Idlles at last : 
Death is the end of everie deadlie smart. 

And sweete the joy where euery paine is past. 

59 



But oh I the time of death too long delayed, 

Where tried patienoe is too ill apayed 1 

Hope harpes on heaven but lives in halfe a hell ; 

Hart thinkes of love, but findes a deadly hate ; 
Eares barice for blis, but heare a dolefull bell ; 

Eyes looke for joy, but see a wofuU state. 
But eyes and eares and hart and hope deceaued, 
Tongue tels a truth, how is the mind conceaved. 
Conceited thus to thinks but say no more, 

To sigh and sob till sorrow haue no end ; 
And so to die, till death may life restore, 

Or carefull faith may finde a constant friend ; 
That patience may yet in her passion prove, 
Just at my death I found my life of loue 1 

[In sL ad, L a, I read ' love ' for ' life '—an obvious 
correction.] 

v.— From < Dowland's Third Book of 
Songs' (1603) in Collier's Lyrical 
Poems from Musical Publications (Percy 
Society, 1844). 

Cf. the following with Wit's Private Wealth 
p« 7/2, L 3i« I have little or no hesitation in 
claiming this anonymous lyric for Breton : — 

What poors astronomers are they 

Take women's eyes for stars. 
And set their thoughts In battel! ray 

To fight sudi idle wanes, 
When in the end they shall approve 
'Tis but a jeast drawne out of loue. 
And love Itselfe fs but a jeast, 

Devisde by idle heads 
To catch jrong fimdes in the neast, 

And lay it in fooles beds ; 
That being hatcht in beauties eyes. 
They may be fiidge ere they l)e wise. 
But yet it te a sport to see 

How wit will run on wheeles. 
While will cannot perswaded be 

With that which reason feeles ; 
That womens eyes and starres are odde, 
And love is but a feined God. 
But such as will run mad with will, 

I cannot cleare theb* sight. 
But leave them to thek studie still. 

To looke where is no light ; 
Till time too late we make them trie 
They study false astronomic. 

VI.— From ' Honest Coiuisaile : A merry 
I fitte of a poetical furie ; good to read, 

I better to follow ' ( 1 605 ). 

I No copy of ' Honest Counsaile ' is now 
' known. I am compelled to content myself 
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accordingly with the following, given by 
Edward Farr in his 'Select Poetry chiefly 
sacred of the Reign of King James the First ' 
(1847). Last couplet seems incorrectly 
copied. I have inserted * all ' and changed 
*may' into *doth\ 

A Prater. 

Oh. with Thy grace my heart inspire, 

To bring forth fruites of Thy desire. 

Give me thy Peter's penitence, 

Paul's faith, and Job his patience. 

And Marie's grace, and John his loue, 

That in my heart I may approue. 

When all these graces meete in mee, 

What ioy my soule shall have in Thee : 

Bat oh, my God I my heart doth ake. 

My soule with trembling fear doth quake. 

That sinne hath brought me in such plight 

As makes me ouglie in Thy sight ; 

And I (O wretch I) am one of those 

Whom Thou hast reckoned for Thy foes, 

And that Thy mercie will not heare mee. 

Nor comfort euer shall come near mee ; 

My prayer turned into sinne, 

No gate of grace shall enter in ; 

But all my thoughts are fame amisse. 

Shall banisht be from hope of blisse ; 

And my poor soule, by sinne's desart, 

Condemn'd vnto etemall smart. 

And yet again, meethinks, I see 

How Thy great mercie lookes on mee. 

And tels me faith may be victorious, 

While grace will be in merde glorious, 

And what true hartes do truelie proue, 

That tume to Thee in teares of loue ; 

In which vnfaigned £EdthfuU teares, 

Wherein the wofull spirit weares, 

I humbly fall at Mercie's feete. 

Where grace, and loue. and glorie meete ; 

And in teares of true contrition 

Thus makes my wofull soule's petition : 

In mercie looke on me, deare God ; 

Forgive my sinnes. forbeare Thy rod ; 

Behold my griefe and ease my paine, 

And take me to Thy grace againe, 

That if I may see that bright Sunne shine. 

Where glorie neuer can decline ; 

Where I with Simeon's ioy may sing 

When I embrace my holy King, 

And [all] sinne and sorrowes cease, 

As my soule doth rest in peace, (pp. 240/1.) 

VII. — From * Eliosto Libidinoso : Described 
in two Bookes, &c. Written by John 
Hynd. At I^ndon, Printed by Valen- 
tine Simmes/ kc, (1606.) 

Hynd says of the following poem that it 
is 'a fancie which that learned author N. 



B. hath dignified with respect,' which may 
or may not be an attribution of it to * N. R/ 
t.e. as Sir Egerton Brydges in Cmsura 
Uteraria and Collier in his Poetical Deca- 
meron interpret, Nicholas Breton. It is 
to be remembered that being put in the 
mouth of a character in the novel wherein 
it occurs, it would not have been in keep- 
ing to suppose him acquainted with an 
English poef s writings. The expression 
may simply mean that the poem was printed 
in the * Bower of Delights,' or * Arbor of 
Amorous Devices,* both miscellanies. Till 
complete exemplars of these two still lack- 
ing books (except the imperfect one of the 
latter as reproduced by us), we cannot 
speak positively. Meantime it seems expe- 
dient to give the little poem taken from 
Cefisura LiUraria : — 



Among the groves, the woods and thickes. 

The bushes, brambles, and the briers. 
The shrabbes, the stubbes, the thomes, and prickes, 

The ditches, plashes, lakes and miers. 

Where fish nor fowle, nor bird nor beast, 

Nor living thing may take delight. 
Nor reason's rage may looke for rest. 

Till heart be dead of hatefull spight : 

Within the cane of care unknowne. 
Where hope of comfort all decayes. 

Let me with sorrow sit alone 
In doleful! thoughts to end my dayes. 

And when I heare the stormes arise, 
That troubled ghosts doe leave the grave ; 

With hellish sounds of horror's cries. 
Let me goe look out of my cave. 

And when I fed what paines they Ude, 
That doe the greatest torments prove, 

Then let not me the sorrow hide, 
That I have suffer'd by my love. 

Where losses, crosses, care and griefe, 
VTith nithfiill, spitefull, hatefuU hate. 

A^thout aD hope of hap's reliefe, 
Doe togge and teare the heart to naught ; 

But sigh, and say, and sbg, and sweare, 
It is too much for one to beare. 

An anonymous copy of the preceding, want- 
ing the last six lines, was printed in Excerpta 
Tudariana from MS. HarL 6910. < Thickes' 
occurs in ' Flourish vpon Fancy,' ' plashes ' 
in ' Strange News.' See our Glossarial Index, 
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